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My heart was pounding as my husband, Eli, and I rolled our bikes into the parking lot of the bar we’d heard about at the little diner a few miles back. It seemed like years since Eli had last sent me out to a bar to enjoy our little arrangement, even though it hadn’t been that long at all. I didn’t know what it meant that I was craving another man this much. But based on how Eli had kissed me—and more—when I confessed that I wanted to go out again, I didn’t think he minded.

When I’d turned 43, my husband had offered me a gorgeous birthday present. We’d dust off our motorcycles and take a tour up and down the East Coast, stopping in at every cute diner, fun bed and breakfast, and dirty dive bar we could find for a summer. But we’d barely set out before Eli had confided his deep, dark fantasy. He wanted me to go out and fuck other men, then come home and tell him all about it. I hadn’t been sure I was comfortable with it at first. I mean, the idea of a no-strings chance to go wild with another guy like I hadn’t since my slutty college days? That sounded incredible. Eli suggesting it seemed too good to be true. What were the odds he’d flip out when I came home.

Well, we’d given it a try—and he hadn’t flipped out. Instead, he’d fucked me more savagely than he had since our undergrad days. And that was how it had gone since. Me getting used by strangers, then coming home to tell my husband about it and getting used all over again.

This hotwife thing had been a big leap, but I was never coming back down.

Eli had suggested coming with me to the bar this time, and I’d said sure. I wasn’t entirely sure what would happen, whether he’d pick the guy—or guys—or I’d be set free to choose who I wanted. But as we rolled up to the bar with those big, heavy engine thrumming between our legs? I didn’t really care. I just wanted the feeling of a hot man between my thighs.

I stopped the bike, bracing it with my feet and grinding down on the seat for just a moment. I’d never gotten off when I was riding myself, but it didn’t stop those heavy vibrations from feeling incredible when I got to just enjoy them. And a few times, riding behind Eli…he’d found just the right gear and speed, and edged me for an entire ride.

Eli gave me a knowing look and grin. “Come on, Cait. Fun’s inside.”

I laughed, turned off the engine, and followed him in.

Whatever happened next, I needed it.
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The bar was crowded. The music was turned up loud, the bar and tables were all full, and the pool tables in the back of the bar were completely occupied. A few heads turned when we entered, just looking to see who’d opened the door. I saw more than one person’s gaze travel up my curves and get stuck at the low-cut t-shirt that framed my deep cleavage. The attention made my body thrum.

Eli tugged me close and murmured in my ear, making me shiver. “See anything you like?”

The mass of people were just a little overwhelming. “So many choices,” I said.

He nodded. “I think you should go play pool, then. I’ll try and find somewhere to sit.”

That was an idea. It had been a long time since I’d played a game, and I’d been decent at it in college. I left him behind and threaded my way through the crowd to the three pool tables in the back of the bar.

All three were occupied by men who were clearly out of college but still young enough to make me feel dirty for looking. That sent an extra buzz through me. Many of the men in the past few weeks had been maybe half my age. Being worshipped for being a hot goddess even though I was “past my prime” was fucking incredible.

There was a vacant stool near the tables, and I grabbed it, watching the men rack and shoot, debating on who I might want to approach. They were all gorgeous. Blond, brunette, redhead? Tall and slim or short and stocky? Mmm, no. The man built like a fucking bear. Broad shouldered, and barrel chested, big hands, and, when I paid attention, he was absolutely checking me out. I posed just a little, leaning forward to watch the game, pulling my shirt low enough that the tops of my lacy push-up bra were visible. He didn’t hide his staring, and when he dragged his eyes away from my tits, I was there with a smile and a wave. “Hi,” I said. “I’m Cait.”

All the men slowed down and looked at me. I focused on Bear, who didn’t bother offering his name. “I saw you come in,” he said. His voice was a deep rumble. “Was that your boyfriend or your husband?”

I grinned. “My husband,” I said. “But he’s the one who sent me back here.”

Bear’s eyebrows went up. He walked closer to me, invading my space. “Did he now.”

“Mmmhm. We have an arrangement.” I lost track of everything around me except for this sexy man. The music faded, the sound dropped away, and I didn’t know if anyone else was looking at me. Bear smelled like sandalwood and spice, and my body was responding strongly. If it hadn’t been for the thick padding of the bar, my painfully hard nipples would have been incredibly visible.

