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There’s a lot of urban legends out there about chicks and motorcycles. Does riding a big throbbing bike get us all hot and bothered? Can a lady come while she’s got that big engine between her knees?

My answer: no. At least not when I’m operating my own bike. I have too many other things to focus on, and the vibrations are more likely to make my ass numb than turn me on.

When I’m riding pillion behind my husband, Eli, though? That’s a horse of a different color. When he gets his bike going, with the gear just right and the throttle just so, I’ve come so hard I’ve worried about unbalancing the bike. What an awful way to meet your end, right?

As my 43rd birthday present, my husband proposed that we tour the east coast on our bikes. It was one of the most amazing suggestions he’d made in our twenty years of marriage. When we were younger, we’d both ridden constantly, but as we got older, we morphed more into weekend warriors. Jobs got in the way, then life happened. We still found plenty of opportunities to take our bikes out on the road and cruise, but it wasn’t the same.

Spending a summer riding the backroads like we were in our twenties and didn’t give a shit about anything but the roar of the road under our tires and the power under our asses—who could ask for more than that?

We’d been touring for a couple weeks, and we’d found a rhythm. We rode most of the day, stopping for lunch when we found a cool restaurant, and checking out sites or locations that were interesting. We didn’t usually worry about a destination until early afternoon, when we started thinking about where dinner might be.

One afternoon, when we’re taking a stretch break, Eli points out a small town on his phone. “Cait, let’s stop here for the night. It’s a cute town, there’s a nice hotel, and we can head out to the coast in the morning. Plus, there’s a bar I want to check out.” He taps on his phone, and a website pops up for the Lucky Clover. I see images of the interior of the bar—exposed brick, small tables and booths, and plenty of pool tables. The reviews on the site mention the whiskey and the beer, not the cocktails. And the hot bartender.

I look at Eli and raise an eyebrow. He grins. “I thought you might be ready to put that plan of ours into action.”

My cheeks go red. The second part of my husband’s proposal included him confessing to a sexual fantasy he’d had for years. He wanted me to be his hotwife. To sleep with other men and then tell him all the details. I hadn’t known what to make of it when he first brought it up, but it sounded fun in theory. When I said I’d think about it, we’d had the best sex of our lives, him making me come over and over while I told him about all the ways I’d fuck the men he chose. When he finally let loose, we’d collapsed together, panting and hot. Operation Cait fucks other men was a go if it was going to result in nights like that. My god.

When we’d caught our breath, I said we should give it a try while we were on the road. That had set off round two. We hadn’t gotten to sleep before dawn.

But it hadn’t come up since then. I didn’t quite know how to tell him that I wanted to take him up on his offer and sleep with the men he picked out. I was trying my best to be patient, but there was only so much I could do. Now that we’d agreed it was going to happen, I wanted to experience it. I wanted to see if he would really like enjoy it, or if it would just be a one-time thing. And how I’d feel about it.

“Sounds good,” I say. My voice might have quavered just a little, but my grin made up for it.

“Let’s find that hotel,” he says. “We can clean up and grab dinner before we head out for a drink.” He grins in a way that sets my body on fire. “And we’ll make sure you’re ready for the night you’re going to have.”
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The little hotel Eli found is cute, a bit more than a bed and breakfast, but not impersonal like a chain motel on a back highway can be. We check in and head up to a room with a big king size bed, a little balcony, and a small table and kitchenette. We can stay here for a couple of days if we want to; I’m pretty comfortable on my bike, but we’ve been riding a lot, and I’m tired. A rest would be nice.

My body flares with heat. I don’t think I’m going to get much rest tonight. Eli’s watching me with hungry eyes, and I want to know what he’s planning…and I’m so ready to be surprised.

“The tub in the bathroom is huge,” he says. “You should have a bath. I don’t want you sore when we go out tonight.”

Another rush of heat. My cunt feels heavy and swollen. I’m so turned on that I don’t know what to do with myself.

That’s not true. I know exactly what I want to do with myself.

I go into the bathroom and fill the tub with hot water, and when it’s full, I slide in for a luxurious soak. The hot water eases away the soreness in my ass and my hips. It does nothing to ease the ache in my cunt. I know what will, though.

