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FOREWORD


This bundle includes the five stories included in the Ink Stained: The Tattoo Parlor Hotwife series. Will owns a tattoo parlor and has secretly dreamed of sharing his wife, Haley, with men and watching while she is used until she is completely sated. The joy of a tattoo parlor means that once he inks that hotwife anklet on her, it’s never coming off.

Haley gradually works her way through all the men Will wants to share her with, and when she’s proven she can take them all, she is going to have to take them all at once.

The entire Ink Stained series can be found here, along with two bonus stories that are available if you sign up for my newsletter.


FRESHLY INKED HOTWIFE




[image: A woman gazing over her shoulder. Title reads “Freshly Inked Hotwife.”]
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The third time I knock the binder full of flash tattoo images onto the floor, I catch glares from all four men in the parlor. My face goes bright red. I’m 43 years old. You’d think I could dust a counter without knocking over everything on it. But apparently not. Or at least, not today.

I didn’t like being clumsy in general, but in a tattoo and piercing parlor, an unexpected noise could cause disasters. No one wants the piercer to jump while they’re getting an NC-17 ring put in, or have their hot new ink have surprising new lines.

This is happening because all the men my husband hired for his shop are too distracting. The tattoo parlor had been his dream, and he’d managed to hire four men who were incredible at their jobs to bring in business.

And every one of them is fucking gorgeous.

Nathaniel, our older tattoo artist, is a complete silver fox. He’s older than me, and he keeps his salt and pepper hair cropped short. He’s just under six feet tall but built wide. His broad shoulders and barrel chest looked like he could keep up with anyone who tried him. The tattoos winding up from his wrists to his elbows are just a little faded, but I would have paid cash money to trace them with my tongue.

Dylan, our piercer, is taller and lithe. He wears his blond hair long and up in a bun, paired with a close cropped beard that makes my thighs burn with desire. He’s always laughing—even when he’s clearly trying to catch an eyeful down my shirt. His left arm sleeve looks like a O-Chem final exploded on his arm, with molecules and linking chains in crisp white lines trailing down his skin.

Gabe is in his early 30s, and his dark hair is always in his eyes. He has full sleeve tattoos with multicolor geometric patterns. When someone comes in wanting a full scale pattern of butterflies in a meadow, he’s the artist we suggest.

Kevin is barely out of college. He’s still an apprentice, relegated to college kids who came in looking for flash, but he is almost ready to take on his own station. He is so fresh-faced and innocent that I feel like a dirty old woman for thinking about how hot he is.

They are all walking temptation, but I’d never dream of being inappropriate with any of them. I have been faithful to my husband, Will, for our entire marriage. Breaking my vows would break my heart. And his. And I’ll never do that.

My plan had been to mostly steer clear of the parlor and avoid these men who made my body respond so strongly. But then the receptionist had quit without warning, and someone had to fill in. Given that I mostly worked from home, it made sense for me to fill in.

All I have to do was avoid looking. Or thinking. Simple.

I pick up the binder for the third time, setting it carefully back on the counter. When I turn back around, all four of them are so busy looking away that I know they’ve been checking out my ass. I blush again. They all respect Will far too much to make a pass at me. Plus, he’s in the back office, doing the books and handling the orders that need to be dealt with this month. But they might have the same look-but-don’t-touch rule I have.

I take a deep breath and make myself refocus on the work on my laptop.

When the shop closes at 6pm, Will is still in his office. As the men get their things together and leave, I head into the office. I rap softly on the doorframe. Will looks up with a huge smile. My heart melts. I’ve never once doubted how much this man loves me. Whatever small flaws our marriage has, I’ve always felt treasured.

“Hi, Haley,” he says. “Come in.”

“Working late tonight?” I sit down on the edge of his desk. He’s been working a lot of late nights lately. I hate it, but this shop has been his dream since he was a teenager and he got his own first ink, so I’m not going to try and keep him from it. It does mean that our already slow sex life has become almost non-existent. I’m doing my best not to go stir crazy. He’s the love of my life. But at the same time, it’s hard not to put pressure on him with my needs. I’ve taken care of things by myself when necessary, but I miss him.

“Yeah,” he says. “I’m sorry.”

“No big.” I push for a smile. “When do you think you’ll be home?”

Instead of answering, he pats his lap. There was a time that would have been an invitation to ride him until we were both screaming. Now, it’s him pulling me into his lap to cuddle. Still lovely, but it makes me wet with no hope of relief. “I’m honestly not sure,” he says with a sigh. “But there’s something I’ve been wanting to talk to you about.”

I bite my lip, a little nervous. There’s something in his tone I can’t quite identify. “What’s up?”

“I haven’t been there for you lately. No, don’t argue with me.” He puts a finger over my lips before I can even get a word out. “You’ve always been a greedy slut.” He says it like the term of endearment it always has been between us. “And I’ve been leaving you high and dry. I know you’ve been faithful, even when it’s been hard.”

“I don’t know what you’re talking about,” I say. “It hasn’t ever been hard.”

He laughs. His hand presses my knees apart and slides up my thighs to cup my cunt through my leggings. The heat is enough to make me gasp and rock against his hand. “It has,” he says. “And that’s okay. Because honestly…I haven’t been able to keep up with you for a while. Not like you deserve.”

“I love you, Will.”

“I love you, Haley. But that’s not the point right now.” His hand slips under the waistband of my leggings and slides down. I’m bare underneath them, and it’s nothing for him to slide a finger between my pussy lips and make me gasp. “I had a thought this afternoon.”

I’m rocking a little harder now, trying to encourage his finger down where I want it to be. “Oh?” My voice is light, and I have to focus on my words. I can’t remember the last time he touched me like this, and he’s right. I need it so badly.

“Have you ever heard of hotwifing?”

My eyes fly open, but he slips a finger into my hungry cunt before I can say anything. I’m so wet that he can slide another in after just a moment. “I’m…Will…”

“Answer me,” he says, moving his fingers together, twisting them in a way that drives me absolutely wild. My husband is not a dom, and I’ve never needed him to be, not really, but when he tells me what to do, it gets me so hot.

“Where…where a husband lets his wife sleep with other men? Fuck, Will, please don’t stop.”

“I won’t stop, Haley. But I wonder what you’d think of something like that.”

He’s spreading his fingers in me now and grinding them against my clit with each stroke. I’m whimpering and moving with him, hungry for him. Pleasure is running through me like water, and I’m trying to decide how to answer his question. What would I think about it? What would I think about sleeping with another man? “Would you be okay with it?” It’s a lot to say when I’m getting really close to the first orgasm I’ve had with him in more than a week, and when he nips at my shoulder where I’m tucked up against him, it’s hard not to cry out.

“I wouldn’t offer you something I didn’t want.” He’s shoving deeper, harder, faster, and I can’t keep up; I tilt my hips enough to give him a good angle and let him slam his hand into me while I whimper and moan. “But is that what you need to hear, Haley? That I want you to go fuck another man, and then come and tell me about it? Tell me how it feels?”

“Fuck, Will.” I’m so close to coming that I’m seeing stars. I know he’s holding back just a little, keeping me right at the edge. He knows my body inside and out, and I’m so hungry for him.

“Do you want to be my hotwife, Haley?”

He gives me that little extra twist, and it tips me over the edge into searing hot bliss. I bury my face in his neck so that the entire building won’t hear me screaming ‘yes’. The pleasure lasts and lasts, my cunt milking his fingers as I soar and fall with the need and the release.

“Say it again.”

“Yes.” I’m clutching his shirt, shaking from the strength of the orgasm. For the first time since he pulled me into his lap, I can feel his hard cock pressing against my ass. “Yes, Will. I…I want to be your hotwife.”

I’m not sure what I expect, but him pushing me off his lap, standing up, and shoving me down on his desk isn’t it. I hear his zipper work, and then my leggings are around my knees. The head of his cock is pressing at me. I don’t know the last time it was like this, the last time we fucked this hard, this rough. Even when we’ve had sex, it’s been kind, loving, wonderful, caring. Not like this.

Will doesn’t wait for me to be ready for him. He presses my legs wide enough to have good access to my cunt, and then he’s shoving inside me. He’s thick enough that it makes me cry out to take him fast like this. God. God, if just mentioning the possibility of this makes him this much of a beast, what will he be like if we actually do this? If I actually fuck another man and then tell him about it.

My brain starts to spin, trying to think through the logistics. A sharp pinch on my clit brings me back to the present. To my husband splitting me on his cock. To the pleasure that’s burning through me again already.

“Don’t get confused,” Will says, his hips pounding into mine. His voice is tight. He’s stretching me out and it makes me desperate, hungry. I want to come again, and I want to come like this, filthy and dirty, like the greedy slut I am. “You’re mine. You’ll always be mine. You get this because I want to give it to you.”

“Yes, Will. Fuck, yes.”

My clit is electric as he slams into me again and again. He is grunting with need and hunger. “You’ll be mine. My little slut. Forever. So greedy and hungry that she needs more to be satisfied. But you’ll be mine.”

“I promise,” I whimper. I’m clinging to the desk, trying not to get pushed so far forward that he’ll lose this angle. His cock is dragging over the most sensitive parts of my cunt and I’m so close to exploding.

“Play with your clit, Haley. Play with your clit and tell me that you want this.”

I have to wiggle to get there, but the moment my fingers are circling on my clit, I’m soaring. “Fuck, Will. Fuck.” My mind blanks out, and there’s nothing but the orgasm that’s going to shatter me. “I want this. I want this. I fucking want this.”

The pleasure breaks, and there’s nothing but me screaming and pushing back on his cock as my cunt clenches. It takes him over the edge with me, moaning his name as he pumps a thick load of cum deep in my cunt, pulse after pulse of heat. I can feel it running down my leg as he gently rocks into me as both of our orgasms fade.

Holy shit. Apparently, I’m about to be a hotwife.
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Later, Will and I work out some ground rules. He’ll pick the guy. He’ll pick the time. What happens during that time…is all mine. And then I’ll tell Will every single detail.

Once I agree, it’s all I can think about. Not knowing when or where it’ll happen adds a spicy edge of arousal to every moment of my day.

About a week after our conversation in Will’s office, he’s managed to hire a new receptionist at the tattoo parlor, and I’m back to working at home. Just after lunch, I get a text from Will.

Going to be another late night. Gabe will be by to bring you dinner. Enjoy.

I’m soaking wet in a heartbeat. What will he have told Gabe? What’s going to happen?

I don’t get any work done the rest of the afternoon. Instead, I spend time primping. I shower, spend way too long getting my long brown hair to be artfully mussed instead of just regular messy, and try to decide what to wear. Eventually, I settle on lacey lingerie in electric blue, loose pants, and a blouse with a few extra buttons undone. I sit back down at my desk, but I still don’t get any work done.

I consider using my vibrator just to take the edge off the need that has me bouncing off the walls, but I’m too nervous. Too excited.

Just after 6:30, the doorbell rings. I open the door. Gabe is standing there, his hair in his eyes. He’s wearing a sleeveless t-shirt that shows off his multicolor arm sleeve tattoos. I’m suddenly a bundle of nerves. What am I supposed to say? Does he know why he’s here?

He holds up a bag that clearly has some takeout containers in it. “I’m here on a thinly veiled pretense,” he says. “I suggested pizza, but Will told me to have some class when I came here to fuck his wife.”

My body floods with need. He knows exactly why he’s here, and I don’t need to be coy or flirt or be awkward. He’s kissing me as he steps through the door, kicking it shut with the heel of his heavy boots. His mouth is heavy on mine, and he nips at my lower lip so that I gasp.

“Will explained exactly what you need,” he says. “You’re a greedy slut who needs to be taken care of. He told me to do anything I wanted with you, so long as you agreed.”

I whimper a little. “Yes. Yes, that’s exactly what I am.”

Gabe grins. He’s far enough into his twenties that I haven’t felt gross crushing on him, but that grin still leaves him looking boyish. “Good. Let me put this in the kitchen.” He leaves his heavy boots by the door. I trail after him, still a little unsure.

He sets the food on the counter. When he turns back to me, he’s smiling again. That grin makes my knees weak. “Are you nervous, Haley?”

I bite my lower lip. “Yes, a little.”

He nods. “I’m not.” He hooks a finger in the waistband of my pants and tugs me toward him. I fall into his arms, more than willing to let him take the lead. I like it better this way anyway.

He twists his hand in my long brown hair and pulls hard enough to make me whimper. “Anything you want to say no to ahead of time?”

“No.” My cunt is soaked and aching. My hips pulse a little in the air, seeking something to grind against.

Gabe laughs. “You are a greedy little slut.” He kisses the spot right behind my ear. It’s like an electric jolt through my entire body. My nipples tighten to painful points. “Do you like to be treated roughly?”

“Yes.” It’s more gasp than a word, but he doesn’t need more. His hand still in my hair, he leads me back to the living room. My loose pants are on the floor in a single tug. I feel awkward for a moment, in my living room with a guy half my age who I barely knew.

Who my husband sent here to fuck me. Rough and dirty like I deserve.

I have the most amazing husband.

“These are nice,” Gabe says. He hooks his finger in the lace of my bottoms and gives them a tug. “The color looks good on you.”

“You’d know,” I say, running my fingers up the colored patterns on his arms.

“I would.” He considers me for a long moment. He pulls me tight against him, and I can feel how hard he is through his jeans. I whimper and grind against him, so desperate for pressure. So hungry. So needy.

He reaches between my thighs and cups my cunt. “This what you’re looking for?” He presses his fingers up, and if it weren’t for the fabric in the way, he’d be pushing them into me.

“Fuck,” I whimper. I have to balance himself on his shoulders. My knees are weak and want to give way. “More. Please, Gabe. I want more.”

He doesn’t argue with me. He shifts the fabric to the side, and then he’s got two fingers pushed into me. Oh god. His fingers are thicker than Will’s, and the way he moves is different. Rougher. He doesn’t give me a minute to adjust, just shoves in hard. My knees do give out, and he catches me. I hate it, because he has to pull his fingers out to do it, and then I’m empty again. “Fuck, baby,” he murmurs. “You do like it rough.”

I can’t speak. I want his fingers. I want more. I want that gorgeous cock I could feel in his jeans.

“Do you like this shirt?” he asks me.

“What?” I blink. “It’s not my favorite.”

I can balance again, even if I’m empty and aching and craving a cock to fill me up. He lets me go, grabs my shirt on both sides, and yanks. The rough pop of buttons giving way makes my cunt clench. He wraps an arm around my waist and bends over me, mauling my breasts with his mouth.

I shove the shirt off my arms, eager for more contact with him. More skin. He lets go of my breasts long enough to pull his shirt over his head and shuck off his jeans. His erection is jutting out of his boxer briefs, straining the fabric. I can see how thick he is, and I bite my lip.