“What, you hustle the pool table and he collects the cash?” There was something dangerous in his voice.

I laughed. “No, I fuck other men and tell him all the details.” I ran my hand down Bear’s chest, starting close to his throat and ending just above his belt. “I like the look of you.”

I tugged just a little at his belt to see what would happen. He let me pull him closer. My knees fell open and he pressed my thighs wide as his body pressed up against mine. I couldn’t hide my little whimper.

He laughed a little. I caught the hint of nervousness in his eyes, and I revised his age down a little. He was probably still in college. Half my age, and barely. Shit. Oh god, this was just making me want him even more. “Don’t you want to know my name?”

I shrugged. “If you want to tell me.” I tugged at his belt again. I was right on the edge of the bar stool, and he had to slip an arm around my waist so I wouldn’t fall. I could feel how hard his cock was, and he made a little sound when I rocked my hips. “But I don’t really care right now.”

“You just want to get laid.” I could practically feel his cock twitching. He wanted me, but he didn’t know what to do about it.

“Yes,” I said. I remembered that we were basically in public and glanced over his shoulder. Yeah, we had an audience. I tried to hide the groan at the heat that tore through my body and settled in my cunt. Fuck, I loved being watched. “You want to help a lady out or what?”

He cleared his throat. His arm tightened around my waist, and he pressed his hips against mine. My head fell back at the sensation, at the need in his careful movement. “Well, here’s the thing,” he said. “My best friend is here tonight. He had a rough breakup with his girl, and I’m trying to show him a good time. I can’t leave him alone.” He kissed my neck, nipping at the soft flesh and I whimpered. “But if I were to bring him along…”

“The more the merrier,” I said.

Bear pulled back and grinned. He looked over his shoulder and nodded his head in a come-along gesture. Another man stepped into my field of vision. This was the tall and slim blond who’d been getting an eyeful as I sashayed my way over to the bar. Where Bear was big and broad, he was built like a swimmer, broad shoulders and a narrow waist. He was handsome, and his gaze traveled down my body before moving back up and smiling.

“This lady here,” Bear said, “needs to get laid tonight. I think you and I should take her back to my place and show her a good time. Sound good to you?”

Slim’s eyes lit up. He didn’t try to move me out of Bear’s grasp, just leaned close and pressed a searing kiss to my lips. It tore a sound out of me, and my hips bucked hard, grinding on Bear’s heavy cock. His arms tightened around me. I didn’t care if they tossed me down on the pool table and fucked me right there, I wanted the both of them so much that my body was aching. My nipples could have cut glass.

When Slim pulled back from my mouth, I was breathless. “Seems like you boys may have done this before?”

Slim grinned. “Best friends share.”

I bit my lip. When I’d had more than one man before, it had been almost accidental. I had a feeling that these two knew exactly what they were going to do to me.

I was in for a hell of a ride.
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Itexted Eli to let him know where I was going; he messaged me back that he would be heading back to the hotel. He’d spoken to someone, and my bike would be safe overnight.

Bear’s place was just a few minutes from the bar. I followed them into a small but tidy apartment. I could see a small kitchen, a couch in the living room, and a door that probably led to the bedroom. If I had to guess, I’d say it was the only bedroom.

As soon as the front door closed behind us, Bear spun around. He pinned my hands up over my head, his bulk holding me up against the door. I groaned and moved, just to test his grip; I was held perfectly in place. My body surged with heat.

“Here’s what I think,” Bear said. “I think a slutty wife who wants her husband to know all about the men she’s sleeping with should have some stories to tell.”

Slim chuckled. “Sounds about right to me.”

Bear pushed my hands harder, letting more of his weight fall on me. I groaned and moved with him, grinding against the air. “I think we should take turns,” he said. He was watching my face carefully. “And then I wonder…have you ever been enough of a slut to have two men at once?”

My eyes went wide. “Like, with…”

“One in your pretty cunt and one crammed up your ass.”

The heat turned into a surge of wetness that ruined my panties in a heartbeat. “I haven’t.”