“You’re thinking of touching yourself, aren’t you?”

Eli’s standing in the doorway. My cheeks are already warm just from being in the bath, but I feel the heat spread a little further. “Yes.” There’s no point in pretending otherwise. Eli loves how much I love sex. It’s part of why we’ve done so well over the years when so many of our friends have split up. I’m insatiable in the bedroom. Some men might be threatened by it, but it gets him hotter.

He’s changed out of his riding denim into looser jeans, and I can see that he’s half hard. “Do it, Cait. Show me what a little slut you are. How much that pussy of yours is desperate to be used.”

I feel a gush of wet that has nothing to do with the bath water. I keep my eyes on him as I skim my hand over my body to press open the swollen folds in my neatly trimmed cunt. My clit is aching and desperate, and the lightest touch there makes me gasp.

He makes a low, happy sound. “That’s right,” he says. “Hungry slut. You’re looking forward to tonight, aren’t you?”

I work my clit in little circles, settling into a rhythm that makes me moan and arch my back. “Yes.”

“You want another man to fuck you while I watch?”

I can almost see it in my head. I love it when Eli watches me like this, and having him watch me doing so much more, and with someone else? Seeing his cock go from half hard to hard? I groan, my fingers moving faster.

“Put two fingers in that hungry cunt,” he says.

I do it, and I’m split by a bolt of pleasure. God, I need to be filled so badly, there’s nothing else like this. My cunt clenches as I work my clit faster, thrusting my fingers and moaning with each stroke.

“This is what you want, what you’ve always wanted,” he says. “To have permission to be a slutty wife where I can watch. Where I pick your men and you just get to enjoy them. Be railed by them. Be fucked until you’re screaming.”

I can feel an orgasm spinning toward me and I work my fingers as hard as I can, desperate to come like his, where he can watch me. Where he can see me.

Just like he will tonight.

“You’re going to be my hotwife,” he says. “Tonight.”

The orgasm shatters me. I scream his name as my body clenches down around my fingers, pleasuring tearing me into pieces. His mouth is on mine, kissing me harshly, and I scream again as another bolt of pleasure knocks me over. I ride the orgasm as long as I can, until the harsh spasm dies down into aftershocks. I’m panting, trying to catch my breath as Eli runs his hands gently through my hair.

“Pretty slut,” he murmurs as he kisses my forehead. “We’re going to enjoy ourselves tonight.”
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We pull up to the bar Eli found online, Saint’s Demise. It looks like every backroad dive bar we’ve ever been to. The siding was probably old when it was put up, a letter is out on the neon sign, and the music filtering out the door is loud and twangy, but still somehow blowing out the bass. It’s a weeknight, so the parking lot isn’t crowded. Eli takes my hand and leads me into the bar.

There’s a handful of people inside. A couple eating a meal. Some women in boots practicing the latest social media dance to the song that’s playing. A group of young men are playing pool. And there’s a man standing behind the bar.

Holy shit. The review that said the bartender was cute was not kidding. He’s tall and barrel chested, the kind of guy who looks like he could pick you up and toss you over his shoulder without thinking about it. His brown hair is pulled back in a loose man bun, and his close-cropped beard is the only thing making him look old enough to drink. If he graduated college more than a year ago, I’ll eat a whole lime.

He looks up as we walk in, and I feel his gaze sweep me from head to toe. His eyes catch on my dramatic cleavage for a minute, and when he finishes checking me out and realizes that I’ve been watching every second of him, he grins. Oh, I like that.

I can feel Eli taking me in. When I look at him, he smiles and nods. Giving me permission. “I’ll be over there,” he says, gesturing at a booth in the corner.

Holy shit. This is happening.

I put plenty of sway in my hips as I strut up to the bar. The bartender’s eyes are on every sway. I know my tits look amazing; Eli handed me my favorite pretty pink push-up bra as we were cleaning up at the hotel, and what would otherwise be a V-neck t-shirt now looks like a sinful invitation. My body isn’t as tight and taut it was when I was twenty, but I’ve stayed healthy. I’m excited to show off.