“Want this?” Gabe asks, running his palm up and down the length of his cock through the fabric. The cloth stretches over the thick head, and I lick my lips. I want to know if he’s leaking yet. I want to taste him.

“Fuck. Yes, Gabe. Give it to me.”

“Gladly, baby.” He studies the room for just a moment. “Which one’s the spare room?”

I lead him there. I hadn’t thought at all about where it would happen, and I’m glad he has a plan. As soon as we’re in the door, he has his hand in my hair again. He pulls me to him for a long, hungry kiss that has me moaning into his mouth. His hands run down my body, then scoop my breast free from my bra. He rolls the nipple between his fingers and heat shoots from there to my cunt. My knees go weak again.

“You love to be touched,” he says, almost to himself. “You’re hungry to come.”

“Yes,” I whimper. I’m clinging to his shoulders, trying desperately to stay upright. His cock is pressing into my stomach, and he’s so hard and solid. I might die if he’s not inside me soon.

“Here,” he says. He turns me around and pushes me to face the full length mirror that hangs on the wall. He puts my hands on either side of the mirror, then wraps an arm around my waist.

“Watch yourself,” he says. And then his fingers are in my panties again. I cry out. My eyes close, and he pinches my clit hard enough to make them fly open again. “Watch,” he says. “Watch, baby, and see how hot you are. Have you ever watched yourself come?”

My cheeks flare red. “No.”

He chuckles. “Neither have I. Let’s see what you look like when you’re undone.”

He doesn’t start slow. His fingers are working me fast, exploring, finding the spots I like and using them roughly. I rock against his hand, trying to push him into me. I want to be filled. He keeps his fingers on my clit, swirling and twisting and teasing. The rhythm is going to drive me insane. And make me scream.

But every time I close my eyes and feel the pressure build, he pinches hard enough to make it hurt, a lot. “Watch yourself,” he says, every time. Then he goes back to that swirling rhythm that is going to make me come so very hard.

It’s hard to keep my eyes open. Hard to watch. His hands in my panties, moving so fast, that’s hot. His hips are rocking against me, grinding his cock into my ass, and that’s gorgeous. My breasts are shaking with our movements, and I can almost see my nipples.

Looking at my face is harder. I am exposed, there’s nowhere to hide. I can see my flushed cheeks. My panting mouth. My mussed hair. My desperate, shining eyes.

Seeing how much I want to come.

In a heartbeat, the building pleasure from his fingers breaks. There’s a brief drop in sensation, and then I’m coming, screaming. My knees go weak, but he catches me, holding me still while his fingers keep swirling. The pleasure extends and extends, my cunt spasming. I run out of air and gasp, whimpering, but it doesn’t end. Every time the burning need starts to ebb, he hits one spot again and I’m soaring. Grinding. Desperate.

And he’s in my ear. “Watch yourself, baby, you’re fucking hot. God. I could almost come watching you, baby, if I had my cock in my hand. You’re fucking gorgeous. You’ll get my cock in a minute, but not until you’re done, not until you’ve had every scrap of this. Keep going baby, as long as you need. You’re so fucking beautiful.”

There’s one final crest, and then I crash down, collapsing into his arms. I’d fall to the ground if he didn’t hold me, stroking me through the aftershocks as my cunt desperately clenches around something that isn’t there.

He isn’t gentle when he tosses me on the bed. While my head is still spinning and I’m trying to catch my breath, he strips off my panties and his boxers. “Look at me, baby,” he says. I blink hard to collect myself, then get up on my elbows. Oh my god. Oh my god, he’s beautiful. He’s thick enough that it takes his entire hand to fist his cock, and the tip is shiny with pre-cum.

“I want your cock,” I tell him. My brain is somewhere else. It’s all I can think of to say.

He grins. He pulls me down to the end of the bed, my knees up in the air, and lines his cock up with my cunt. “You ready for me, baby?”

“Yeah.” I’m still soaked, still pulsing, and I’m still craving. “Give me your cock, Gabe. Please.”

He thrusts into me, and oh god, I am absolutely not ready. He’s thick, more than I expected, and it burns as he pushes into me. I whimper and cry out. He laughs.

“Come on, baby. Shush. You know a greedy little slut like you can take this cock.”

My cunt is still sensitive from the unending orgasm from a few moments ago, and he stretches me so much that I can feel the thick ridge of his cock as he shoves himself into me. I’m screaming, grinding down on him. The burning of the stretch shifts into burning need. I try to hook my knees around his waist to pull him in faster, but he shoves my knees wide.

“You get what I give you, baby. Take what you’re given.”

The words send me into a spiral, and I’m coming around his cock, screaming myself hoarse. He fucks into me as I pulse around him, and just when I think the orgasm has played itself out, I feel him fully seated inside me, and it sends me again. He’s cursing as I clench around him, again and again, and the moment I’m even a little bit relaxed he slams into me in a punishing rhythm. He’s grunting hard and fast as he fucks me, and I know he’s close.

He lets go of one knee and presses his thumb roughly down on my clit. It’s the kind of harsh pressure I need when I’m being fucked like this, and I howl at the sensation. I’m over sensitive, and I’m still hungry for him.

“Come on, baby,” he says. His voice is harsh and strained. I know he’s on the edge. “I know you’ve got one more in you. I can tell. A greedy slut like you isn’t satisfied with just this. Give me one more.”

It’s like my body wants to obey him. I shatter again, and this time it’s as big as in the mirror, the kind of orgasm that comes from my toes and slams through my body. My hips arch up, my ass tight with need, and he swears. “Fuck, baby, yes, just like that, you slut, fuck.”

Then he’s coming, and I feel him inside me, thick ropes of cum filling me pulse after pulse. It makes my orgasm bigger, even more intense, and I scream his name as my cunt milks him for everything I can get.

We collapse together. When he slides out of me, I can feel his cum all over my cunt and leaking down my thighs. I can feel his heat deep in me, and it’s almost enough to send me again.

He leans close, petting my hair gently. “You’re fucking gorgeous, Haley.” Gabe kisses me on the forehead. “Thank you. That was incredible.”

I preen under his gaze. “Thank you,” I said. “I feel amazing.”

“Just like you should feel,” he says.

He kisses me and cleans me up. We go downstairs and eat the food he brought.

This was my husband’s present to me. I’m the luckiest woman in the world, and my husband is the most amazing man I could dream of.
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By the time Will comes home, Gabe is long gone. I’ve showered, put the blue lingerie in the laundry, and changed into his favorite black silk pajama set. His eyes light up when he sees me. “Have a good night?” He’s teasing me a little, I can tell.

I grin. “Fantastic.” I go to him and wrap my arms around his neck. “Thank you, Will.”

He kisses me fiercely, nipping at my lip until I open my mouth, then claiming me with his tongue. “You’re welcome, Haley,” he says. “But remember your part of the deal.”

I bite my lip. “How much do you want to know?”

His eyes are dark with heat, and I can feel him hard against me. “Every detail,” he says.

I grin. I move us to the couch. He sits down, and I kneel between his legs. “He came here,” I say, working his belt and working his zipper. I press a kiss to his cock through his boxers, and he hisses, his hips arching up to meet me. “We kissed in the kitchen and the living room. He fingered me here.” I free his cock from his boxers and kiss the tip. “We went upstairs and he made me cum while I was looking in the mirror.”

His hand is on the back of my head and I lick the tip of his cock. I taste his salty pre-cum before I start to slide down on him.

“Did you like that?” he asked. “Did you get to see how gorgeous you are when you come?”

I manage a ‘yes’ while I’ve got his cock in my mouth. He groans again and thrusts up into my mouth.

“And?”

“Then he fucked me in the bed until I came. Multiple times.”

His hand is in my hair and he pulls me off my cock. Will is never rough in bed, and this catches me off guard. “What bed?”

His voice is dark, but I don’t think he’s angry. “The spare room.”

He smiles. “Good. No one fucks you in our bed but me. Understand?”

“Yes, Will. I promise.”

“Good,” he says. “Now get upstairs so I can make sure you remember what it’s like to be fucked in our bed.”
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The next day, I’m still aching from what Will and I did last night. I can’t remember the last time we fucked that hard, or that he was so possessive. Early, before the other guys come to work, he pulls me up onto one of the tattoo tables. Although Will doesn’t usually do tattoos anymore himself, he spent hundreds of hours with inks before he started this business, and he still works on special clients occasionally.

I try not to whimper as he wields the tattoo iron around my ankle. This isn’t the first time I’ve been inked, but this is a particularly painful spot. It hurts exactly how much as I worried it would, but the pain is making my cunt wet again. Maybe I can get him to fuck me on his office desk again before everyone gets here.

“Hotwives wear anklets,” he explained to me. “So that people know what pretty sluts they are for their men.” He’s already tattooed the chain around my ankle, and he’s working on a little tattoo of a Will. A small space away, he’s going to add a star. One for every man I take.

I watch the ink stain my skin. Its everything I can do not to squirm, and it’s not from pain anymore.

“This is what you are now.” He grins. “My hotwife.”

I have never been so happy in my life.


NOTE


The original ebook of Freshly Inked Hotwife included a link to a bonus story that shares the sexy details of exactly how Will reminds Haley who she belongs to. You can find that story here if you sign up for my newsletter. It’s not required to understand the rest of the series, but it’s hot as hell.


THE HOTWIFE’S SECOND ADVENTURE
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It’s official. I’m too distracted by my pretty new tattoo to get any work done. My husband, Will, did the work himself, giving me a pretty little chain tattoo wrapping around my ankle. One star charm “dangles” off it.

Will gave me the tattoo the night he turned me into a hotwife. The star is for the first man he chose for me. He says every night I spend with someone else, he’ll give me another star to wear.

I hope he lets me fill me entire ankle. I never knew that spending the night with another man could feel so good. Or that it would make my husband so hot. After that first time, Will and I had been up all night. Whenever we started to settle down, he’d ask me for another detail about how I’d been used by another man…and we’d be off again.

It didn’t cure the ultimate problem, of course. My husband was very loving, but very very busy. He was running his new tattoo parlor, and we’re both over 40. While my libido has been climbing sky high, his has been slowing down.

A lesser man would just make me feel bad about it.

Will wants me to be happy.

The first man chose for me was one of the employees from his tattoo parlor. I’ve been filling in as the receptionist since the last one quit. The day after Gabe, one of the tattoo artists, had me in three different rooms of my house, I worried that work would be awkward. Other than a wink and a grin at me, though, he hadn’t said a word.

I’m sitting at the receptionist desk, my ankle bouncing. The tattoo is so distracting. Since he first shared me, Will has gotten possessive in the sexiest ways. Today, he told me what he wanted me to wear to work. I feel underdressed in leggings and a shirt-dress, but I think he wants me to be able to see my ankle. Know what he’s made me.

A happy, slutty hotwife.

Just thinking about it sends a bolt of electric desire through me.

I have no idea when Will is going to share me again. I feel like asking would take some of the thrill out of it, but I’m so eager to do it again. There was something just filthy about being used by someone and knowing that my husband not only wants it, he also arranged it.

I’ve played with myself so many times thinking about it. I’ve come screaming into my pillow while daydreaming about another man’s cock. Knowing how loved I am for getting to have this.

I shake myself. If I keep thinking about this at work, I’m going to embarrass myself.

In the afternoon, as I’m putting away a tray of body jewelry, Dylan wanders over to me. He’s our piercer, and he’s drop dead gorgeous. He has long blonde hair that he wears pulled back in a man bun. He wears a close-cropped beard, and I can’t help but think of how it would feel to have it scratching on my thighs as he buried his face in my pussy.

“How’s it going, Haley?” He leans against the counter, smiling at me.

“Decent, Dylan. You?”

He gives me a long look that traces every curve, from my toes to the ends of my curly brown hair. “Nice tattoo,” he says, nudging my foot gently with his. I look down at my ankle and flush with heat. “Will’s work?”

“Mmhm.” I feel like there’s a question in his voice, but I don’t know what he’s asking.

“I like it,” he says.

“Me too.”

He grins. “You planning on getting another?”

I’m already covered in ink, so his question feels more pointed. “Another what, Dylan?”

“Another star.” He points again. Will told me that he’d give me a new star for every man I fucked. My pussy goes wet, wondering if he’ll choose Dylan for me. What would happen if I asked?

“Maybe,” I say. “I’d have to ask Will about it.”

He grins, and I’m suddenly sure that we’re talking about the same thing. “Don’t worry,” he says. “I have to ask him about something anyway. I’ll bring it up.”

He walks away without saying anything else. He heads into Will’s office and shuts the door.

I sit and try to calm my jangling nerves and aching cunt. I’m so aware of how many days it’s been since I got properly fucked. I want to be used so badly.

Dylan is in Will’s office for about twenty minutes, and he doesn’t say anything to me when he walks out. Will doesn’t come out right away, either. I’m anxious and unsure, but I trust my husband.

It’s almost four o’clock when Will comes out of his office. He nods at Dylan. “You heading out soon?”

Dylan nods. “My last appointment just left.”

“Hang around for a few minutes?”

“Sure, boss.”

Dylan doesn’t look at me, but I feel sure something is happening between them.

“Come with me for a minute, Haley.”

I follow Will into his office. He shuts the door behind me.

He points at his office chair. “Sit down.”

I do. He stands in front of me, leaning on the desk.

“I want to ask you a question, and I want to see you play with yourself while I ask it,” he says.

My heart flutters. I love it when Will gets bossy. He’s not a dom, but he tries hard for my subby heart. I slip my fingers into my leggings and circle my clit lightly with my fingers while I wait for him. The way he’s watching me makes me hot and needy.

“How long has it been since you got spanked?”

I draw in breath hard. My clit tingles with extra excitement. “It’s been a while.”

“We haven’t had time to play like that, have we?”

I shake my head. My fingers are moving a little faster on my clit. I’m thinking of the last time Will held me down and spanked me until my ass was red. It’s been so long.

“I found someone who is going to hold you down and spank you like the slut you are,” he says. “Does that sound fun?”

“Yes. Fuck, Will.” My fingers are swirling faster now. My hips shift against my fingers, craving something to fill my greedy cunt.

“Good,” he says. “He can fuck you after, if you want. But I want to hear you this time.”

“What?” I’m surprised by what he said, but Will’s gaze on me is so hot and hungry that I’m dancing on the edge of an orgasm.

“Call me,” he says. “I want to hear you come screaming someone else’s name.”

The thought of it unwinds me, and an orgasm swamps me before I have time to stuff a fist in my mouth and keep myself quiet. Will covers my mouth with his, and I try to keep quiet.

A little.

Although I’m starting to wonder if Will wants me to be quiet at all.

When the orgasm peaks and passes, I sag in the chair, gasping.