Slim smiled. He moved alongside me, kissing me and running his hand up my shirt. He ran his hand over my breast, then slid his hand inside, finding my hard nipple inside my thick bra. He twisted it experimentally, like he was testing me. With Bear holding me in place, I could cry and moan and jerk and never move. “You seem to want it,” he said.

“Fuck, yes.” In that moment, I’d never wanted anything more.

“You’ll have to show us that you’re enough of a slut to take it.”

“Anything,” I gasped. “Anything you want.”

Bear laughed. He pulled back, then tossed me into Slim’s arms. “It’s your night out,” he said. “You go first.”

Slim led me over to the couch, but he stopped me before I sat down. “Take those jeans off,” he said. It took a little bit of work to wriggle out of them. I pulled my t-shirt off at his direction, but when I hooked my thumbs in the sides of my panties, he shook his head. “I think you would have been more than happy if we’d taken you into the bathroom at the bar and fucked you up against the wall,” he said. “And God knows I wouldn’t have wasted my time making off your panties then. So, you can keep them on and pretend we weren’t sweet enough to take you home.”

He turned me so that I was facing the couch, then nudged me forward so I was bracing my hands on its back. I heard his buckle and zipper work, but when his hips pressed against mine, I could still feel the cool fabric against my thighs. I shivered. He really did want to fuck me somewhere filthy, where anyone could walk in and see.

I moaned, pressing my ass back toward him. Slim laughed. Bear moved toward us and sat down on the couch. He’d stripped off his clothes, and he had his cock in his hand. Holy shit, he was so massive it made my mouth go dry. I was pretty sure I’d be able to take him, but I was pretty sure it would hurt.

“The way she’s grinding on you,” Bear said, like I wasn’t even there. “It’s like she thinks she’s wet enough to take your cock without needing anything else.”

Slim had shifted my panties to the side; the straps dug into my hips, but the thick head of Slim’s cock traced through the wetness of my cunt, settling right at my opening. “Let’s find out,” he said.

I didn’t have any warning before he thrust into me. I was wet, really wet, but I wasn’t open at all, and despite the name I’d given him in my head, there was nothing skinny about Slim’s cock. “Fuck, you’re tight,” he grunted. He pulled back enough to slam in farther, making me howl. “I thought a chick who picked up men while her husband watched would be ready for anything. Does that hurt, baby?”

“Yes,” I whimpered as he thrust into me again. There was no end to him, every stroke pushing him further into my aching body. I was starting to adjust to him, to the penetration, and my clit was singing. In my head, I could see the filthy bathroom, imagine myself braced against the sink, terrified and exhilarated at the knowledge that someone could open the bathroom door at any moment. “Keep going.”

Bear laughed as Slim thrust into me again, farther, making me whimper and cry and wiggle to take more of him. “She thinks you’d care if she wanted you to stop.”

I moaned at the idea, at being used that rough. I rocked my hips back, driving him deeper into me. Slim cursed and steadied himself with one hand on my hips and the other tangled in my long hair. “That’s so cute,” he said. One last thrust, and he was seated fully inside me. He moaned, long and low. I whimpered again, clinging to the couch, so full of need that my clit felt heavy and achy.

Slim pulled on my hair, bowing my back. “I’m going to fuck you rough,” he told me. “I’m not going to stop. I don’t care if you come or not. That’s not what this is about. This is about you getting used in a bathroom.” I felt his attention focus on Bear. “On knowing that someone is watching you get fucked by someone who doesn’t give a shit about you. Understand?”

“Yes.”

I didn’t have a chance to breathe before he was slamming into me, fast and hard and vicious. I cried out at every stroke, barely wet enough to take this furious pace. Bear moved himself over on the couch until he was braced underneath me. My breasts had fallen half out of my fancy bra. He leaned up to catch a nipple in his teeth. I screamed, driving my body back and meeting Slim stroke for stroke. I remembered the feeling I’d had that I was not the first woman they’d used this way. I was benefitting from that. No question.

I could hear Slim grunting behind me with every sharp stroke of his thick cock. Bear freed both of my breasts and started to play with them, nipping and sucking at one nipple while he teased and twisted the other with his fingers. He made happy, hungry sounds with each movement. An orgasm tore through me with no warning; my body clenched on Slim so tightly he could barely move, and my breast yanked painfully out of Bear’s teeth as my body arched. I didn’t realize I was screaming until I caught my breath.