I get to the bar and step up on the rail, leaning my elbows on the bar top in a way that pushes my tits together even more. The bartender is completely lost in them, his gaze intense, his pupils wide. “Hi,” I say. His gaze finally flicks up to my face, and he offers me a broad, open smile that doesn’t even begin to apologize for the way he was imagining his face buried in my tits. I stick out my hand. “I’m Cait.”

He reaches out and takes my hand. I never thought I had small hands, but his are paws that suit his huge frame. I shiver. What else about him is going to be proportionally large. Mmm, I want to find out. “Alex,” he says. His gaze coasts up my cleavage again before settling on my face. “Nice to meet you.”

“Thanks,” I say. I settle into a bar stool and prop my chin up on my hand.

“What can I get you, Cait?”

“Whiskey sour, please. Unless you’re on the menu.”

He grins. He doesn’t throw a glance at Eli, which I appreciate. “Do you really have to choose?”

I watch as he squeezes lemon and lime. “I’d rather not,” I say. “But if I’m telling the total truth, my husband and I came here because you were mentioned in the online reviews. A lot of the online reviews.”

The light is too dim to tell if he blushes, but he does pause for a moment as he separates the egg white into a shaker. “Do they now?”

“Mmmhm.”

He studies me again as he shakes the cocktail, then strains the mixture into the glass. He pushes the drink across the bar top and watches as I take a moment to enjoy the luxurious burn. “I take it you’re not from around here. I’m sure I would have noticed…” his eyes skim my body. “Someone like you.”

“Yes. Touring the coast on a motorcycle. Stopping wherever feels fun.”

“You and your husband?” There’s a slight emphasis on the last word. “That seems like it could be a barrier to some of the fun a beautiful woman could have on the road.”

I shake my head. “Not at all. In fact, he’s encouraging me to enjoy…everything I want.” I feel daring. I reach across the bar and stroke a finger down his neck to catch in the top button of his shirt and tug just a tiny bit. He moves towards me, his nostrils flaring wide. He wants me. Good, because I want him so much. “He just wants to know I’m having fun.”

Alex takes a long moment, studying me. He finally does glance at Eli in the corner. I don’t know what Eli does, but it must satisfy Alex. He smiles just a little. He reaches out and traces a finger down into my cleavage, skimming right and coasting along the upper edge of my bra. My body reacts hard and fast; I can feel my nipples tighten in the thick bra. Oh fuck. “And you want me to have fun with you?”

My voice is breathless. “I want you to use me any way you want until I’m screaming your name.”

His pupils flare wide. His fingers slide deeper into my bra, finding my nipple and tweaking the tight bud. I moan, forcing myself to stay quiet so the entire bar won’t hear.

“Sorry, folks,” Alex calls out. “Problem with the water main. I have to close up early. Sharon, be an angel and shut off the music then lock the door on your way out?”

I want to look around, see if anyone can see what’s happening, but he is twisting and flicking at my nipple now, and all I can do is gasp and whimper and shift, wishing my jeans provided more pressure, because my clit is already screaming. If I hadn’t already come on in the bathtub, I’d be edging right now just because of his fingers.

It seems to take forever for him the bar to empty out. I can’t keep track of time, not really, because he lifts my tit out of my bra to give him a better angle to work my nipple. “Do you like being a slut for your husband?” he asks, his voice soft and entertained?

“Yes,” I gasp.

“Good,” he says. “Because we’re going to put on a show.”

The music has stopped, and I hear the click of a door closing, the quiet that comes when a room goes from full to almost empty. Alex lets go of my breast and I settle down onto a bar stool. He comes out from behind the bar and takes me in, head to toe.

“Strip,” he says. “If I’m going to enjoy you, I’m going to see all of you.”
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Ifeel nervous for about thirty seconds. I want this and I want him. But this still feels like a public place. I haven’t had sex someplace like this since…college? But with the way he’s looking at me…all I want is to do what he says.

I slide off my boots, then unbutton my top. My bra is in total disarray given what he’s been doing to me, but I leave it in place as I slide off my jeans. Eli also brought light pink lacey panties with us, and this matched set leaves nothing to the imagination.

When I slip my thumbs into the sides of the panties, ready to drop them off my hips, Alex stops me. “Oh, no, you make far too pretty of a picture like this.”