“Head home,” he says. “Someone will be by in a few hours. He just needs to stop at home and get some things.”

My clit is bright and oversensitive, but that still gives me a little flash of hunger. “Do I get to know who it is?”

He laughs and doesn’t bother answering me.
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Ihead home. I’m glad I got off in the office, because I still feel hungry and craving more. If I hadn’t had that bit of release, I don’t know what I would have done.

Will tells me not to bother answering the door. The man that he’s sending has been given a key, and he’ll look for me in the spare room when he comes to the house.

Everything about this feels different. The first time, I was nervous. I didn’t know how to dress or what to do. I was eager, but worried that this would hurt Will’s and my relationship somehow.

This time, I don’t have to worry. I’m planning out my outfit before I’m even in the door.

I have a black silk teddy that just barely skims to the top of my thighs and a pretty black thong that matches. They’re both edged in pink lace. I debate adding a garter belt and stockings, but decide against it. Not this time.

I relax on the bed in the spare room, playing a silly game on my phone and trying not to get too hot and bothered about what’s about to happen. While Will isn’t a dom, we’ve both enjoyed a little bit of impact play now and then. There’s something about being spanked until your bottom is red and then fucked so that it stings. I’m soaked and hungry just thinking about it.

Because the truth is that I can take so much more. I want it.

When I hear the front door open, my heart starts to hammer in my chest. As I hear footsteps on the stairs, I try to decide how I want to pose. Just before the spare bedroom door opens, I roll over onto my stomach. My ass is positioned towards the door and I kick up my heels. I glance over my shoulder with a big grin.

I’m almost surprised to see Dylan standing there. He’s taller and thinner than the other men in the tattoo parlor. I wouldn’t have assumed that he’d be the one who would deliver a spanking.

He lets out a low whistle as he takes in the curves of my body. “I see you knew I was coming.”

“Mmhm.” I shake my ass back and forth just a little. “And why you’re here.”

He laughs, and there’s a little bit of an edge to it I didn’t expect. “You know, I almost didn’t believe Will when he told me what an eager slut you are.” I move to sit up, but he’s by the side of my bed. A hand on the small of my back holds me still. “I saw the tattoo, and I wondered. But I thought, what man would want to share a woman like you?”

Dylan leans over, pushing my hair out of the way and planting a soft kiss on the back of my neck. I make a happy sound and press up into the sensation of his lips.

“You need this, don’t you? A man to worship you? Show you what a goddess you are?”

His words are lighting me on fire and I whimper. His hand trails down the small of my back to my bare ass. He grips one side tightly, digging his fingers in until I let out a sharp cry.

“Will told me you like to be spanked,” Dylan says. “But I think there might be more.”

“Oh?”

He grins. “I think you might need it.”

I whimper. He’s right. I do. There’s something about it. The humiliation of it, the pain of it, something—that twists my head around just right. I feel more relaxed. Calmer. Safer.

Better.

“Do you want this, Haley?”

I roll onto my back, and this time, Dylan lets me. I take him in for a long moment, his blond hair, his long and lean frame, the tattoo on the inside of his arm that looks like a cheat sheet for a chemistry class. “Yes, Dylan,” I say.

Dylan has to be fifteen years younger than me, but all he has to do is arch an eyebrow, and something in my stomach goes utterly soft.

“Yes, Sir.” The words are like honey and they make me so wet.

“That’s who I am for you tonight, Haley,” he says. His voice is dark and low. Gabe was glorious, huge and hung. He fucked me until I was sore and screaming. This is going to be something entirely different. “Your husband told me to use you every way I wanted to, as long as you got your spanking. Understand? Every way I want.”

“Yes,” I whimper. “Fuck, yes. Please.”

He laughs just a little. “Hands and knees.”

I move without hesitating. I present my ass, completely bare except for a thong, like the thing of beauty it is. I am over 40, but I have worked hard to keep my ass looking great. Dylan seems to appreciate what he sees. He runs his hands over my curves, my hips. He spreads my thighs and traces this thumbs along the outside of my pussy. I think of his beard scraping on that delicate skin. It’s like a bolt of electricity directly to my clit. My nipples are so sharp I think they could cut glass.

I’m humming with anticipation, so busy riding the high of his caresses that the first slap to my ass catches me completely off guard. I shriek a little. Dylan rests his hand on my ass, massaging the sting away. “Tell me how that felt,” he commands.

“Good,” I say. My voice is a little breathy. “You just caught me off guard.”

“I meant to,” he says. “Are you ready now?”

“Yes, Sir.”

Two slaps, one on each side. I groan. They’re both harder than the first, and I’m so wet that I’m making my own thighs slick.

Dylan chuckles. “You really do need this,” he says. “And this isn’t even your spanking, Haley. Did you know that?”

I look back at him. I’m a little dazed, but not so much that I can’t speak. “What do you mean?”

“I’m just trying you out,” he says. “Seeing how it feels. How much you can take.”

“More than that,” I say. The bravado might get me in trouble, but I don’t care. I want to see how hard Dylan can go. How much I can take.

He doesn’t warn me. Four slaps, two to each side, hardly any time between them. I cry out, struggling with the sensation. It feels so good, it turns my head inside out just right, and I’m stinging everywhere. I pant with it, hungry for more.

“Slut,” he says, running his hand over my ass, which must be bright red already. There’s no sting to the word. “Spanked slut.”

I swallow hard. “I thought that wasn’t my spanking.”

Dylan’s eyes go hard, and I realize I’ve made a mistake. “A bratty slut,” he says. “I see. Well, there’s nothing like a brat who needs to learn how to behave.” He reaches over and tosses me my phone. “Call your husband,” he says. “He wants to hear you getting spanked.”
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Will is clearly by the phone because he picks up immediately. “Hi, Haley. How’s your evening going?”

“Put him on speaker,” Dylan says. I do. I start to say something else, but Dylan swats my ass hard enough to make me shout. “Tell him what you want.”

“I want to be spanked.” It’s more than that, though. Dylan knows it.

Another heavy swat on my ass. “Is that all?”

The slaps are just enough. Not hard enough to bruise, not even hard enough to make it hurt to sit in a few hours, but right now, they make everything sparkling and bright. My head slips into a softer space where I can just be. I don’t have to worry or think. I just get to feel. “I need to be spanked,” I say, hearing the dreamy quality of my own voice. “I need it so much.”

I hear Will let out a heavy sigh, and I know he’s got his cock in his hand.

“Now it’s time for your spanking, Haley. Ready?”

“Yes.”

His hand falls on my ass like rain. I moan and move, taking it harsh and hard and wonderful. Distantly, I hear Will’s soft moans. I know he’s stroking his cock, hearing me cry out. I love that it’s like this. It feels so good to know he’s listening, know that he’s loving this as much as I am.

Dylan’s hand on my ass slows. “Will. Does your wife like ass play?”

I love that he’s not asking me. I love that I get to float and drift, my stinging flesh red and sensitive.

“Yes,” Will says. He’s a little breathless. He’s stroking harder now. I can hear it.

“I’m going to fill her ass. Problem with that?”

There’s a moment’s hesitation. “Toys only,” Will says. “There’s a plug in the drawer in the bathroom. But don’t stick your cock in her ass.”

Dylan laughs. “Understood.”

His hand is soft on my back for a moment. “You okay for a minute here?”

I nod, dreamy.

“Lay down on your side and wait for me to get back.”

I nod again and flop down, breathing deeply. I’m so soaked that my thong is uncomfortable. It’s digging into my clit, and I’m so wired right now that I think I could squeeze my thighs together and come.

“How’re you doing, baby?”

It takes me a moment to realize that Will’s talking to me. “Glorious,” I say. It’s the only word I can think of.

“You like that another man is spanking you red?”

I laugh just a little. “Do you?”

“Yes.” Will’s word is almost a hiss, and I hear his hand speed up for just a moment, the slap of skin against skin harsher.

“Good,” I say. I bite my lip. “Because I don’t think I ever want to stop being your hotwife, Will. I love this.”

Will lets out a choked curse, and I know he almost came. I laugh at him, just a little. And I love him for giving me this.

Dylan’s back, the big butt plut that Will and I use sometimes—less often than I’d prefer—in his hand along with a packet of lube. His eyes are dark again. “Ass up,” he says. “Can you take this, greedy slut?”

I shift onto my knees and forearms so that my ass is presented to him nicely. “Yes. Please, Dylan.”

He pulls my thong down to my knees, but he doesn’t try to take it off. It feels so filthy, having it there. My clit aches with need.

He works the lube into my ass, and the feeling of that alone makes me gasp and pant. When he presses the tip of the toy against the opening of my ass, I groan. I can’t help but push back for it.

Dylan slaps my ass, but lighter this time. “Patience,” he says. “Enjoy what you’re given.”

My head swims and I relax. He presses the toy slowly, teasingly, into my ass. There’s the glorious stretch that comes as it presses my hole wide, almost painfully so, and then the beautiful moment when it’s fully seated in place. I cry and ache with how good it feels. My ass is so tight around it, and it leaves me so close to coming.

“Breathe,” Dylan says, and then there’s a slap on my ass. It’s not as hard as before, but it makes me jerk and tighten—which makes me tighten around the toy and—oh god. Oh god, nothing has ever felt this good.

“More,” I gasp out. “Fuck. More. Please.”

He gives me another swat, and I groan. My clit is burning with need, but all I can think is how gorgeous this feels. My toes are curling and I’m aching for every swat, and an orgasm barrels out of nowhere, swamping me. I scream as it overtakes me, and I feel Dylan’s hand on the toy, thrusting it into my ass a little as I come. The pleasure swells and swells before it crests and breaks. Every wave of pleasure makes me bear down on the toy again, and I’m sobbing at the pleasure.

“That’s the most beautiful thing I’ve ever fucking seen,” Dylan says. And then I feel his cock head lining up with my cunt. I don’t know when he got undressed. I don’t care. All I care about is that he’s sliding into me. He’s big, especially with my ass stretched so tight, but I’m so wet that it doesn’t hurt to take him.

I’m so full, I’m so incredibly full. He moves faster in me, holding the plug in place with one hand so I can slam back against him. He grinds into me, angling his cock so that he’s driving into that sweet spot deep in my body and I scream as the pleasure washes over me again. I’m squeezing around his cock, around the toy, and he keeps working himself into me, stretching out the orgasm until I think I’ll never stop. I can hear Dylan cursing, I can hear Will’s hand flying over his cock, and when the pleasure finally crashes and breaks, my body completely collapses. Dylan catches my waist before I fall entirely into the bed, and he doesn’t stop fucking me, even as my body quivers and quakes around him.

“I’m not done with her,” I hear him say. It takes me a moment realize he’s talking to Will. “When I’m done with her, she’s going to scream my name.”

Will groans heavily. Distantly, I wonder how I’m not done. How there can be more? I’m utterly boneless.

Dylan pulls out of me and shifts so that he’s sitting on the best, his shoulders propped against the headboard. “Ride me,” he tells me, “while I show you what your tits are for.”

I flush for a moment. My breasts are heavy, and they haven’t been perky for years. But everything he’s done to me has felt amazing. I can hear how turned on Will is. And, honestly, I don’t feel sated. Just a moment without Dylan’s cock in me and I’m craving him again.

I position myself over him, the plug still in place, and lower myself down on his cock. I’m even tighter this way, and taking him burns in a way I didn’t expect. I whimper, trying to take him slowly. He raises an eyebrow, grabs my hips, and forces me down on his cock. The burn in my cunt wakes up the burn in my ass, and my clit is singing.

His fingers dig into my sore, red flesh, and I whimper, grinding my clit into him as I move on his shaft.

“Faster,” he says. For the first time, I hear a tiny bit of strain in his voice. “I want to see your tits bounce.”

My cheeks flare bright red, but it feels so goddamn good to be full, to be so full, that I do what he says.

The first slap to my tits is a complete surprise. It’s a thick, heavy sound that feels completely unlike having my ass spanked. But the feeling is solid, rattling me down to my bones. It feels incredible. It feels like having my ass full. Like being so completely full that I’m groaning.

“I don’t have to fuck your ass to make you feel like this,” Dylan says. “And the only reason your ass isn’t split on my cock is because he decided you had to wait for it.” The slaps fall heavy on my tits, one side, then the other, and I groan and swear and beg as I ride him. He’s so thick, and while it was easy to take him at first, my entire body is tightening with each fall of his hand on my breasts.

“This wouldn’t feel as good if they were still all cute and perky,” he says. His fingers twist on one of my nipples and I swear. For a second, I think it might send me over the edge again. “This feels good because of who you are. Because of how your body is. Because you’re this fucking gorgeous.”

I can feel another orgasm swirling around me, and I chase it, moving faster on his cock, even though it hurts, even though I’m full to bursting. “Dylan, fuck. Fuck, please.”

He knows what I need. He slips his hand between us so that each grind of my cunt on him slams my clit into his fingers. He fucks up into me, driving his cock up harder, deeper. “Say my name,” he growls. “Scream my fucking name when you come. Scream it so loud the neighbors tell stories.”

For a moment, there’s a thread of worry. About stories. And then I can hear Will groaning and cursing, on the edge himself. Any doubts I have disappear and I’m fucking Dylan as hard as I can, grinding myself into him and being split on him with every stroke, every stroke tightening around the toy in my ass until the pleasure spirals up and shatters me. I scream. I scream Dylan’s name as I come, and I feel him let go. I feel his hot jets of cum shooting inside me over and over, and the heat keeps me going, keeps the pleasure surging. His fingers grind into my clit, keeping me on soaring.

I fall apart into his arms. My body is wrecked, I’m sore and aching everywhere, and I’m so goddamn happy. I can hear Will panting on the phone, and I can’t help but think of what it’s going to be like when he finally comes home.
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Dylan helps me clean up a little. He gives me a long, luxurious kiss that warms he down to my toes. He thanks me for being gorgeous and amazing, and he locks the front door behind him when he goes. I curl up in Will’s and my bed and drift off to sleep in the same teddy I was wearing, minus the uncomfortably wet thong.

Will is quiet when he comes home, but the bed shifts as he lays down, which wakes me up. “Hey, love,” I say, reaching out to him.

He crashes into my arms, pulling me to him harsh and hard. He’s rock hard against my thighs, and I’m so glad I didn’t bother to underwear. His cock brushes against my bare pussy, and he swears.

“Fucking hell, Haley,” he says. If there are more words, he doesn’t need them. He pulls my breasts free from the teddy, nipping at my nipples and digging his fingers into the red marks that Dylan left behind.

“Did you like listening to me, Will?” I’m wet and hungry. No matter what happens, I’m always ready for him.

He doesn’t need to answer. He groans into my mouth. He moves me to my back, and I go with him, spreading my thighs. He lines up his cock and pushes into me heavily. “You’re gorgeous, Haley. You’re fucking gorgeous.”

