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My thighs were thrumming as my husband, Eli, and I pulled our motorcycles into the parking lot of a cute hotel in a tiny New England beach town. We’d been riding all day, and my ass was sore. A summer tour of the east coast had been my 43rd birthday present from Eli, and I’d loved every second we were on the road. But we’d been weekend warriors for too long; we’d been on the road for a while now, but I was still getting settled into my seat.

“You look tired,” Eli said as we parked our bikes.

“A little,” I said. “But we put some miles on today. I’ll be fine tomorrow.”

He gave me a long look. “Is that really the only reason you’re tired, Cait?”

My cheeks went so read I thought they’d burst into flame. Right before we started this trip, Eli had confessed one of his deepest fantasies to me. He dreamed about sending me out to sleep with other men, then coming home to tell him all about it. I hadn’t known what to do with that information, but a few nights ago, we’d stopped at a biker bar in a little town, and I’d done exactly that. Been absolutely railed by a bartender who took me every way I could imagine. It was the first time Eli had made me his hotwife—and I was praying it wouldn’t be the last. But I couldn’t decide how to bring it up. Based on how he’d acted when we got back to our hotel room, Eli had absolutely enjoyed watching me get used by the bartender as much as I had—but what if he had regrets now?

“I don’t know what you mean,” I said. I wasn’t great at being coy, but I was desperate to buy myself a little time to try and figure out what I should say.

Something flashed across Eli’s face, but I wasn’t sure what he was thinking. And then he grinned, and I knew without a doubt that he was thinking of something incredibly sexy. “Oh,” he said. “I think you do. Let’s get checked in, and then we’ll talk.”

“What about?”

He reached around, lifting our bags out of the storage compartments on our bikes. “I definitely want to get some rest tonight,” he said. “But I think you should have a night on the town.”

Oh god. It was going to happen again. My entire body flared with desire as I followed Eli into the hotel.
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The little shower seemed like it would be too small to handle two people, but Eli and I were no stranger to close quarters. He seemed to take extra pleasure in washing off the road grime, teasing my nipples and pulling me against him so I could feel his hard cock pressed against my ass. It made me groan and grind on him, but when I reached around to stroke him, he brushed my hand away.

He tugged me close, his fingers twisting my nipples so hard I whimpered. “Here’s what’s going to happen,” he said. “Are you listening?”

“Yes.” One of his hands slipped down and pressed my folds open, finding my clit and stroking me gently. My knees went shaky. I had to balance myself against the shower wall to keep from falling.

“You’re going to go out tonight,” he said. “There’s a nice little bar down the road. You can do anything you want. Anyone you want. And then you’re going to come back here and tell me all the details.”

His finger moved faster on my clit, dipping down to brush at the opening of my cunt. I cursed and pressed against him harder, letting him support some of my weight. I could feel pleasure spinning through me, twisting me up. “And what about you?” The words were little gasps between whimpers and groans.

“I’m going to wait here,” he said. “Hard and waiting to hear about what happens. What do you think about that? Fucking another man while your husband’s waiting for you?”

I didn’t know what my head thought, but my body clearly enjoyed it. One more twist of his fingers and my body tightened. I cried out as the orgasm flooded me, my body clasping hungrily on something that wasn’t there. He nursed my clit through the pleasure, riding out every twitch and spasm, until I was exhausted in his arms.

“Hmm?” His voice in my ear was soft. Entertained. Turned on. “You like that idea?”

“Yes. Fucking yes, Eli.”

He planted a kiss behind my ear and helped me find my balance. “Good girl.”
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Ihadn’t expected the local dive bar to be packed on a weeknight, but the parking lot was full. It took me a minute to find somewhere to park my bike. I’d thought about taking a car over so I could wear a cute dress, but the idea of riding over made my body tense in the best way, even if it did mean that I had to wear jeans. I shook my hair out and headed into the bar.