The moment my body released enough for him to move, Slim was slamming into my cunt, every thrust paired with a heavy, grunted curse. I felt him tumble over the edge, shooting his cum deep into me in thick ropes. For a second, I was almost disappointed—we were done so soon—but before I had a chance to pout, he stood me up, spun me around, and shoved me down into Bear’s lap.

“Let’s get these out of the way,” Bear said. He tugged at my panties and bra, and between the two men, they finished getting me naked. I was limp from my sudden orgasm, but the feeling of his heavy, hard cock against my back woke my body up quickly. I was spread over his lap, my knees on the outside of thick thighs, my cunt wide open.

“She’s pretty,” Slim said. He stripped out of the rest of his clothes. “She has a sweet cunt. Enjoy her.”

“I will,” Bear said. “But I’m going to take a minute to savor her. Some of us like to take our time with one long meal instead of half a dozen snacks.”

His pointed comment made me notice that Slim was already half-hard again. Oh, we absolutely would not be done yet. I thought of their comment about me taking both of them at once. My body tightened and I groaned a little. Bear laughed; his hand had been on my thigh, and he moved just enough to slap my clit and make it sting. “Patience, baby,” he said. “You’ll get what’s coming to you.”

I whimpered and tried not to wiggle in sheer desperation. I could feel Slim’s cum leaking out of me, and I wanted so much more in me.

Bear’s fingers went to my clit and stroked away the sting. He was talented with his fingers, finding the way my body needed to move and be moved. I was gasping and groaning against him, rocking with his hand.

“You need to relax more to take my big cock,” he said. “Especially if you want another in your pretty cunt. So, we’re going to help you do that.”

He kept working his fingers, but after being so stuffed full, my body was achingly empty. It felt good, but I wanted more.

Before I could beg, Slim was kneeling between our thighs. His fingers traced up my messy cunt and then shoved into me. There were days when two fingers were a tight fit, three after I’d been fucked hard, but I was stretched wide open. Slim started with four, making me scream and clench.

“Relax, baby,” Slim said. He started to stroke his fingers in smooth, steady movements, and Bear’s fingers kept up their clever work on my clit. Slim curled his fingers just a little so that he was pressing up on that sweet spot inside me as Bear’s fingers put the most pressure in their spiral on my clit. I had a second to think oh they’ve absolutely done this before and then I was coming again, slamming into their hands and cursing and begging for more.

They didn’t stop when the orgasm crested and I sagged; they kept working my over-sensitized body even though I whimpered and cried out. The steady pressure built up again, growing. Slim barely had to thrust into me now, I was driving myself down on his fingers, splitting myself open with heavy groan after groan.

Slim’s fingers pulled back and I cried out at the emptiness. Before I could make too much fuss, though, they shifted me so that Bear’s cock was notched against my cunt. I was soaked and stretched, but when he thrust into me, I still cried out. It was Slim’s fingers working my clit now, with Bear holding me steady as he rocked his thick cock into me. “More,” I whimpered. “Please more.” I didn’t even know what I was asking for.

Of course I did. I wanted to be a double-stuffed slutty hotwife. It was everything I wanted.

“This first,” Bear said. “Come on my cock, and then we’ll see about the rest.”

I met every thrust of his as best as I could. The angle made every shove of his cock slam against that sweet spot, and I was falling apart into their arms before I knew what was even happening. When the orgasm broke over me and I could breathe, I was shaking.

“Still want more?” Bear’s hands were soft and gentle on my body, and Slim was pressing light kisses down my throat and breasts. His cock was rock hard inside me, and Slim was standing at full attention too.

“I want all of it,” I managed to say.

Slim pulled me gently into his arms, lifting me off Bear’s cock. He hooked my legs around his waist and carried me into the adjoining room. It was a small bedroom, with a queen-size bed taking up most of the space. Slim set me down gently. Bear joined us, his incredible cock jutting from his hips. I groaned, eager to have him filling me again.

“You’re going to need to trust us,” Bear said as Slim guided me over Bear’s hips. I let them move me; it was easier to let them position me. “Have you had cock in your ass before?”