He pumps into me, hard and fast. I meet him, thrust for thrust, and when he grinds his thumb into my clit, my body sings.

“Does your ass hurt, you beautiful slut?”

“So much.” It’s not even just dirty talk. Every slap of him into me smacks into sore, reddened flesh. It makes me wetter, makes Will slide into me harder and faster. “But it wasn’t just my ass, Will. He didn’t just spank me.”

He groans, and his thrusts move faster. His thumb is circling hard on my clit, and electric pleasure is building in my belly. He pulls out, urges me onto my hands and knees, and slams back into my cunt. He’s vicious and hard and fast, and the slap of his hips on my ass is bigger. More intense. Every thrust makes me cry out.

“Tell me,” he growls. “Tell me what he did.”

“He fucked my cunt while my ass was plugged,” I say.

“Your clit, Haley.” Will’s voice is tight. “Play with your clit and keep talking.”

I do. He’s ferocious in his thrusts, and it drives me on. I love my husband like this. He’s achingly hard because of what I did with another man. It’s the best sex we’ve had in years. “He fucked me just like this,” I say, and Will groans harder. “And then, after I came, he made me ride him.”

Will swears, and I can feel him holding back by a thread.

“He slapped my tits while I rode him, and then he fucked me raw.”

Will is beyond cursing. He just needs that little bit to toss him over the edge. I’m so close. The orgasm is so big and huge and I’m so close to the edge.

There’s one more thing I can tell him.

“I didn’t worry about getting clean before you came home.”

Will shouts as his orgasm rushes through him. I feel him spurting into me, heavy and hot, and pleasure kicks my feet out from under me. I’m full of two men, and there’s no way to know whose cum it is that’s going to be all over my thighs. Will fucks me through his orgasm, then uses his fingers to bring me off again before the first orgasm has really subsided. I’m screaming his name and sobbing from how incredibly good I feel. How loved. How safe.

Afterwards, we go into the shower. This time, I clean up correctly. Will plays with me again, his cock pressed between my ass cheeks while he fingers me. “You liked that,” he says as I’m groaning and riding his fingers. “Did you want him in your ass?”

I whimper. “Yes. Fuck, yes. So much.”

“Mmm.” Will’s fingers dip into my cunt and my knees go weak. “Maybe next time, then. As long as I’m watching.” The orgasm swells so hard and fast that I’d fall if he wasn’t holding me up. “I want to see what my pretty slut looks like when another man is fucking her ass.”

I’ve lost track of how many times I’ve screamed with pleasure tonight. My voice is sore, and I don’t care. What’s one more?

He towels us both off, then leads me to bed. He pulls me into his arms to hold, and I sag against him, happy and content. I’ve never felt so lucky.

I’m entirely his, and I want this to be how we live forever.


THE INSATIABLE HOTWIFE
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When my husband, Will, opened his tattoo parlor, I was happy for him. Between us, we had enough money for it to work, and we both loved seeing the amazing designs people created with ink and tattoo pens, so it made sense. Besides, as midlife crises go, having your husband decide to open a tattoo business is pretty decent.

What I’d never accounted for was how busy he’d be. My sex drive had always been higher than his, but it wasn’t really a problem until we hit our 40s. His kept slowing down while mine kept speeding up. I’d never have left him over it, but it had started to affect my mood.

A lousy husband would have ignored it.

A good husband would have bought me toys and enjoyed me using them.

My husband, who is amazing, had decided that his wife should has as many men as it took to keep her utterly sated and satisfied. And I’d learned that my husband absolutely loved knowing that it was happening. The first time I’d slept with another man, he’d wanted to know all the details. The second time, he wanted to hear me come, screaming the other man’s name.

This time, he wanted to watch. Specifically, he wanted to watch while someone fucked my ass.

For the last several weeks, I’d been filling in as the receptionist at Will’s tattoo parlor. The men who worked here were pure eye candy, and staying on task was hard enough before I’d fucked two of the men here. Gabe was the first man who’d come to my house and used me until I was screaming; every so often he gives me a little wink and a “hey, Haley,” that absolutely melts my panties. When I look at Dylan, it’s impossible not to remember the way it felt for him to plug my ass while he spanked me.

After Gabe, Will tattooed a hotwife anklet on my left ankle. Gabe had earned me a star. He’d given me a second one after Dylan.

I am so excited to earn my third.

There are two more men who worked here, and both of them are gorgeous. Kevin is just out of college, and so fresh faced that I feel like a dirty old woman admiring his broad shoulders and tight ass. Nathaniel’s salt-and-pepper hair had tricked me into thinking he was older than me, but he’s still in his early 30s. He has a commanding air that makes me shiver in the most glorious way.

I have no idea when Will is going to decide that I should have another man, but I am so eager for it that I ache.

One evening, the shop is empty and I’m closing out the cash register when Will comes up behind me. He brushes my hair back from my neck and plants a kiss right on the nape. It makes me shiver and lean back against him. I can feel him hard in his jeans. I press my ass back against him a little, but he shifts away.

“Tonight,” he says. “In about an hour. I’m going to text you an address. You’ll head there.”

I moan softly. “What’s going to be there?”

He plants another kiss on my neck, and this time, my moan isn’t as soft. “Something I’m going to watch.” He steps back from me. I’m breathing hard and my skin is flaming hot. “Go home. Change into something sexy. And then come to the address.”

“Any requests?”

He grins. “Something you like. Something that you feel comfortable in.” He reaches down and gives my ass a nice squeeze. “And something that shows off this pretty ass.” He kisses me and then heads back into his office.

I grin. I’m vain as hell about my ass. I’m over 40, and there’s plenty of my body that’s a little softer than it was when I was 20, but I’ve never skipped leg day, and I am the queen of squats. My butt has never stopped looking fantastic.

I head home and rifle through my lingerie drawer, debating my options. What Will said last time, that he wanted to watch while someone fucked my ass, is echoing in my mind. I’ve always loved everything anal, but it’s never been Will’s thing. The idea of having my ass fucked makes my entire body tingle.

I find just the right set. A sheer, dove gray bra with blue piping and matching panties. The bra is showy, lifting up my breasts and creating cleavage I don’t normally have, but other than that, the set looks almost polite. Except in the back, there’s a heart shaped cut out over the ass, with a cute little tassel hanging down. I can feel it brushing against my body and the tickling sensation is almost overwhelming.

I glance at my phone. It’s been a little more than half an hour since I left Will at the tattoo parlor, and he said it’d be about an hour before he texts me. I’m sore with need, and I don’t think I can wait that long.

I lay back on our bed and slip my fingers into the pretty panties. My fingers press my folds open to circle my clit. The sensation makes me gasp, my hips arching up. I think of plunging my fingers into my cunt, but no. I need to come so much, but that feels like too far. If I’m getting fucked tonight, I want it to be with a thick cock, not my fingers.

That thought makes my body clench with hunger. I move my fingers fast and hard, chasing the flurry of feeling until I’m groaning. I could slow down, I could stop, but I don’t want to. I come hard, the sensation slamming into me in a big, groaning wave.

The only thing that would be better would be knowing whose name to scream.

I rest on the mattress, panting. My head slowly comes back together. Next to me, my phone buzzes. I grin. The night’s about to get really fun.
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The address Will texts me is in a clean, well-lit neighborhood. He sent me a picture of the door so I know where to go. My heart is racing and I can’t stop smiling. This whole thing has a hint of naughtiness that’s got me extra heated. I put on plain jeans and a loose shirt over my sheer lingerie, which means I can feel that tassel digging into my skin.

I want to know who’s going to be looking at it.

I knock at the door, but before my knuckles fall a second time, it opens. My heart squeezes at Kevin’s face. He’s wearing a goofy grin and doesn’t bother to hide it as he takes me in. I preen just a little at the attention. He may be young enough to make me feel dirty, but there’s nothing inexperienced about the way he takes my hand and draws me into the house.

“Hi,” he says. “I’m glad you came.”

He’s so much taller than me that I have to wrap my arms around his neck and go up on my tiptoes, I wrap my arms around his neck and pull myself up to his mouth. He growls into my mouth, knotting one hand in my hair and putting the other in the small of my back to pull me closer to him. He pulls my head back, exposing my neck, and kissing his way down the soft skin. He’s delicate, almost tender with his kisses, and they inflame something in me. I whimper and pull at him, trying to urge him to go faster.

“Hush,” he murmurs against my skin. “I have hours with you. There’s no need to rush. Besides, don’t you want to put on a good show?”

I pull back just enough to get a good look at him. Kevin takes my hand and leads me into the house. We walk through a neat living room and into a small but tidy bedroom. There’s a desk in the corner with a large monitor on the desk.

And my husband’s face. Watching.

Everything in me tightens with want. Oh, this is going to be such a good night.

Kevin turns me so that I’m facing the screen—and, I presume, the camera. He stands behind me, sweeping my hair to the side. “Your husband,” he says, “told me tonight that he wants to watch you get fucked in the ass.”

“Yes,” I whisper.

“He’s muted,” Kevin says. “He’s going to watch, but he’s not going to disturb us. You’re mine, understand? I get to use you the way I want to.”

I whimper and arch my back to expose more of my neck to him.

“Now,” he says. “I want you focused on what I’m doing to you. You know he’s there, that he can see you.” He steps around me and taps a button to turn off the monitor. “I don’t want you to see him. I want you focused on me. Understand?”

There’s a moment of concern, but I remember that Will has orchestrated all of this. Kevin won’t take something Will hasn’t offered him.

Like my ass.

Oh god.

“Strip,” Kevin says.

I’m long past hesitating. I pull my shirt off over my head and drop my jeans to the floor, kicking them away. Kevin’s eyes light up at my lingerie. “Nice,” he murmurs. “Spin.” He twirls a finger in a circle. I start a little spin, making sure to move my ass nicely as I do, but he stops me when he sees the little cutout over my ass. His hand curves over the skin there and I whimper a little. He flicks the tassel, tickling my ass, and I squirm. I didn’t realize how exposed I would feel with that little cutout, no matter how full the coverage is in front.

I’m so wet, so eager. So very turned on.

“On your knees,” Kevin says. It takes me just a moment to understand, and then I’m on my knees. He pulls his t-shirt over his head, drops his jeans, and frees his cock from his boxer briefs. He’s only semi-hard, but he’s big enough to make my eyes pop. If he’s a grower…this could be a lot to take.

My entire body thrills with anticipation. I fucking love it when it’s rough.

He doesn’t need to tell me to pull his cock into my mouth. He lets out a rough moan as my mouth circles him. He hardens rapidly, and he does indeed grow, thick and heavy, until I’m struggling to take him. Spit runs down my chin as I work to take him, bobbing up and down and pushing past the urge to gag over and over. He works his hand into my hair and stills my head, fucking my face. He’s so big that all I can do is keep my mouth open and soft and work to take it. I taste his salty pre-cum on my tongue and groan; the vibration makes him swear. He pumps hard into my mouth twice, then pulls free, his breathing strained.

“Pretty whore,” he says. “I’m going to use you so much more than that.” One hand stays fisted in my hair; the other grips the base of his cock and strokes it slowly. He puts it right in front of my mouth, but doesn’t let me lean forward to take it again. “See this, Haley?”

“How could I miss it?”

He gives my hair a little yank and I wince. “No need to be bratty, Haley. You’ll get what you deserve.”

The words make something in my stomach uncurl. The edges of the world go a little soft. There’s a command in his voice that everything in me responds to. “Please, Kevin,” I say. “Please. I want you to fuck my ass.”

“Do you?” He chuckles. “You think you can take this in your pretty ass?”

I giggle a little. “I think I’ll try very hard.”

“Mmm.” He pulls on my hair just a little, guiding me to my feet, then pushes me down onto the bed. I rest on my knees and my forearms, my ass up in the air. He pulls my panties down around my knees, then nudges my legs wide with his knee. I shiver. My cunt is soaked, and my ass is so exposed.

I feel the hard head of his cock line up, not with my ass, but with my cunt. “You’re going to need to be wide open for me, Haley,” he says. “I’m big. I think a slut like you can be made to take it, but I want you to enjoy yourself. So you get it here, first.” He teases my cunt with the head of his cock and I moan. I try and push back, eager to spear myself on his cock, but he evades me easily. “Patience, Haley. I told you that you’ll get what you deserve.”

I groan into the mattress. My breasts are spilling out of the bra and the rough lace is scraping at my nipples.

“You know he can see you?”

It takes me a moment to catch up. “What?”

“You know your husband can see you. Eager and desperate for another man’s cock?”

A thrill runs through me. I can imagine Will on the other side of the screen, watching this unfold. Based on how he’s reacted to every step of this, I’m sure he’s loving it. God knows I am. “I know.”

He laughs. “That makes you hot, doesn’t it?”

“Yes.”

His fingers trail down my leg and wrap around that new tattoo around my ankle. “Two stars so far, hm?”

There’s something about his hand there that’s so agonizingly erotic. “Yes.”

“Will you get a third star for me?”

His head is teasing just inside my opening, and I think it might kill me. Every few moments he slips down a little and presses the head of his cock directly onto my clit and lets me grind on it. If he will just fill me, I’m going to come so goddamn hard for him. If I hadn’t taken the edge off at home, I probably would at just this little bit of pressure. “You have to earn it,” I say. My voice is completely breathless, and he dips his cock into me just a little. I moan. I can’t help but push back and try to take him. He pulls back from me.

“Eager slut,” he says. “And how do I earn it, hm?”

“Wreck me,” I answer. “Fucking wreck me and use me until I can’t take anymore.”

Will hasn’t ever said those exact words, but I know that’s the answer he’d give. He wants me completely sated, utterly satisfied. My mind gone and my body fulfilled.

“Happily,” Kevin says.

He’s too big to slam into me in one stroke. He pushes in hard, and I cry out as my walls stretch to take him. “Oh, that’s good,” he says. “You’re so fucking tight.” He pulls back a little, giving me a moment’s reprieve, then fucking me harder. He pushes deep enough that it hurts this time, and the pain just makes the pleasure sharper. The next time he pulls back and drives forward, I can’t stop myself. I slam my hips back to take him, even though it hurts, even though it’s fast and hard, and the stretch is almost unbearable. I’m gasping and panting, my body completely electrified.

“Think this is a lot?” His voice is thick. “Wait until I’m in your ass, Haley. Wait until your ass is stretched around my cock like this.”

“Oh, please,” I whimper, shifting around his cock, relaxing so that my body can make space for him. He starts to move within me, and I’m groaning, already on the edge. “Please. I want you to fuck my ass.”

His hips move faster, absolutely splitting me on his cock. “I’m not going to fuck you ass,” he says, his voice tight and controlled. “I’m going to wreck it.”