I felt awkward as I walked inside. It had been a very long time since I’d gone out with the plan of picking up a guy, and as turned on as I was thinking about it, I wasn’t sure how to go about this. The first time, Eli had picked out the guy he wanted me to fuck. Now, it was up to me.

The bar had a handful of tables and booths around the floor, and a bunch of stools were pulled up to the bar itself. The tables were all full, but I found a free stool. I took a steadying breath and flagged down the bartender. He looked my age or a bit older, and the kind of man who’d been behind the bar most of his life. I figured he was the owner. I thought about flirting with him, but it didn’t suit my mood. If I was being honest, part of what had turned me on so much before was fucking a guy who was barely out of college. I was over forty, and it was hot as hell to know that a younger man found me that attractive.

I wanted that feeling again.

I ordered a beer; I’d eaten before I left the hotel, and I wanted to make sure that I was fully present for whatever happened next. I faced the room and tried to figure out who I wanted to approach. How I wanted to play this.

“New to town or just riding through?”

The voice right next to me made me jump. I glanced over at the man who had spoken, and all the blood rushed out of my head. The gorgeous piece of man candy in front of me was exactly the kind of guy who’d always turned me on. He was big and burly, the kind of man who looked like he could toss you over his shoulder and do whatever he wanted with you. He had sandy blond hair and bright blue eyes. And if he was more than twenty-five, I would eat my bike helmet.

The full-body flush made it very clear: I wanted him so much that I ached. “Just riding through,” I said, flashing a smile. “Looking for a good time tonight.”

It was a shitty line, but it made him grin. He gave me a long look, from my curly hair down my pretty tits in a pushup bra to my very fine hips and ass. When he focused his attention back on my face, I knew he was just as turned on as I was. “That can be arranged.” He stuck out his hand. “James.”

“Cait.” I took his hand in mine, and his fingers grazed over the inside of my wrist. I tried not to whimper. His touch was electric, and I wanted to be used.

I saw the moment he noticed my wedding band. His gaze closed up and he started to pull his hand back.

“He knows,” I said quickly, hopping off the stool and moving closer to him. “My husband. He knows. He wants me to be here.”

James looked at me, his eyebrows raised. “Does he?”

I nodded. “He wants me to get fucked. It turns him on.”

That big grin crossed James’s face again. “Come with me.” He gripped my hand and pulled me along after him, weaving through the tables and barstools. He headed toward a door in the back of the room. I bit my lip.

“Where are we going?”

“Somewhere private,” he said. “Unless you want to be on display.”

My heart fluttered. There had been a few times, in college, at parties…but that was too much to admit. “No,” I said.

He looked at me for a moment, his hand on the doorknob. “Don’t tell me a woman who goes out to get fucked by a stranger expects a bed?”

This time, I couldn’t choke back the whimper.

“Good,” he said. “This way.”

I followed him through the door, then down a short hallway. He led me into another room—it was the kind of small space that someone would use for meetings or a poker game. When he closed the door, his big frame filling the doorway, heat rushed through my body. I suddenly realized how risky this was. In a room alone with a total stranger.

I loved it.

He grabbed my hand and pulled me toward him. He had one hand in my hair, pulling me back for a kiss, while the other went to my breast. Even through the thick fabric, he found my nipple, twisting and tormenting it. I slid my hand between us, running down the zipper of his jeans. He was rock hard, and his cock was just as massive as he was, based on how he was pushing into my palm.

“Tell me how you want it, Cait,” he said. “I don’t think someone who asks a stranger to fuck them in the back room of a bar wants it gentle.” His hand twisted a little harder in my hair. My panties were soaked, and I could barely catch my breath.

“I want it hard,” I managed to say. “I want it so hard.”

“Good,” he said. “Because I don’t like to be gentle.”