“Yes.”

“Good,” he said. “That’ll make this more fun for everyone.”

His hands were gentle as they stroked up my thighs and hips, but there was nothing gentle about the way he yanked me down, piercing me with his cock. I howled at the pain and pleasure of it. He fucked up into me, and I tilted forward just enough that every stroke of his thick cock ground into my clit. Heat started to twist through me, more slowly this time. I moaned into the sensation, relishing every inch of his thick cock, stretching me until I didn’t know if I could breathe.

I heard the wet squirt before I felt the cool liquid probing at my ass. It was a whole different penetration as Slim worked his fingers past my tight rim and into me, coating me with lube. He timed his thrusts with Bear’s, and the heat started to build faster. When Slim added another finger, spreading them gently, I exploded. I screamed as my body pulsed and shook, not sure which hole I wanted full more. They took care of me, urging me on as the orgasm rolled through me, on and on.

“Good?” Bear said. My head was a little fuzzy, and it took me a moment to realize that he was talking to Slim.

“I think so,” he said.

“Do it,” I said. I didn’t care what it was, but they were making me feel things I never thought I could feel. Whatever it was I, I wanted it.

“Wait,” Bear said. “Get her phone.”

I knew what was coming next. I groaned, driving my body down onto his again, feeling the surge of need tearing through me. He let me move, grunting with each slam of my hips down on his.

Slim put the phone down next to me.

“You know what I want, don’t you, slut?”

Another orgasm was around the corner, so close, and it made the words hard to breathe out. “You want me to call him.”

“Who?”

“My husband.”

“Yes. I don’t want you to talk to him. I’m not going to tease him. I just want him to hear his pretty, slutty wife getting fucked by two men at the same time.” He tapped my cheek with his hand just hard enough to focus my attention. “Understand?”

I nodded. I couldn’t keep my hips still. I ground into him desperately, full of need. I dialed the phone almost frantically. Eli answered on the first ring. “Cait?”

Slim drove his cock into my ass, pushing the thick head past my tight ring with no preamble. The phone dropped from my hand as I screamed with the pleasure of it. Bear worked his thumb between us to give my clit a little extra attention, but I didn’t need it. I shattered between them, screaming and swearing. Slim worked his thick cock into my ass, stroke after stroke, and the orgasm just kept stretching out, pulse after pulse.

“Shit,” he cursed in my ear. “Shit, baby. You fucking slut. You like my cock in your ass?”

“Yes.” The word came out as a moan. He and Bear were working in a rhythm, filling me together until I thought I’d burst.

Bear reached up and stuffed three fingers into my mouth. “Say it again, slut,” he said. “Tell my friend how much you like his cock in your ass.”

I could hear Eli groaning, and I knew he had his cock in his hand. He hadn’t promised me he’d wait for me to get back to the hotel.

I got the words out as best as I could, but they were muffled and garbled around Bear’s fingers. Slim cursed behind me and started driving into me faster, harder. I could feel him stretching my ass as his cock swelled. He was so close. I could almost taste him in the back of my throat, he was so big. Each slam of his cock drove me up Bear’s, and then Bear met him with a heavy slam of his hips into mine. My body spasmed in ways I didn’t even know it could, pleasure beyond orgasms, just waves of pulsing need and release, over and over.

Slim shouted in my ear and grabbed my hips, yanking me back onto his cock as he let go, coating me with his thick cum. He’d been in my pussy and now my ass was full of ropes of his hot release. It was enough to send me all over again, my body shattering in wave after wave.

Slim pulled out of my ass, and I whimpered at the empty sensation. Bear took my hips in his hands and rolled us easily so that he was on top of me. I wrapped my legs around his waist and ground up into him, giving him the best angle to slam his cock into that sweet spot inside my cunt over and over.

“You’re taking this so good, baby,” he said. “Were you telling us the truth when you said you’d never had two men before?”

“Not like this.” I whimpered as he moved. He got a hand between us and found my clit again.

“You like being so full of cock, you slut?”

“God, yes.”

“Do you wish it had been another cock in your mouth instead of just my fingers? Want to be a triple-stuffed slut?”