His cock slams hard and deep into just the right spot and I’m screaming, squeezing his cock as I come. Pleasure runs through me, wave after wave. He doesn’t stop moving, and every stroke of his cock slaps into that deep, sweet place. The orgasm just extends and extends, my toes curling and my body quaking.

“Take it, slut,” he says, and his voice whip taut. “Take every ounce of it.”

The pleasure finally crests and shatters and I’m gasping. He’s gripping my hips, which is the only thing keeping me from fully collapsing. His hips slow, but he keeps fucking me just as dirty and deep. I feel him shift, hear the clip of a bottle, and then there’s cold lube at the opening of my ass. “This is for you, Haley,” he says. “This is what you deserve.”

His fingers work into my ass, spreading me open there as his cock keeps working my cunt. It’s incredible, painful, and I want more of it. I’m agonizingly full with both, but it feels so good that pleasure is sparkling in front of my eyes.

He pulls free from my cunt and teases his cock at the opening of my ass. He’s slick with my juices and the lube has spread my ass open. Still, the spread of my ass around him is incredible. I want to go still and tense, and I force myself to breathe and relax. I want this. I want this stretch and this burn. My cunt is singing and my nipples are taught.

“Yes, baby,” he murmurs. “Just like that. Don’t fuss. You know you can take it.”

I groan and my whole body goes loose. He pushes in, my body soaring and screaming as his head presses me wide open. And then he slips inside the rim of me and there’s nothing but his massive, hard shaft buried in me. He starts to move in me, and an orgasm catches me off guard, I scream into the mattress, my body arching and driving him into me harder and faster than I think I can take him. I don’t care. I don’t care, it’s so shockingly, agonizingly good.

“Just like that, baby, just like that. Fuck, Haley. Yes.”

The pleasure releases and I sag again. He works into me, spreading me wider and wider. Everything feels amazing, wonderful, sparkling. I can barely hold myself up.

“Oh now,” he murmurs. “You’re not done yet.”

He pulls from me and eases me over on my back, studying me carefully. Then he grins. “I know you’ve had a toy in your ass and a cock in your cunt,” he says. “Let’s try something else.”

He reaches behind him and pulls something out of a bedside table, setting it just out of my line of sight. He presses into my ass again. I can take him more easily this time, but he’s still massive, and I still cry out at the sensation of being so shockingly, agonizingly full. It hurts, and it hurts in all the best ways.

“Have you ever had two men at once, Haley?”

My head clears just enough to stare at him. I’ve never talked about it. Never even admitted it.

He laughs. “I thought so. A slut like you who loves to be stretched this much? Of course you’ve thought about being that full. So full you can’t even think anymore. Is that right?”

Pleasure is soaring through my limbs again. “Fuck. Fuck, Kevin. Oh, god.”

He reaches to the side, then presses a small vibrator into my hand. “Try it.”

A single thought of Will seeing me being such a wanton slut—and how hard he may be stroking his cock for me—and then I’m pressing the button to turn the vibrator on. Kevin pulls back just enough to let me slip it between us and into my sopping wet cunt. When he leans forward again, his body holds it in place.

The pleasure hits before I understand what’s happening. I scream, my back bowing. He’s moving in me slowly, but every thrust of his body drives the vibrator into me, the tip of it buried deep in my cunt while another bit taunts my clit. I’m so full, so full, and I crash around him again and again and again. The orgasms run together into an endless string and I don’t know if they’ll ever stop.

My heavy breasts have fallen almost completely free of the bra. He balances himself on one hand and twists a nipple hard enough to make me cry. The pleasure keeps building and shattering, over and over. I could die like this and ever care.

“Take it all, Haley,” he says, his voice tight enough to crackle. “I’m not done until you are, so take every fucking drop.”

He hits some spot, one twist of his hips is a little bit more, and the biggest wave of pleasure shatters me, screaming and fisting my hands in the sheets of his bed. My back arches off the bed, burying him all the way in my ass as I scream and scream and spiral into a pinpoint of shattering light.

When it breaks, he cries out his own pleasure shattering as he shoots into my ass, ropes of thick cum that fill me to bursting. His cum is leaking out of me before he’s even done, smearing on my thighs. The heat of it sets off another, smaller wave of pleasure inside of me, but after all of that, it’s barely an aftershock.

His own releases crests and breaks, and he’s holding himself over me, gasping, his slim chest heaving. He slowly pulls free from me, slips the toy out of my oversensitive cunt, and shuts it off. Naked, he steps to his computer and picks something up. His phone. That must be what he was using as a camera.

He runs the camera over my body, showing off my wrecked thighs, my breasts loose from my bra. My hair must be a mess.

“Blow your husband a kiss,” he says. “Let him see what it looks like when you’re fuck drunk on another man’s cum.”

There’s a thick groan. Kevin must have taken Will off mute. He taps another button, and the camera clicks on. Will is striped naked, his cock softening in his hand, and I can see his cum on his belly.

I manage to drag my hand up to my mouth and blow my husband a sloppy, wet kiss.

He draws in a sharp breath. His hand tightens, and I swear I can see his cock twitch a little.

I pull myself together enough to speak. “See you at home, Will.”

“Can’t wait,” he says.

Kevin disconnects the call. He gives me a loose, soft kiss that runs languid heat through me, but I’m too sated to muster any real effort to kiss him back. He helps me clean up a little, and then I rest on his bed until my head comes back out of the happy fog I’ve been floating in. When I’m together enough, I dress and head home.
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Will is waiting for me when I come in the door. He pins me up against the wall, his big arms on either side of my shoulders and his face hungry.

“Did you clean up after he finished with you?”

I shake my head, grinning. “No. I have his cum on my underwear.”

He groans and pulls my hip against him. I can feel him thick against my belly. I wrap my arms around his neck.

“Did you like watching me take it in the ass, Will?”

He kisses his way down my neck to the mounds of my soft breasts. He scoops one into his hand and scrapes his teeth on the nipple, making me yelp. “You’re fucking incredible, Haley. I love watching you. I love that you’re mine.”

“Show me,” I say. “I want to feel it.”

He doesn’t lead me up to the bedroom. He pulls me into the living room and bends me over the couch. I help him wiggle my jeans down my legs, but when I move to touch my panties, he slaps my hands away. He pulls them down slowly, caressing my ass. He’s rock hard, and I’m still sloppy and wet, so he slides into my cunt easily. He gives out a low groan and I whimper. He’s so hard and he knows how to twist his body just right to drive into me and make me beg for him. I’ve come so many times, but my body is still singing. I push my hips back towards him, meeting each stroke of his hips. I can feel that I didn’t clean up all the way, that my body is still messy. He seems to notice too; he curses and fucks me twice as hard.

I reach for my clit and come at the same time as him, both of us crying out as he shoots his messy load into my cunt. The hot splash sets me off again, and he groans hungrily as my cunt squeezes and milks him for every bit I can take.

We end up curled up on the couch, my messy ass on his lap so that nothing gets stained. I can both of their cum in me, and thinking about it too much makes my clit spark again. I’m tired and exhausted and I don’t think my body could stand another round. But I don’t think I’ll ever be tired of this.

Will brushes my hair back from my neck and plants soft kisses along my jaw. “Kevin mentioned something tonight that seemed to catch your attention.”

I still, knowing what he’s going to bring up.

“Two men at once.”

I nod, slowly. My belly is knotted with nerves. Will offered me this hotwife lifestyle as a way to keep me satisfied, to make sure that our life stayed happy and healthy. Two men at once…it seems greedy. I don’t want him to take away what I have now, but now that it’s been brought up, I know I’m going to be thinking about it whenever I play with myself.

“Is that a thing you want?”

“Yes.” I meant to be softer with my reply, but clearly that wasn’t going to happen.

“Mmm.” He kisses my neck, and I can feel his cock stirring just a little under me. “Just two?”

My whole body pulses with a bottomless need. “Yes.”

“More than two?”

I’m on the edge of panic and at the edge of fantasy. I can’t bring myself to say anything.

He kisses my neck, and his fingers tease at my breast, toying with my nipple. “Do you want to be a gangbanged whore, Haley?”

I hiss and rock in his lap, craving something to fill me up again. I want to be so full that I can’t breathe. “Yes.” The words are barely air, but he hears them well enough.

“I’m not ready for that,” he says, but his voice is soft. “But I’ll see what I can do.”

“Okay,” I say, leaning against him, turning so he has a better angle to play with my breast. His other hand slides down my front, parting my folds that are slick with my juices and cum. I think I may manage another round after all.

“I’m going to watch you next time,” he says. “I’ll be in the room, watching my slutty wife get used like a filthy whore. And then we’ll see what happens. Sounds good?”

His fingers plunge deep into my cunt, and I arch up into him, gasping.

Yeah, I’m definitely ready for another round.


HOTWIFE UNRAVELED
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At this point, walking into my husband’s tattoo parlor is like walking into a den of sin. Everywhere I looked there’s a man who’s used me until I was sore and sated. I’ve been Will’s hotwife for just a few weeks, and I can’t imagine going back to a different lifestyle.

My husband and I have been married for more than twenty years. We’ve never had any real problems in our marriage. Our sex drives were a little mismatched, but not enough that it was a big issue.

But when we turned 40, his had slowed down while mine kicked into high gear. Add that to how busy he was getting his new business, this tattoo parlor, up and running, and I had been spending a lot of nights with a vibrator.

My gorgeous, loving husband had decided that the obvious solution was to share me with men who would make me feel sexy and incredible. And who to start with but the gorgeous men he’d hired to work here?

Gabe had been my first. He used me until I was aching and satisfied. Dylan showed me how good it felt to be spanked before I was taken. Kevin claimed my ass and made me cry and beg for more.

Will hasn’t sent Nathaniel to me yet.

I don’t know quite what to make of Nathaniel. He’s older the others in the shop, though he’s still more than 10 years younger than me. His hair has gone salt-and-pepper early, making him look a lot older than he is. He got inked young, and the tattoos on his hands and arms are a little faded. He looks weathered.

A silver fox who can keep up with me? Yes, please.

But I’ve never caught Nathaniel eyeing my ass or taking a peek down my low-cut blouse. There is something unflappable about him. It honestly makes me heated in a way I don’t expect.

I’ve been filling in as Will’s receptionist for a few weeks now. While the men I’ve been with have stayed respectful, the air in the parlor is supercharged with sexy energy all the time. I don’t know why Will hasn’t hired someone for this receptionist position yet. I think he’s not just enjoying sharing me, I think he’s enjoying teasing me with what I could have. Wondering if I’ll ask for more.

I want to ask for Nathaniel. I want to know what’s lurking behind that cool, calm gaze. I want to know why I’m responding to it as much as I am.

One afternoon, Will comes up behind me and wraps his arms around my waist. He pulls me tight against him; I can feel his cock hard against my ass. I turn to give him a kiss, but he holds me in place. “Have a great afternoon,” he says. “I’m going out for a chamber of commerce event. I’ll see you at home tonight. After you have dinner.”

“Dinner?”

He just laughs and kisses the side of my neck. I shiver. Every time he acts like this, there’s something new for me to experience.

I want it to be Nathaniel.

With Will gone, I’m a nervous wreck. I drop credit cards, knock over business flyers, and mix up the gauges of jewelry more times than I’m happy about. But I’m so aroused it’s hard to think. My panties are soaked, and my nipples are hard as diamonds in my bra. I’ve never been so glad for the extra lining that’s keeping them from showing through my shirt.

Kevin leaves in the early afternoon, when all of his appointments are finished. Gabe gives me a flirty grin and a nod as he checks out. Dylan raps his knuckles on the counter in front of me and laughs at my reaction. “Have a great afternoon, Haley.” He glances over his shoulder. “You’re in good hands.”

And then it’s just me and Nathaniel. He’s finishing up some new colors on a guy’s bicep; the two of them have been working on this piece of art for a few weeks now. If I tell the entire truth, the buzz of the tattoo needle turns me on. Obviously getting ink hurts, but it’s a kind of hurt that makes me want to leap on the nearest sexy human to soothe my needs.

Yes, Will did several of my tattoos. Including the permanent hotwife anklet, and the charms he adds every time he shares me.

I could excuse myself for a minute, go into Will’s office, put my feet up on his desk and relieve the ache that’s collecting in my cunt. But Will obviously has plans for me, and I’m positive that getting off alone isn’t any of them.

I force myself to be patient, no matter how much my body is complaining about it.

Nathaniel finishes up. The guy pays and heads out. And then it’s just the two of us. Nathaniel flashes me a grin that lights up his dark eyes in a way I didn’t anticipate. The buzzy need between my thighs skips up a notch.

I make myself wait. It’s obvious that he’s my treat for tonight. He’s studying my figure, taking in my face, and I’m sure that I can see his cock pressing lightly against his jeans. I want to see what’s he’s going to do.

“Come on,” he says. “It’s closing time. I’m going to take you out for dinner.”

It catches me completely off guard. None of the men have spent much time on foreplay.

But then, nothing about Nathaniel is quite the same as the other men I’ve known.

“Okay,” I say, grabbing my purse and following him out the door.
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We walk to a little diner a few blocks away. There’s light chat as we go, talking about the shop, what he like about ink, when he got his own tattoos done. He opens the door for me, and when we go into the diner, he asks the waitress for a booth all the way in the back. When we sit, I make a show of looking at the menu, but my stomach is in knots waiting to see what happens next.

“I want to make something clear,” Nathaniel says. His voice has a firm note that takes my breath away. I look up at him, my eyes wide. “Will gave you to me for the evening. I have plans for you. But you’re going to need to work for your pleasure tonight. I need to know you can listen, and you can tell me if you want to stop.”

I nod. Will and I have played with power exchange sometimes, but it’s always been clear that his heart wasn’t all the way in it. I’ve never completely worked out how I feel about it. But Nathaniel’s voice makes me want to do exactly what he says. “Okay.”

He nods. “That means that you’re going to do what I say, when I say to do it.” He reaches across the table and caresses my cheek with a care that makes me shiver. “I’m going to own everything about you tonight, Haley. Including your orgasms. Understand?”

“My orgasms?” My voice is breathy. Light.

He nods. “Mmhm. You don’t come tonight until I give you permission.”

My belly heats up at his tone, but my mind is a little skeptical. Coming on command. That’s not a real thing.

He reads my mind and laughs. “You’ll understand.” He reaches around and pulls something out of a jacket pocket. He sets it on the table. It takes me a moment to process that he just put a dildo on the table. My cheeks flare red, and I snatch it before anyone can see. Of course, the waitress seated us all the way in the back of the diner. The lights are dim, and none of the nearby booths are full. No one would see.

“Give me your panties,” he says.

“Um. What?”

Nathaniel raises his eyebrows. “Your panties. Give them to me.”

I can’t help but look around the diner again, terrified that someone might see.