He got his hands on my ass and boosted me up onto the table, spreading my thighs wide so he could press between them. I pulled my t-shirt up over my head, tossing it to the side. And then there was a moment of embarrassment. This guy was half my age. I’d worked hard to stay in shape, but I was also well out of my twenties. My middle was a little soft, and if it wasn’t for the wire of this bra doing god’s work, my tits would absolutely not be this perky. If he pulled back now…

James groaned, burying his face in my cleavage. “You’re so fucking hot,” he said. His hands on my ass pulled me tighter against him, pressing my thighs wide to accommodate him. Even with all the fabric between us, my hips rocked against him. Seeking him. I knew exactly what I wanted. And I could feel how much he wanted it too.

“Even though I’m not twenty?” I needed to hear it.

He pulled back just enough to yank his own shirt over his head. I ran my hands over his thick barrel chest. I wanted to feel the weight of him shoving me down. I moaned a little and shifted my hips against him. “Because you’re not twenty,” he said. “Because you’re a woman who knows what she wants. Who isn’t afraid to ask for it.” He reached behind me and worked the clasp on my bra. My breasts were heavy, and there was another moment of nerves as he tossed the fabric to the side. “You’re fucking gorgeous.”

He bent over me, pulling one nipple into my mouth while his talented fingers twisted and pulled at the other. I couldn’t keep my hips still; I groaned and rocked against him. I felt pleasure swirling around at his touch, at the harsh way he nipped and pulled at me.

He let me go just enough to toss another one of those luscious grins my way. “Are you going to come before I even get your pants off?”

The press of the seam of my jeans and the weight of his body pushing me down into the table was making my brain shut off. “Maybe. If you keep doing that. Maybe.”

“Good,” he said. “Because you’re going to need to be wet and loose to take my cock.”

His mouth closed around my nipple again, yanking me into his mouth so hard I cried out. And then I was coming, my body screaming as I spasmed again and again. He groaned as I did, supporting my body as I clung to him, and never letting go of my nipple.

“What a fucking slut,” he said, laughing a little as I sagged against him. “I know what I want.”

“Tell me,” I panted.

“I want you on you naked on your knees, sucking my cock.”

I whimpered thinking of it. I could feel how massive he was, and I didn’t know how I’d manage to take him. But I wanted to. I loved sucking cock, and I loved being forced to take more than I could. James was absolutely going to check both of those boxes.

He dropped his jeans easily, but I had to wiggle a little to get out of mine. My panties were soaked, and I kicked them to the side along with the rest of my clothes. I dropped to my knees in front of him. His cock was huge, and fear threaded through me. There was choking on a big cock, and then there was this. How was I going to even get my mouth around him?

He wrapped my long hair in his big fist. “You like it hard,” he said. It was a statement, not a question. “So you’re going to take it hard.”

I opened my mouth to say something, but the head of his cock was pressed against my lips before I could get any words out. I groaned, and he used that to push me down deeper. I fought to breathe as he shoved me down on his thick cock, the swollen tip pressing my mouth and my throat open. I didn’t get a break or a moment to adjust; he just shoved me down hard, and then started railing into my mouth. I tried to keep up with his pace as he fucked my face, but all I could do was take it. There was no way to swallow, and drool ran down my lips, making a mess of both of us.

He cursed and pulled free of my mouth with a loud pop. “You suck cock like a good slut,” he said. “Now you’re going to take it.”

My body was soaked, but I bit my lip looking at his giant cock. Was I wet enough for that?

He didn’t give me a chance to worry about it. He boosted me back up on the table, pushing at my shoulders until I lay back. He shoved my thighs open with his hips again, and I was spread wide and bare in front of him again. “Pretty slut,” he said, his voice calm and quiet. He ran the head of his cock through the wet juices of my cunt. I cursed, rocking my hips against him. “I don’t think you’re ready yet. I want to fuck you hard, and I can’t do that if you’re all dry and whiny about it.”

The words tore through me, my body arching with need. I’d never been great at dirty talk, but holy shit he was hot to listen to.