One more twist of his fingers sent me over the edge in one final rush of pleasure. I exploded so hard my back bowed up off the bed. He fucked me through the orgasm, teasing at my clit until I’d given every drop of pleasure I could, and then he picked up a merciless pace. It was all I could do to hold on while he used me viciously. I cried out with every thrust. If I could have said anything, it would have been to beg him to do it harder.

He came with a soft grunt; he buried his cock deep in me, moving his hips in tiny thrusts as he pulsed. I could feel the wet splashes of his cum in me, mixing with Slim’s, filling me so full I was nothing but a cum-hungry slut. He sagged slowly, dropping down onto the bed next to me. Slim fell down on the other side and wrapped his arms around my waist, tugging me back against him. Bear picked up the phone.

“We’re not done with her,” he said. “You can pick her up in the morning.” He disconnected the call and dropped my phone onto the floor before snuggling in closer.

My body ached with everything we’d done, but I could feel Slim stirring against my back again. My cunt was eager for more; it didn’t matter how much I hurt, these men were incredible, and they made me hungrier than I’d ever been.

“I’m Sam,” Slim—Sam—said in my ear as Bear wrapped both of us up, throwing one heavy thigh over us. “My friend is Jack, but we mostly call him Bear.”

I couldn’t help but giggle.

“You need a nap,” Bear said. “And maybe a shower. But I meant what I said to your husband.” He kissed the top of my head, and I could feel his heavy cock stirring against me too. “We’re not done with you. You’re far too good of a toy.”

I let myself settle between two glorious men, completely contained and completely satisfied. I did need a rest, they were right, but if they ultimately decided to keep me up until dawn? I was pretty sure it would be worth it.

This deal with Eli was the best thing that had ever happened to me.


4




When Eli got to the guys’ house in the morning, I was so sore I could barely walk, but I was happy. I’d showered and cleaned up a little. As Eli shook hands with Sam and Bear, I found myself wondering.

“We’re just passing through town,” I said. “But maybe if we come back through…”

Bear grinned. “We should definitely do this again.”

I looked to Eli, my nerves twitching. This was a step beyond the deal we’d made, and I shouldn’t be springing this on him right now, like this, but at the same time…last night had been so good. And based on what I’d heard on the phone, he’d enjoyed himself perfectly well.

Eli nodded. “I think that could work.”

The flurry of excitement that ran through me was far more than just sex. The way Sam and Bear had treated me, and the way it felt when we all collapsed into bed together, it was even more exciting than a stranger.

It wasn’t the same as Eli. Nothing would ever be bigger or better or more wonderful than the way I felt about my husband. But if I had the choice to have these two men as well…that sounded amazing. And it wasn’t like we would be here often. This was hours from our hometown, and our tour had plenty more stops on the way.

But maybe we’d be back through. Maybe it was just an empty thing to say. But maybe it wasn’t.

Eli helped me onto the back of his motorcycle. I cursed him a little for making me ride bitch right now instead of just taking a car, but he just snickered.

We stopped for coffee and donuts, then headed back to our hotel room. There, he laid back on the bed, pulling me close into his arms. “You’re incredible,” he said, kissing the top of my head.

I snuggled a little closer. “You always say that.”

I felt him shrug. “It’s always true.”

His hand stroking my brown curls soothed me like nothing else ever did. “You seem exhausted.”

“I am exhausted.” I didn’t know when we’d fallen asleep, but it had been hours. And as sore as I was, I wanted more. I wanted my husband’s cock buried in me.

“Well, then,” he said. “You can have a little nap.” His hand left my hair and stroked down my chest, tracing my breasts. “And then you’ll tell me everything that happened.”

“Everything?” I leaned up on my elbows, grinning. “There was a lot.”

Lust flared through him. “Then you’d better rest well,” he said. “And very quickly.”

I cuddled into his arms and let sleep claim me. Just for a little while. And then I’d do everything I could to show my husband exactly how much I appreciated him.

He had done this for me. He had made me into this. This was the best choice I’d ever made.


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 read more about Cait and Eli and their summer motorcycle tour? Find all the books in the series here.

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 free a copy of my story Job Interview with the Hotwife.
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Thanks for being here, Constant Reader, and I hope to see you again soon!
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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."
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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.
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