“Haley,” he says, and his voice is calm. Soft. Reassuring. I look to him. “I’ve got you,” he says. “You can trust me.”

I bite my lip, blush furiously, and wiggle out of my cute panties. I pass them to him under the table, and he tucks them into his pocket.

“That toy you’re hiding in your lap is remote controlled,” he says. He shows me an app on his phone. “Put it in.”

I take a second to look it over more closely. The part that slips into my cunt is small, but there’s a little bump on top that is clearly going to press directly onto my clit. I shiver. I’m embarrassed, but the way Nathaniel is looking at me makes me want to listen to him. To obey him.

I pull my dark skirt up to my hips and scoot forward a little on the seat so I can angle the toy into my cunt. I’ve been wet all afternoon, and the heat of Nathaniel’s eyes is just making me more aroused. It’s nothing to slip it in, but the pressure of the raised bump against my clit makes me whimper.

“Good girl,” Nathaniel says. “I knew a hungry whore like you wouldn’t have to work something that small. Don’t worry. You’ll work for plenty later.” He gestures at the menu. “Pick something to eat.”

I glance at him, but he’s tucked his phone away. I’m not sure what to do. The pressure of the toy inside me is enough to keep my body alert and eager. I shift my hips, feeling the ridged bump press harder into my clit. It’s nothing like enough to make me come, but it feels amazing.

With no warning, a sharp, harsh buzz runs through the toy, running directly up my body. I gasp, gripping the table hard as the buzz peaks and then fades away. I take a breath, and then it vibrates again, sharp and hard. I pant at the feeling of it. Nathaniel, however, is looking at his menu, his face calm and relaxed. If he’s paying any attention to me at all, I can’t tell.

“What are you going to order, Haley?”

I stare at him, trying to think as the vibrator presses wave after wave of intense buzzing against my clit, fading out to nothing before cycling in again. “I don’t know,” I gasp in the space between waves.

“Hm. Disappointing.” He finally looks over at me, a small smile on his lips. “I didn’t think you were this close to the edge. Your husband told me that you were an eager slut, but this is even more than I hoped for.” He taps his finger on the menu for a moment, then nods to himself. “You can have this one for free. Because I want you to know how good this feels.” He leans just a little closer. “And I want you to know that this is just the beginning.”

He turns back to the menu. I grip the table, trying to ride out the waves of vibration that are driving me to distraction. I try to keep myself under control, but I’m too primed, too eager. My hips rock just a little and I cross my thighs tight, keeping the bud pressed up against my clit, and the orgasm breaks over me in a wave, matching the pace of the vibrator and spiraling me up before letting me back down. I have to bite my hand to keep quiet, but I rock through the orgasm without screaming. A personal victory.

“The waitress is coming over now,” Nathaniel says quietly. “Make sure to keep quiet.”

I’m gasping, and I wait for him to turn the toy off. My clit is sensitive, and the waves of vibration make me wince and try to pull away, but it’s pressed tight against my body. “Nathaniel...”

He raises an eyebrow at me. “Hush,” he says. His hand dips into his pocket, and instead of the soft waves of vibrator, the toy is now moving at a constant speed, buzzing merrily in my cunt and against my oversensitive clit. The waitress is standing at our table, and I turn my face away. I don’t know what look might be on my face, but the dizzying combination of pleasure and pain in my body must be showing somehow. And there is pleasure starting to bleed through the urgent discomfort. I’m gasping again, trying to keep myself under control.

I hear Nathaniel talking to the waitress. He’s telling her that I’m not feeling well, and that we’ll take a couple of burgers and fries to go. I cling to the table and force my body to stay still. All I want to do is rock my hips, force my body past the sharp sensation and into another orgasm. I can feel it, dancing just out of reach.

The waitress turns away, and Nathaniel turns the vibrator up another notch. I bite back the noise I make, but I can’t keep quiet. “If she needs the bathroom, it’s just through there,” the waitress says, clearly worrying that I’m sick.

“Thank you,” Nathaniel says, his voice quiet and serious. When she steps away, I give in and let out the little series of whimpers building in my throat. “Well?”

I manage to look up at him. “What?” My voice is raspy, breathy, desperate. My clit aches, and at the same time, I’m not sure I’ve ever been needier.

“I thought you were desperate,” he says. His voice sounds ever so gently disappointed, but his eyes are sparkling. I know he’s entertained. I think he’s proud of me. Oh, god, that makes this even hotter. “I thought you were a slut who was so eager she couldn’t wait to get fucked whenever her husband decided to share her.”

I laugh just a little. My hips are rocking with the vibrations now. I don’t care who sees me. Nathaniel is keeping an eye out. He’ll stop if we need to stop. I can trust him. I can focus on the swirling need spiraling up from my cunt. “I am.”

“Is one really enough for you?” He laughs. “I think you want to come so many more times.”

“I do.” My voice is a whine now. My cunt in singing, my body is aching, but I can’t get quite the right pressure.

He slips over next to me, pushes my skirt up to his hips, and cups my pussy in his hand. He presses his palm against the toy, and it’s suddenly crammed so deep that my entire body tenses and releases with it.

He leans over and whispers in my ear. “Are you going to be a good girl and come for me?”

The words unleash something in me I don’t understand. The orgasm slams into me and I draw in a huge breath, trying not to scream as it rolls through me.

Nathaniel’s mouth slams over mine, harsh and demanding, as he rolls the toy into me over and over with his palm. I can’t scream, but I can moan and gasp and move with him, drawing out the orgasm until I collapse, shaking and exhausted.

“Good girl,” he says, “You took that very well.” He reaches into his pocket again, and the heavy vibrations stop. I whimper gently in relief.

I feel cloth pressed into my hand. My panties. I look up at him in surprise.

“You’re only getting these back because you’re not taking that out until we’re home.”

“Home?” I wiggle into the panties and slide them back up my hips. They were damp before, and my cunt is soaked now. They feel uncomfortable and awkward.

“Yes,” he says. “I’m taking you home. There’s someone there who wants to see you.”
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Having the toy still in my cunt while we walk out of the restaurant, our food in take-out containers, feels filthy and degrading in a way I didn’t anticipate. Will has called me a slut forever, and it’s a term of endearment between us. I’m happy to be a slut. I’m greedy and hungry and desperate to be satisfied.

But this is different. Maybe it’s because I have no doubt that Nathaniel would turn the toy on again in a heartbeat if it suited him.

He doesn’t, though, and he drives us back to my house. I’m sure it’s Will who’ll be waiting for us. It makes sense. At first, Will seemed to like this idea, but as he’s shared me more often, it’s become clear that he loves it just as much as I do. Just hearing or just watching through a webcam isn’t enough for him now. He wants to see another man take me while he’s in the room.

I want to show off far more than I anticipated.

We walk through the front door. Will is sitting in the living room, clearly waiting for us. He’s changed out of his work pants, and his erection is tenting the sweatpants he’s wearing. I wonder if he’s been stroking his cock while we were out, thinking about what another man was doing with his wife.

“Nathaniel,” Will says with a little nod. “Has she been behaving herself?”

There’s just one moment where I’m annoyed that they’re talking about me like I’m not here, but when Nathaniel gives me a long, admiring look, that fades. “Yes,” Nathaniel says, and I feel a surge of pride. “Although there’s more she needs to learn.”

“Oh?”

“Mmhm. She still has to learn to be patient.”

Will makes a go-ahead gesture. Nathaniel grins, then turns to me. He pulls my skirt and panties down around my ankles in one smooth motion, then pulls my sweater over my head. He unfastens my bra. Inside of a minute, and I’m standing naked in my own living room. Will, thankfully, has closed the curtains, but my cheeks are still red with embarrassment. I fight the urge to cover up my soft middle or apologize for my breasts, which aren’t quite as perky as they used to be. All of these men are younger than me, but there’s something commanding about Nathaniel that makes him seem so much older.

“On your knees,” Nathaniel commands me. I drop onto the carpet. He strips out of his own clothes and stands naked in front of me, not the least bit nervous. His cock is half hard, and I’m desperate to wrap my mouth around him. I look up at him, my eyes wide. “Suck my cock, Haley, if you want it that badly.”

I lunge forward with a groan, pulling his cock into my mouth. He’s hardening quickly, growing in my mouth, and I go from easily sucking him to gagging on him. I try to pull back, but his hand is on the back of my head, holding me in place. I whimper and try to balance on my thighs. He thrusts just a little, and all I can do is try and take it.

“I’m going to tease you,” he says, his voice casual and calm. “I’m going to make you want to come so much it hurts. I’m going to make you beg for it. And I’m not going to let you come. Do you remember why?”

I can’t speak, he’s pushing so far down my throat that it’s very thing I can do not to choke on his cock. Drool is running out the corners of my lips.

“Because I own you tonight,” he says. His hips move faster. Sharper. I’m whimpering, and the sounds are ugly and grunting because his movements are hard and harsh. “I own you. I own your mouth. Your cunt. Your ass. And your orgasms.” His hand is tight on my hair, and his pre-cum is salty in my throat. “Understand? I own you.”

Tears are steaming out of my eyes as I fight my instincts to take him, to keep breathing, to be good for him while he fucks my face.

And then the toy, which I’d forgotten about, buzzes to life in my cunt. I would scream if I had the breath to do it. It’s back on that wave rhythm, and my drenched cunt is clasping around it again. I squeeze my inner muscles to hold it in place.

“Just a reminder,” Nathaniel says. “You’re mine tonight.”

He taps another button on his phone, then tosses it onto the couch. The vibrator starts in a steady rhythm again, surging in my cunt. Split roasted between a vibrator and a man so big that I can’t breathe, I can feel another orgasm building. I don’t know how I can take it.

Nathaniel pulls his cock free from my mouth, pushes me down onto my back, and presses the toy deep into me with the palm of his hand again. I howl, rocking my hips against it, craving release.

The moment my body starts to tense, he pulls it free. My cunt is aching and empty. I whimper as my body clenches around nothing. I’ve never felt anything worse.

He turns off the toy and tosses it to the side. I follow it with my eyes and see Will watching us closely, his cock in his hand.

Nathaniel moves between us, gently pulling me to my feet. My legs are shaking, and I lean on him for balance. “Slutty girl,” he says. “Did you think I was going to let you come so soon?”

“I was hoping,” I say.

He laughs. “Keep hoping.” He looks around, and then leads me over to the arm of the couch. Will shifts to watch us, his hand still moving. I can see pre-cum glistening on the tip of his cock. “I don’t want a slutty girl to get rug burn on her knees,” Nathaniel says in my ear. “And I think Will wants to see what his wife looks like getting fucked by another man.”

The tip of his cock presses against my ass as he pushes my feet wide and pushes me over the arm of the couch. His movements aren’t harsh, but I couldn’t resist them if I wanted to. When the tip of his cock presses against my cunt, I whimper. He choked me on it, and he’s going to split me open so wide. It’s going to hurt, and I’m eager for it.

I brace on the seat of the couch as Nathaniel lines himself up with my cunt. Just the head of him pressing against me is enough to stretch me, and I try to relax. I can hear Will’s hand moving a little faster, and the sound makes me even wetter.

As big as Nathaniel is, I expect him to be at least a little gentle when he pushes into me. I don’t expect one sharp, heavy thrust that makes me scream and go up on my toes at the intensity of the feeling.

He laughs behind me. “Such a wet little slut. Is that too much for you?”

I’m gasping, aching, hurting, and I’m practically on the edge of another orgasm. “More. Please, Nathaniel. Please. Fuck my cunt.”

He laughs again. “Happily.” He pulls out just a tiny bit, then shoves in hard and fast again. He’s buried all the way in me, his balls slapping lightly against my clit, and I’m screaming again. My body is spreading, my inner walls fighting so hard to take him. The pleasure-pain is making me sore, and if I could touch my clit, in a heartbeat I’d be⁠—

“What did I say?” Nathaniel pulls back, then slams forward again, driving himself into me all the way, so deep it hurts. “When did I say you could come?”

I try to think, but it’s so hard when my brain is spiraling like this. I’m nothing but need and the desire to do exactly what he says. “Permission?” I manage to gasp.

“Mmhm.” He shoves into me, pressing with his hips to ensure he’s all the way in me. Seated and sheathed in my cunt. “Did I give you permission?”

I fight through the pleasure that’s dying to break free. “No.”

“Do you want to be a good girl?”

The words make me groan. “Yes. Yes, fuck, yes.”

“Good,” he says. “Then wait. Be patient.”

I try to steady myself and breathe, but before I get a moment to calm my raging body, he’s slamming into me again, taking my cunt just as hard as he took my mouth. I’ve hardly ever come from just penetration, but he’s splitting me so wide, and his cock is pressed so hard against all the sweet spots inside my body that I’m shaking with need. I force myself to breathe, to let the pleasure loose instead of letting it build.

One thrust is too many. My body clenches and I cry out as an orgasm washes over me. My body pulses around Nathaniel’s incredible cock⁠—

And then I’m empty again. It hurts to be empty, it hurts to be clenching around nothing, and my entire body is on fire. I feel tears in my eyes. Nathaniel strokes my back softly. “Pretty girl,” he says. “Slutty girl. This wouldn’t happen if you were better at being patient.”

“I’m sorry,” I whimper. “I want to be a good girl.”

“You are a good girl,” he says. “But I’m still going to need you to wait until I give you permission.” I feel him reach over me and hear a plastic cap pop open. When I feel the cold lube run onto my ass, I am actually concerned.

Nathaniel laughs. “Don’t worry,” he says. “I know it would take much more than one night for you to be loose enough to take my cock. But I thought you could use a little break.” Then his thumb is in me, working the lube deep into my ass. I groan. It’s an entirely different sensation than his cock, and I love it so much. I relax into the feeling, the soothing deepness of it.

And then his other hand presses into my clit, and I’m anything but soothed. He tugs at my clit while he works his thumb into my ass, and I’m aching again, shoving my hips back at him. He ignores my attempts to take anything he doesn’t want to give me. “Hush,” he says, just like he did in the diner. “You can wait. I know you can. You can be patient.”

It almost hurts to give in. To let my body relax. To just float on the waves of pleasure as he taunts me with his fingers in two different places. My cunt clenches hungrily, and I’d give anything to have a cock in me, but this is glorious. Sensational. Incredible. Swirling hungry need that doesn’t try to get away from me.

I can be patient here.

His fingers leave my clit and my ass. I whine a little complaint at being empty again, but he lays his hand on my back and tells me to hush again. I feel him lining the head of his cock up with my cunt again, but he doesn’t take his thumb out of my ass. He lines his cock up with my cunt again, sheathing himself in me. My body soars with need, but I can breathe through it.

“I knew you could take it,” he growls. His voice is tight, and I can feel his thigh muscles bunching up. “I knew you could be a good, patient slut.”