He kept his cock there, slotted against the opening to my cunt, and found my clit with his fingers. He pinched at me, making me buck again, and then started teasing and circling my clit. The pressure was incredible, and I wanted him inside me so much it hurt. I kept rocking my hips, desperate to angle my body so that he slid into me, but he didn’t let me. The teasing was going to kill me, and his fingers on my clit were going to make me come, and I wanted that so fucking much, especially if it meant he’d split me on that big fat cock.

The pleasure started to tighten in me when the door opened. I gasped—and not entirely with nerves.

James didn’t stop what he was doing, didn’t even slow down. “Hey, Mike,” he said, completely calm, like he wasn’t standing naked with a woman between his legs.

Around James, I could see another guy, probably not older than James. He was taller, leaner, and just as gorgeous. Mike was watching us, his eyes wide. My body was burning, and that pleasure was tangled up and ready to shatter through me. “Sorry to interrupt,” Mike said, starting to back out of the door.

“No, don’t go,” James said. The head of his cock teased at my opening again. He gave me an inch or so, and it was almost enough to tip me over the edge. “I think she likes an audience. Don’t you, baby?”

His fingers were unrelenting and I was so close to coming. I needed it, needed to scream with pleasure. “Yes,” I gasped out through clenched teeth.

“Good slut,” he said. His fingers moved faster on my clit. “Admitting what you want. Just like you should.” He glanced back again. He rocked his hips, giving me that tiny bit of his cock again. “Stay if you want.”

Mike took us both in, then stepped into the room and shut the door. “I don’t want to deny the lady what she wants,” he said. “Just as long as I get to enjoy myself, too.”

James shrugged. “I’m not sharing her cunt, if that’s what you’re after. But we’ll see what she can do for you.”

They were talking about me like I wasn’t even there, and it was the final thing my body needed. The orgasm rocked through me, shattering me, and I screamed. My back bowed, my hips grinding down.

And James shoved his cock hard into my spasming pussy. The pleasure rocketed through me, soaring up even harder. I was so tight and hard that his massive cock could hardly fit, and it hurt, and I wanted more of it. So much more.

“Good, baby,” he said. “Such a good slut. Take what you deserve.”

He kept shoving his cock into me, bit by bit, and the orgasm extended farther and farther, each harsh stroke sending me up another slamming pulse. I heard Mike curse, and knowing he was watching was the last thing I could stand. I screamed again as the pleasure peaked and broke, roiling through me as I collapsed onto the table.

“Let’s find out if you’re wet enough now,” James said. With one fluid movement, he slammed into me, pushing past any resistance until I was completely split by his thick cock. I wasn’t wet enough, I wasn’t wet enough at all, but when he moved in me, I didn’t care.

“Harder,” I panted. “I want more.”

He laughed a little. “Not just a slut, but a size queen,” he said. “Desperate for a big fucking cock, hm?”

“Yes.” The words tore through me, pulling out pleasure I didn’t know was still there.

“Your husband knows you’re here?”

“Yes.” And he was waiting at home, knowing what I was doing and happy it was happening.

“Where’s your phone?”

I blinked, fighting through the haze. He didn’t slow down, kept fucking my cunt mercilessly. “What?”

“Phone,” he growled. I could hear harsh tension in his voice. Knowing what I was doing to him made my body spark with pleasure again. “Where is it?”

“With my pants,” I said.

“Mike.”

Mike moved to my clothes and pulled my phone out of the pocket of my jeans. He handed it to James, who didn’t miss a stroke. James handed me my phone.

“Call him.”

I could barely think. His thick cock was spreading me so far open it ached, and the waves of pleasure washing through me were overwhelming. It was beyond pleasure, it was the best kind of pain. “What?”

“Your husband. He wants to know what it’s like to have his slutty wife get fucked by a stranger. Let him hear you.”

I hesitated for just a second before I dialed the phone. Eli answered immediately. “Hi, honey,” I said. James twisted my clit hard with his fingers and I screamed.

“Fuck.” Eli’s voice was tight. Had he been stroking himself, thinking of me? Waiting for me to come home and tell him about my night?