I am, but his rough, thick thrusts are driving me up the wall again. I can feel the couch moving slightly with his onslaught on my cunt, and I’m vaguely aware of the harsh, rough sound of Will jerking his cock hard and fast. I can feel my body wanting to clench, wanting to come so badly. It seems like he’s been denying me release forever, and I want to come around this thick cock. I want Will to see me screaming.

The thought of Will almost undoes me. I go tight around Nathaniel, and he makes a heavy sound. He has to shove his cock into me now, almost vicious. I feel the urgency speeding up around my clit, and I try to stay relaxed, patient, but I don’t know if I can, and if he pulls out again, it might kill me.

“Haley,” Nathaniel says, and it sounds like he’s forcing the words out between clenched teeth. “Remember what I said about coming on command?”

My body tenses, hungry. He slows his heavy thrusts. I cry out, thinking he’ll pull out, but he slams back home into me.

“Count down from 10,” he says. “And if you can’t wait, I’ll pull out again, and I’ll come all over your back and make you beg for more. Understand me?”

I whimper out a yes.

“Good,” he says. And he slams so hard into my cunt that I think I can taste him on the back of my throat.

“Ten,” I moan. “Fuck.”

He pulls back again and slams forward. I understand what I’m counting, and cry out nine. The slow thrusts are more agonizing than the harsh ones. I can feel the swollen head of his cock dragging through my body, and I’m up on my toes through eight, seven, and six, trying hard to keep myself under control.

When I hit three, he starts to move faster. I cry out two and one, and then wait—and wait—and he moves in me, brutally rough. My body is dancing on the edge, I can barely breathe. I can’t stand it if he doesn’t come in me, but I don’t know how I can wait⁠—

“Come for me,” he says, his voice taught as wire. “Come for me, you slut, and scream my name.”

He slams into my body, and I unwind around him, the orgasm stealing my breath as it builds and builds and builds. The entire world goes white with sound, and then it shatters. I’m screaming, screaming his name, screaming curses, just screaming. I feel him coming in me, hot and thick, wet ropes of cum that coat the inside of my body, drenching me, and it extends the pleasure, leaving me soaring for longer than makes sense to my brain. Distantly, I hear Will groan his own release. A sense of satisfaction rolls through me. I love having done this so well.
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I’m completely limp as Will and Nathaniel guide me to the couch. I relax while Nathaniel cleans himself off and shakes Will’s hand. He gives me a long, lingering kiss. “See you at work, Haley.” I laugh a little, and he leaves.

Will has cleaned up and put his sweatpants back on, but I can see that he’s hard again.

“Like what you saw?” I pull myself up onto my elbows. He sits down next to me, reaching up to stroke my hair, then gathering me into his lap. I curl into him, nuzzling my head under his chin. I don’t care that I’m making a mess, and he doesn’t seem to object. I can feel his cock against my hip, and I’m not shy about leaning into him.

“Very much,” he says, stroking my hair. “You’re fucking gorgeous, Haley.”

I snuggle closer. “Thank you for giving me this.”

“I’m more than happy to.”

I shift against him, trying to get a little bit closer to his warm body. When I wiggle against his cock, he bites back a curse. I lean back and look up at him, grinning. I move on purpose, rolling my hips so that I’m grinding against his cock.

“Haley,” he murmurs.

“Do you want me, Will, right now?”

He makes a harsh sound and nods. He gets rid of his pants and pulls off his shirt. I straddle him, lining his cock up and lowering myself down on him slowly. He’s big enough to spread me and make me sting, and my body craves him. There’s no one else like him, no matter how good it feels to be shared.

His hands go tight on my hips and he guides me into the slow rhythm that he wants. He bucks his hips up to meet my body, and I keep pace with him. I keep my forehead on his, and relish the feeling of his cock splitting me open. Taking me. Making me his. Always his.

He reaches between us and finds my clit, teasing it and flicking it in the way he knows I love best. I lose control of myself, driving my body down on his cock over and over while he groans. I chase an orgasm, desperate for him to see me like this. Unwound for him. When it comes, I shatter. The world blanks out as my cunt pulses around him, milking him. I can feel the moment when he releases into me. He shouts my name, pulling my hips down hard as he moves in hungry little jerks. He coats me, hot and wet and thick. I’m so full of cum that I can barely breathe. The thought sets off a second, smaller wave of pleasure, and he holds me as I ride him through it, gasping at how incredibly good he feels.

And then we’re clinging to each other, panting, as he holds me tight to his chest.

“So that’s a yes on enjoying it,” I say, snuggling under his chin again.

He laughs. “Yes, Haley,” he says gently, kissing my temple. “Yes, I enjoyed what I saw very much.”

“I want to keep doing this forever,” I say. I wrap my arms around him and pull myself as close as I can get.

“Good,” he says. “Because I love how satisfied you are. And I love reaping the benefits.”

“There’s only one problem,” I say, pulling back just enough to look him in the eyes.

“Oh?”

“You’re out of employees.” I open my eyes wide and innocent. “What are we going to do now?”

He laughs and pulls me close again. “I’ll figure something out.”

I’m suddenly sleepy. My eyes are closing. “Promise?”

“Mmhm. You rest, love. I’ve got you.”

I close my eyes and let the love of my life hold me while I float in his arms.


THE SHARED HOTWIFE
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“So your husband isn’t just letting you sleep with other men, he’s encouraging you to do it?” My friend Anna is staring at me in total disbelief.

I can’t entirely blame her. If someone had explained what the hotwife lifestyle was to me a month ago, I’d never have believed that my husband, Will, would go for something like that. Much less that he would bring it up and tell me he wanted to try it.

It had taken me a minute to understand that he really meant it, but once I did, and once I gave it a try…there was no looking back.

My husband had just opened a tattoo parlor in our small city, and I’d been politely ogling all the gorgeous men he’d hired to do tattoos and piercings. One by one, he arranged times when they could use me, finding different ways to leave me completely brainless with lust and utterly sated. Kevin, Gabe, Nathaniel, and Dylan had each given me a new experience, something I’d dreamed of, but not something I had ever thought I’d get.

But I have no idea what will happen next. Until now, the men Will’s chosen have been men I’ve known. Men I’ve desired already. What if he were to share me with a stranger, someone he knew but I didn’t? He’s certainly been becoming more active in the business community. Or what if he were to allow more than one of the men to share me at once?

My entire body squeezes with desire at the thought. Will knows that I’ve fantasized about being with two men—or more—at the same time for years. He used to be too possessive for us to even indulge in that fantasy, and I was okay with that. But as we hit our forties, my sex drive sped up while his slowed down, and while it was fine, he decided that I needed more.

And now, he’s allowing—encouraging—things I never dreamed we’d experience together. Maybe he wants this to be the next thing that happens to me. And maybe this time, he’ll decide that just hearing about it, or listening, isn’t enough. What would be the next step? My body flutters at the thought.

I know something is happening today. The shop is closed. He told me to go out with Anna, telling me just that he had something to arrange. That he’d call or text when it was time for me to come home.

Getting dressed this morning had been a challenge. Anna and I were just going to a casual café for lunch, so I wasn’t going to get all dolled up, which made a lot of fancy lingerie impossible. I like a lot of things, but the feeling of denim pressing into me through crotchless panties isn’t one of them.

So I’d elected for a sheer blue set of bra and panties. On their own, they were fairly conservative compared with what I’d worn to some of these encounters, but they left absolutely nothing to the imagination, from the color of my nipples to the well-trimmed state of my bush.

I drag myself back to the moment and look at Anna. She has her chin in her hands and is staring into the middle distance, clearly considering something. “I wonder if Mike would ever go for something like that,” she says, almost to herself. “We’ve played with voyeurism once or twice. It’s really seemed to get him excited. And I definitely didn’t mind it.”

I grin. “Maybe you should bring it up,” I say. “I never thought of doing this with Will, but I have to tell you—I’ll never go back.”

Anna nods to herself, and I’m sure she’s debating how to say “Hey, honey, I’d like to sleep with other men that you choose for me,” in a way that doesn’t sound threatening. Although her relationship with Mike is so solid that I doubt anything could really shake them. She knows him well. If she thinks he might go for it, there’s a good chance he will.

It would be nice to have someone to compare notes with about this. I don’t have a ton of female friends that I’m close enough with that I want to share the details of my sex life. But Anna and I could absolutely talk about all the nitty gritty. The only reason I haven’t started describing the intimate details of my men today is that we’re in public. I’m not sure the patrons of the local coffee shop want to know exactly what I’ve been up to in the bedrooms (and living rooms) of men who are all at least ten years younger than me.

I smile to myself when my phone vibrates in my pocket. A flurry of excitement runs through me when I see a screen notification for a text from Will. I tap the message open.

Come home. I’m in our bedroom, waiting for you. I’m not alone.

My heartbeat picks up speed. Anything I should bring?

The reply is quick. Just you.

“Is that Will?” Anna’s gaze is almost hungry. Yeah, she’s definitely going to go home and talk to Mike. I’m excited for her, and I’m even more excited to find out about Will’s surprise.
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Idrive home quickly. My body is on fire; my nipples are tight and my panties are wet. Every man Will has shared me with has been more exciting, more arousing than the one before. I have to laugh to myself it’s a little. There’s got to be a ceiling to this. How can it keep getting more amazing?

Unless there’s more than one man waiting in my bedroom along with Will.

I shiver with anticipation. After Nathaniel and I, Will and I talked a little about one of my favorite fantasies: being fucked by two men at the same time. I’d gotten a little taste, with a man fucking my ass while he filled my cunt with a toy, and it had given me some of the most explosive orgasms of my life. The idea of it not just being a toy, of it being another man’s cock? The idea makes me whimper without even being touched.

When I’m home and walking up the stairs, another layer of excitement flows through me. One of the few things Will forbid was me ever having another man in our bedroom. I’ve been fucked absolutely senseless in our guest room, in our living room, and in another man’s house. Never here.

But Will himself told me to come to the bedroom. This is going to be special, whatever it is. And clearly, Will is here. I grin at the idea of him watching while whatever this will be plays out. I am definitely enjoying showing off for my husband..

I’m almost as nervous as I am excited.

The door to the bedroom is closed. I take a deep breath and open it.

The first thing I see is Will, relaxing in a dining room chair placed in the corner of the room.

The second—and third, and fourth, and fifth—things I notice are the men from the tattoo parlor. Nathaniel, Gabe, Kevin, and Dylan. All of them are watching me with hungry smiles, and I feel my body respond to their gazes. My nipples tighten and my breath catches just a little.

“Hi,” I say. I don’t know what to say next. I’ve never been in a room with four men who’ve used me in various ways while my husband grins, his erection already tenting his pants.

“I hope you like your surprise, love,” Will says.

“You see,” Nathaniel says, stepping forward so that his muscular form and his lightly graying hair focuses my attention. “Something all of us have talked about is what a hungry slut you are.”

The word has been an endearment from all of them, and everything in me responds in a flash fire of need. My cunt is gushing wet, my lips part, and all I can think about is what they’re going to do to me. I daydreamed about two men. What is going to happen with four?

I don’t know, but I want to find out.

“We talked about having two of us share you. Spit roasting you. Using you. But we realized. Two men isn’t enough for a slutty woman like you.”

“No,” I say, my voice barely more than a whisper. “No, it isn’t.”

“You dreamed about taking two cocks, didn’t you?” His voice is low, smooth, and it makes part of my brain drift softly away. I nod. “We’re going to see how you do with four.”

My eyes go wide. A woman only has so many holes. What are they going to do?

Dylan is behind me. He wraps my hair around his fist and pulls so that my head tilts back, my next exposed. Gabe flashes a panty-melting grin at me before moving forward, nipping at my jawline as his hands come to my breasts. He tweaks my nipples and makes me gasp, then twists them hard and fierce, sending me up on my toes.

“Let’s get her out of all those uncomfortable clothes,” Nathaniel says.

Dylan lifts my t-shirt over my head while Gabe works my jeans. I shift with them and let them move me, but I don’t work to assist. I’ve given myself over to them entirely. I want to be used. I want to be taken.

There was a time when standing in front of four gorgeous men with my heavy breasts and my stretch marked belly would have been terrifying. They have made me feel like a goddess over and over, though, and I don’t have any shame with them.

Dylan keeps my head pulled back. I’m looking up at the ceiling, not entirely aware of who is touching me and how. But everything is sensation. My breasts are lifted out of the cups of my bra, and what I thought was harsh touching is gentle now. Every twist has me up on my toes, whimpering and begging for more. Fingers dip into my panties, pressing my lower lips open and flicking ever so lightly at my clit. “Shit. Shit, shit, shit.” I’m panting with need. Talking about my adventures with these men left me hungry and wet before I even got home, and the anticipation has me dancing on pinpoints. These simple touches are enough to leave me edging toward orgasm.

Nathaniel laughs. “How long have you been craving this, slut?”

I can’t make words through the waves of sensation. I am doing my best to grind down on the fingers that are now spreading my cunt open, thrusting in and out of me in slow, steady movements that are designed to torment me. All I need is pressure on my clit, and I’m ready to explode. “Forever,” I manage.

“Just two men?”

Nathaniel’s voice is teasing, taunting. He already knows the answer. “No.”

The fingers fuck into my cunt harder, and I cry out. My hips are bucking with the thrusts, and the fingers curl enough to stroke that deep spot. I’m on the edge, I need just a little bit more. Anything more.

“Did you want to be a gang-banged slut?”

The words are almost enough to send me over the edge. Just the thought, the dream of being used so intensely that I lose track of who is doing what to me, where all I need to do is be used, makes me groan with desire.

Kevin laughs in my ear. “I think she’s going to get off just like this.” The fingers—his? I don’t care—move faster, and my body is so close to spiraling out of control. I want it so much. I’m desperate for it. “Should we let her?”

Nathaniel waits. He was the one who spent time showing me how good it felt to wait, but I don’t know how long I even can. I’m so needy, so desperate, and I can’t hold back.

“Fine,” he says, and the word is like a gift from the heavens. My body shatters, exploding into stars. My knees go weak and I scream as I pulse around the fingers fucking my cunt.

As the aftershocks roil through me, I feel the men shift me around, moving me to lie down on the bed. I collapse willingly enough, thinking that they’ll give me a moment’s respite to breathe. They’re not interested in that at all.

There’s the soft sound of a plastic bottle, and then lubed fingers are probing at my ass. I groan and spread my legs wider. The rim of my asshole screams at the pressure, and I love it. I grind down onto the fingers, still craving, even as my body is twitching and needy.

There’s another laugh, softer. Gabe. “She’s going to need to be a lot looser to take Kevin.”

My eyes fly open. Kevin is agonizingly big. He fucked my ass before, and it was so much I almost couldn’t take it. Even as sub-spaced out as I am, I know I’ll be even tighter if someone’s fucking my cunt as well.

The thought of the pain makes me gush, wet and heavy.

“We can make that happen,” Nathaniel says. “Look at your husband, slut.”

I force my eyes open and look to the side. Will is staring at us, his eyes wide as if he doesn’t dare to blink. He’s got his cock in his hand, and he’s stroking himself gently. I’m struck by how he’s giving this to me. How he wants me to have this. To be the one who gives it to me.

And then there are two fingers pushing deep into my ass, and I stop thinking. I feel fingers on my clit, followed by a hot tongue, and it doesn’t matter than I just came, my body is aching all over again. I can’t keep my hips still. My hips buck up into the eager mouth on me, desperate for everything, anything I can take.

“Open your mouth, Haley.”

I had closed my eyes again without noticing. I open them and look up at Dylan. He’s stripped naked, and he’s kneeling over my chest. His cock brushes against my lower lip. “Open,” he says. “Or I won’t ask nicely.”

I open my mouth, and reach up to take his cock. He’s salty with pre-cum and it makes me whimper. I want to choke on him, swallow him, be completely full.

He lowers himself down on my mouth slowly at first, letting me adjust to his fat cock. He’s not the biggest of the four of them, but he’s no slouch, and when he starts to pick up the pace, fucking my face harder, it’s work to take him. He pushes past my gag reflex over and over, and I’m groaning and desperate to keep up.

The mouth on my clit and the fingers in my ass pick up the pace, and I’m being fucked in three directions. Almost all the way full.

The thought is enough to send me over the edge. It doesn’t matter that I don’t have Nathaniel’s permission. I’m screaming around Dylan’s cock, surging against the fingers and the mouth that are using my body. I feel my cunt clench again and again.

Dylan curses above me, and then he’s coming. He sends the first wave down my throat, making me swallow hard to take his cum, and then he pulls out, spraying the rest of his load over my face. My orgasm breaks harder as the cum runs down my cheeks, and teeth close lightly on my clit, scraping over my most delicate flesh, and the surges redouble before they really start to fade.

The waves of pleasure roll and roll, and when my body finally collapses, there’s a vague sense of loss. If I came that hard, surely they’ll be done with me, but I haven’t had anything but fingers inside of me. I wanted so much more.

I hear Gabe laugh, down between my knees. “Yeah,” he says. “Yeah, I think she’s loose enough to take it now.”

My mind tries to come back together. To take what now?

“Up on your knees, slut,” Nathaniel tells me. My limbs are shaky, but I do what he says. Nathaniel stretches out on the bed, his heavy cock erect and jutting upwards. My mouth waters. I want to suck him off so badly. But Nathaniel has different plans. He wipes off my cheeks and chin so that I won’t be dripping cum on his face and chest, then shifts me until I’m kneeling over him. He lines his cock up with the opening of my cunt. I groan and try to shift down to take him, bury his cock in my hungry body. But he holds me still.

“I’m not going to make you wait this time,” he says, quietly. “You don’t need to have permission. Here’s what’s going to happen instead. You are going to get fucked and used in every hole until I think you are really and truly satisfied, until your body absolutely can’t take any more. And I decide when that is, understand? I decide when you’re done.”

I moan. I can relax completely, let myself be used and moved and taken in every way that they want. My only responsibility is to feel it entirely. “Yes, Nathaniel. Yes, please.”

He laughs a little, patting my cheek. “It’s so cute that you’re weighing in on this.”

Then his hands are on my hips, pulling me down and splitting me open with his cock. He’s big, really big, and I have to work to take him. He lets me have a tiny bit of freedom, to pull back and let my juices soak him before he drives his cock into me, bottoming out deep and spreading me wide. I cry out. His thick cock is pressed directly against that sweet spot in me, and as he starts to move, guiding me in the rhythm he wants, the ridged head of his cock is dragging over that spot. When he slips his thumb between us and circles my clit, I shatter, coming hard and fast. He doesn’t stop moving in me, fucking up into my cunt and making me scream as the pleasure extends and extends and extends.

Someone is behind me. Kevin. I feel his impossibly thick cock pressed between my ass checks. He pulls me back against him, his fingers tweaking and twisting my nipples as I buck and grind on Nathaniel. “Good,” Kevin murmurs in my ear. “Good. Just like that, you filthy slut, take what you’re given. You’re going to take everything we have to give you. You’re going to take it and relish it.”

“Yes,” I moan, knowing it’s exactly what he wants to hear. “Please.”

Nathaniel slows, and I hear a plastic top flip open. There’s cold lube against my ass, and then blunt fingers pressing me open again. I groan heavily. This is so close to what I want, and I’m so tight like this. I can feel my cunt stretching around Nathaniel, and the burn in my ass as Kevin works the lube into me is intense. I breathe deep, keeping my body relaxed and soft. I want this. I want it so much, and they want to give it to me.

Will wants them to give it to me. Oh god.

Kevin laughs. “I think she’s going to come again, before I even put my cock in her.”

They’re right. I’m close, so close. They push me back up so I’m closer to sitting, and then Gabe’s heavy cock is in my face. God, I want my mouth around something so much, and when the head of his cock brushes against my lips, I open for him eagerly. My throat is softer and more open after the way Dylan used my mouth, and it’s easy for me to take Gabe all the way down to the hilt, even as big as he is. “That’s right,” he groans. “Choke on my cock, you beautiful slut.”

That tips me over the edge. Kevin’s fingers in my ass, Nathaniel’s cock in my cunt, and Gabe so far down my throat that it’s almost hard to breathe, and I’d be screaming if I could make enough sound around him.

Gabe curses and pulls out. He’s swollen and thick, and I know just how close he is. He’s still stroking his cock, but he’s not trying to come.

Not yet.

As the waves of orgasm take me and release me, I feel the head of Kevin’s cock against the opening of my ass. Nathaniel shifts so that he’s kneeling on the bed, and I’m almost sitting in his lap. Kevin’s cock pushes forward, spreading my ass open, and even with all the lube and all the orgasms, he’s huge. He spreads the tight circle of my ass, and I’m whimpering at both the burn and the desperate need for him to be inside me, even if it hurts.

“Please,” I whimper. “Please, please please.”

Kevin laughs softly in my ear. “I like listening to you beg,” he says. “Keep doing it. Keep begging for my cock in your ass.”

I groan. Yes. Anything he wants. “Please,” I moan. “Please. Fill my ass. I want you slamming into me. Please.”

“And what about me,” Nathaniel teases. “I can feel how much he’s stretching you. I can see that you’re working so hard to take it. Do you want me to pull out?”

I shake my head furiously. I can’t tell how far in Kevin is, but it’s enough that I feel like I’m going to break. I’ve never craved anything as much as this, as much as I want to be completely filled by them.

“What kind of woman wants two big men filling her cunt and her ass at the same time?”

I know what he wants me to say. “A hungry slut,” I groan.

“That’s right,” Kevin says, and then he drives his cock forward. The swollen head of his cock presses deep into my ass, pushing past that last bit of resistance, and then they’re both inside me. I’m full, I’m completely full, two men fucking me at the same time. I scream as an orgasm ripples through me at the sensation. It’s like nothing I’ve ever felt, so full and deep that I think I might die and I don’t care.

And then they start to move. Slowly at first, letting me adjust to the pace, and then faster. They shift their rhythm so that when Kevin fucks forward into my ass, I’m driven farther onto Nathaniel’s cock than I think I can take, and when Nathaniel shoves his thick cock into me, Kevin slides farther into my ass, farther than I thought anyone could be. I’m pinned between them, and there’s no way I can move, no way I can do anything but take it.

And then Gabe is there again, his cock pressing into my open mouth. He wraps my hair in his fist and drives me savagely down onto his cock. I can feel how close he is from the wave of pre-cum on my tongue, from the thick veins on his cock that I can feel as he stretches me out.

I was wrong. This is full. This is what full feels like. Every hole used, every bit of me stretched. Every bit of me taking as much as possible.

I come then, a long and urgent orgasm that leaves all three of them moaning as my body clenches down. I feel Gabe’s body tighten for just a moment before he comes, spurting thick ropes down my throat as I choke, trying desperately to keep up. I can’t, and his cum dribbles down my chin as he pulls free, gasping.

Kevin yanks me down on his cock, hard. He’s so impossibly thick, I feel like I’m going to explode with the savage pace he’s setting. When he comes, I scream again, the hot feeling of his cum slamming into my ass setting off another chain of pleasure, my body clenching down on him. He fucks me through both of our orgasms, the pleasure dragging and draining me. I’m limp as he pulls out of me. The sense of loss makes me whimper.

And then there’s Nathaniel. Huge, gorgeous Nathaniel, fucking my cunt fiercely. We’re the only ones on the bed now, and he flips us over so he’s on top. He’s setting a brutal, savage pace. He grabs one of my knees and hooks it over my shoulder so that he’s still slamming deep into me, even at this angle. He’s dragging over that sensitive spot, but I’m so limp and senseless that the pleasure doesn’t seem to build.

“Oh,” he murmurs. “No, you’re not done. There’s more for you to take. Do you know how I know?”

I manage to shake my head, and he taps my cheek very lightly with his palm.

“Because I’m not done with you yet.”

And then the pleasure is building, tightening. He slips his hand between us again, twisting and teasing my oversensitive clit. The orgasm that comes is softer but still amazing, bowing my back and making me clench down on him as wave after wave rocks my body.

He curses, and I know he’s getting close. I know he’ll hold back as long as he wants to. As long as it takes for him to be sure he’s used me to the absolute limit. And past it.

“Look at your husband,” he says. I do. Will is still in the chair. His pants are gone, and he’s stroking his cock savagely. He’s moments away from coming. “Tell him you love him. Say thank you.”

“Thank you, Will,” I say. “I fucking love you.”

He spits a curse. His back bows as cum spills over his hand. Nathaniel turns my face back to look at him.

“I’m fucking you in the bed you share with your husband. You’re dripping cum from almost everywhere. You’re a hungry slut who’s had every hole filled. And you’re going to come for me one last time. You have one more in you. I can tell. Do you know how I can tell, Haley?”

He’s right. The pleasure is building again, deep and thick, and the head of his cock is still dragging over that sweet spot. I can feel every stroke, and his rhythm is absolutely punishing. “Because you’re not done,” I whimper.

“And I’m using you until you’re done,” he says.

The words explode in my cunt. An orgasm like I’ve never felt, never dreamed of, rips me apart. My back bows and I’m screaming. Each of the men are kneeling over me now, and as Nathaniel leans back to give them room, they all come on my body, rope after rope of hot cum coating my stomach, my breasts, my neck, and my face. The pleasure is never going to end. It will last forever. I will die in this orgasm, overwhelmed by how deep it runs.

And then I feel Nathaniel grunt, and one last, heavy wave of cum is pulsing deep inside me. The orgasm crests again, and I’m still screaming, my cunt clenching on him, drawing out wave after wave of pleasure as it milks his cock. He splashes the inside of me, soaking me everywhere.

The pleasure finally, finally ends, and I am completely boneless and brainless. He pats my filthy cheek.

“There,” he says. “I think the slut is satisfied.”

I groan, my cunt giving one last, exhausted pulse around his cock, and know he’s right. I’m used more than I ever thought I could be. Just like he promised.
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It takes time for everyone to clean up. They clean my body, wiping off the cum that’s gotten everywhere, absolutely destroying Will’s and my bed. We’ll have to remake it before we fall asleep, or we’ll have to sleep in the guest room. I get four soft kisses, four promises that I did well, that I took everything, and that they loved everything that happened. I can’t manage more than happy whimpers and silly grins.

When they’re gone, Will craws up into the bed next to me and pulls me tight against him. “I love you so much,” he says, kissing my hair, my cheeks, and my neck. His cock is half hard against me. Any other night, I’d reach between his legs and stroke him, feel him get harder and thicker in my hand. Right now, I can barely move. I manage to wrap myself around him, holding him tight. “Did you enjoy yourself?”

I manage to muster my words together. “Yes,” I work to say. “Yes. Thank you so much. That was so good. Thank you.”

“Tell me your favorite part.” He’s nuzzling into my neck, and his cock is hardening against my stomach. I throw my leg over him, shifting around and urging him forward until his cock is lined up with my cunt. I’m always ready for my husband.

“Being filled,” I say. He pushes forward, burying himself in me. I’m so soaked and boneless that he doesn’t have to go slow. He fills me up and moves in me. “Being filled everywhere. Taking both of them at once, and then having Gabe in my mouth. It was so much I thought I’d die. And I didn’t care.”

He groans. There’s a soft pleasure building in my core at his heavy, hungry thrusts. We adjust ourselves until I’m up on my knees, my head resting on one arm while I press my fingers into my clit. I’m so sensitive, so sated, that I can’t imagine more, but as he fucks me faster and harder, I feel need circling in me.

“More,” he says.

I know what he wants. He’s so thick in me, and he’s moving so fast. “And then every single one of them came on me. I was such a mess. I was covered in cum, and so much that I couldn’t tell who had fucked me where. I was soaked in other men’s cum.”

Remembering it makes my body clench, my cunt tightening and pulsing. It’s enough to send him over the edge, groaning, and at the feeling of his cum deep inside me sets off a chain of pleasure that is just for him. My cunt milks him as he spurts in me, and I whimper at the warm heat.

We collapse together. I’m messy all over again, and he hugs me tight to his chest.

“You’re incredible,” he says, kissing my neck through my hair.

“Thank you for all of this, Will,” I say. “This was incredible. I never dreamed you’d do this for me.”

“You deserve it,” he said. “You’re my beautiful, hungry slut.”

I don’t care that our bed is a disaster. He kicks off the covers so we’re lying on clean sheets and holds me tighter. I’m drifting off to sleep, relaxing in my husband’s arms, completely sated.

Yeah, the hotwife thing is definitely working for us. I hope we keep it up forever.


AFTERWORD


Thank you for reading! Remember that reviews are how new readers find books; leaving a rating and a review is the biggest ‘thank you’ and author can get!

Will and Haley have been on a hell of a journey, and they’ve absolutely earned one hell of a rest. I’ve enjoyed writing about their adventures, and I’ve loved the mental image of Haley’s anklet gradually filling up with the men Will wants her to have. But I think this is the last adventure I have for them. At least for right now.

If you need a little more to enjoy between these two, there are two bonus stories available; sign up for my newsletter here and find out what happened between Will and Haley after that first time he shared her, and about his brand new hiring process. If you sign up for my newsletter, you’ll get to hear about my new releases as they happen, as well as fun freebies and deals with other authors that I think you’ll like.

Following me on Amazon is another great way to make sure you hear about every book I write.

I can’t wait to see you again.
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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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