“Put him on speaker,” James said.

I was beyond discussion. I tapped the speaker icon, then let the phone fall to the side. James railed me even harder, my cunt making sloppy wet sounds as he filled me over and over.

“Your wife’s a hungry slut,” James said. “She came out to a bar to get fucked by a stranger. You told her to do that?”

“Yes,” Eli said.

“Did you know she wanted to get fucked with an audience?”

My stomach twisted for just a second. Eli and I hadn’t agreed to this. He’d said I could do anything I wanted, but what if this was too far?

“Oh, fuck,” Eli said. His voice got harsher, and I knew he was stroking himself now. I could hear his hand slapping against his hips as he fucked his fist.

“You’re lucky I don’t feel like sharing your wife,” James said. “Or she’d be getting spit roasted right now. You think she’d like that? Taking two men at once?” He twisted my nipple again and I shrieked. “More than one?”

Eli’s breathing was harsh, little sounds ripped from his throat with every stroke of his hand.

“Would you like that, Cait?”

“Yes,” I gasped. “Fuck. Yes.”

James pulled out suddenly, and I cried out at the sudden emptiness. He pulled me toward him, then twisted us so that my feet were on the floor and I was spread out on the table, my tits pressed into the wood. He shoved between my thighs again, his cock slotting back into me again. He was so huge, and at this angle, he was pushing so much deeper, I thought I could feel him in the back of my throat. His hand stroked the curve of my ass, then pressed lightly at my tight opening. I groaned, long and deep.

James laughed. “Your wife like getting fucked in the ass?”

“Yes,” Eli choked out.

“You do that for her?”

Eli was silent. “No,” I said. “No. He doesn’t like it.”

James cursed, and I was so tight around him that I could feel his cock spasm. “If I’d know that, I would have shoved my big cock in your ass.” His thumb circled that tight opening. “I guess you’ll have to settle for this.”

He pushed his thumb into me, spreading my ass open. I was so soaked that there was no resistance. The sensation tore through me. I was somehow even more full, my entire body spread wide open.

James’s voice was tight now, and his hips were slapping against me even harder. I heard Mike groaning, his hand slamming down on his own cock. My body spasmed again, craving more of everything. “My friend here is going to come all over your wife’s face,” he said. “And then I’m going to come in her cunt. And then we’re going to send her home to you all sloppy.”

He didn’t ask if it was okay. I heard Eli bite back another curse. I knew how close he was. I loved that he wasn’t letting go.

And then Mike was in my face. His cock was practically purple, and I barely had a second to close my eyes before he let loose all over my face. Wave after wave of cum splashed onto me, covering my cheeks and filling my mouth.

I screamed at the heat, at the humiliation, at the merciless way that James was using my cunt. It all twisted up into a tight point, and then I was coming, screaming, my body slamming back against James even though it pushed him farther into me. He stroked my ass and my cunt in the same rhythm, and the orgasm that tore through me make me so tight he could barely keep moving. He drove me through spasm after spasm of pleasure, shattering my body again and again. When my body finally sagged and released, he slammed into me, his hand yanking me back onto his cock. I felt the moment his body tightened, then felt the hot gush as he swore and came deep in me. Pulse after pulse of cum coated my insides, painting me white. The heat set me off again, spasming around him as he rocked me through my orgasm and his. His cum ran down my thighs, and Mike’s was covering my face. I was exactly the sloppy hotwife slut I wanted to be. My body was completely boneless, totally collapsed, and so very happy.


4




My legs were still shaky by the time I got back to the hotel room. When I’d decided to take my bike out, I hadn’t planned ahead to how much it would hurt to ride back after the pounding my cunt had taken.

I hadn’t closed the door behind me before Eli was pulling me to him. He was wearing nothing but light jersey pants, and he was tenting them out beautifully. I pulled my shirt over my head and he scooped my breasts out of my bra. He leaned down to kiss my nipples and froze. He ran a thumb over the deep purple mark on my breast. The shape of someone’s mouth.

“What happened here?” His voice was dark, deep, and heat ran through me. I flushed, thinking of what Mike had done to me after James left the room.

“Someone decided to mark me before sending me home to you.”

“Fuck.” Eli pressed his mouth over the mark, sucking the tender flesh into his mouth. I let out a sharp cry at the sensation, but the pain made me wet all over again. “Did you clean up before you left?”

“No.”

“Fuck, Cait.” He went for the button of my jeans. I worked myself out of them, tossing my ruined panties to the side. His fingers dove for my cunt, stroking my folds and finding my clit. I gasped and wrapped my arms around his neck, balancing myself as he worked my body. Sensations swirled through me before he spun me around and pushed me down onto the bed on all fours. The bra was still on, but it was completely askew. I felt Eli line his thick cock up with my cunt, feeling very bit the slut I was. He slammed into me with one short stroke. I whimpered at the pain; I’d been used so much, and I was so sore. And it felt so good to have my husband’s cock buried in me. “Tell me what they did to you.”

I groaned as he started moving in me. I could imagine him pumping into my cunt that was still so full of cum, and I felt pleasure start to swirl through me again. “Took me to a back room in the bar. Put me on a table and fucked me until I was screaming.”

Eli cursed again. His hips picked up speed. “Play with yourself.”

I worked a hand between my folds, circling my swollen clit to match his steady rhythm. “There weren’t supposed to be two of them. Mike walked in.”

“And then?”

“Then James told him to stay.” I took a beat to collect myself. “I wanted him to. I wanted him to watch.”

Eli groaned. I could feel his cock swelling, and I knew he was holding himself back for me. “I heard you on the phone. I heard you screaming. Was that the only time you came?”

My body tensed at the memory of all the pleasure I’d had tonight. I worked myself with my fingers faster, harder. It felt so good, it hurt so much, and I was such a slutty whore. I loved it. It felt so fucking good.

The orgasm tore through me without warning. I screamed Eli’s name as my body spasmed, waves tearing through my cunt and making me pulse around him. He held himself back until my body sagged, and then he loose inside me with a thick, heavy groan. I felt thick ropes of his cum splashing through me, coating me on the inside, squeezing out of me as he fucked his way through his orgasm. When the pleasure released him, he sagged against me. We collapsed down onto the mattress, giggling like kids. He pulled me tight to him and kissed the top of my head. I snuggled in under his chin and wrapped my arms around him.

“I didn’t know it would feel like this,” I said, kissing his chest. He made a soft, rumbling sound.

“Feels good, still?”

“Fuck yes.” I felt his cock twitch against my leg. I was so sore, but there was no cock like his, not for me. I wanted to fuck every gorgeous man on the eastern seaboard, but this man was mine. “And you?”

“I want this every time you want it,” he said. “You’re fucking sexy, and I love you like this.”

I snuggled into him even tighter. I was a mess, and I needed a shower, but right now, I wanted him to hold me more than anything. He held me against him as I drifted off to sleep.


AFTERWORD


Thank you so much for reading! I hope you like these stories as much as I enjoy writing them (which is a lot).

Desperate to find out how Cait got that mark? I wrote you a special story to explain it, but you’ll need to sign up for my newsletter to enjoy it. I promise you that Mike does a lot more than give her a hickey…James teased something, and Mike finishes the job. Cait had one more hole that needed to be used…

Once you’re subscribed to my newsletter, you’ll get to hear all about what I’m writing, stay up to date on any fun and exciting news, and get the occasional freebie. I’ll let you know about other great books that I think will be exciting and crank your motor.

Want to keep up with what I write and get notifications about new books? Follow me on Amazon. Especially as Amazon seems dedicated to cracking down on smut writers, following authors can help make sure you don’t miss a filthy second.
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Thanks for being here, Constant Reader, and I hope to see you again soon!
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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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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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