He pulls his shirt over his head, then drops his jeans. I gulp when I see his erection jutting out of his boxer shorts. His cock is, in fact, proportional to his tall, thick frame. I’ve always been a size queen, but taking him is going to require work.

My cunt pulses when I think of how very much he’s going to stretch me out.

He laughs. “Yes, I see you looking. Don’t worry, I’ll make sure you’re ready to take me.” He steps close to me, running his hands up my thighs until they meet at my pussy. “But you are going to take me. You want to scream my name? I’ll make sure you do.”

I take one moment to look at Eli, catch his glance and make sure this is still okay. He’s watching me, smiling, one arm stretched out along the back of the booth. I know he’s hard watching us. That makes it so much more exciting.

Then Alex’s broad frame is all that I see. His hands wrap around the backs of my thighs, and he lifts me up so that I’m sitting on the bar. It’s clean and tidy, and there’s this one moment where I wish it was dirty. I wish this was cheaper. Filthier. Nastier.

Alex sees it on my face and chuckles. “You wishing this was a dive bar where you were getting fucked like a desperate slut?” His hand slides up my thigh to cup my pussy. I rock my hips against him like the hungry bitch I am. “Say it.”

“I’m desperate for you. I want you.”

“What do you want?”

I gulp. Eli was never one for dirty talk, and I’m out of practice. “Your cock. Buried in my cunt. Until I’m screaming.”

His fingers dip in either side of my lacey panties and stroke my pussy lips. I rock harder, desperate to push his fingers closer. If I can’t have his cock yet, I want his fingers. My clit is screaming with need, and I want to come so badly.

“We’ve already established that you’re getting that, whether you want it or not,” he says. “What else do you want, hm? What are you hungry for?”

I go hot from top to bottom. No matter how hard I grind my hips against him, he avoids pressing my folds open, touching those places that are already soaking wet for him. “I want my ass fucked,” I whimper. It’s a secret I’ve never told Eli. He made it clear a long time ago that anal wasn’t his thing, and it’s not something I need. But God, is it something I love.

His fingers pull away, but before I can beg for them back, he pushes the slip of fabric aside and spreads me open wide with his fingers. He circles my clit for barely a second and I’m gasping, on the edge of an earth-shattering orgasm. “I can’t do both bare,” he says. “But I can do both. If you think you can take this huge cock in your ass.”

My body scream with need at the thought, and I tumble over into an orgasm, biting back a string of curses as I grind down on his hand. He follows me through it, and as soon as the pleasure breaks and I’ve taken one long gasp, he’s burying his fingers in my cunt. They’re thick and blunt, and I’m stretched almost more than I can take from two fingers. The aftershocks that are burning through me spiral up again, boiling over into another orgasm. I can’t bite back my sounds. I’m groaning and cursing. One hand is tangled in his hair and the other braced on the bar. He lets me fuck his fingers through my orgasm, my cunt clenching at him over and over.

“Holy shit,” he says, clearly entertained. “You are a hungry slut.” He leans forward, burying his face between my breasts, nipping and licking at the mounded flesh. I wrap my arms around him, trying to catch my breath. His fingers keep moving in me, as close to gentle as I think he’s likely to get. It gives my body a chance to breathe, to relax. To be ready for more.

He pulls back, looking at me as he begins to drive his fingers into my cunt with more purpose. I feel a third finger press me open, and it hurts, but it hurts so perfectly. I whimper, but I spread my body open and relax. Let him take me. God, I needed this. I didn’t know I needed this. To be fucked so thoroughly by another man.

And he hasn’t even fucked me yet.

Oh god. Oh hell.

“So, in the ass first,” he says, “and then your cunt. Because when I come in you, bitch, it will be in your cunt.”

“Please.” My hips are bucking against him, my clit singing again. “Please, do it. I want to be filled with your cum.”

He laughs, leans forward, and nips at my lower lip. “It’s so cute that you think I’m asking for permission.”

He pulls back from me, hoisting me up and putting me on the ground. My legs wobble for a moment, and then hold steady. He steps back behind the bar, grabs something and sets it on a pool table with a light directly over it. I shiver. It looks like center stage.

He takes my hand and leads me over in front of the booth where Eli is sitting. “Knees,” he snaps. It only takes me a second to figure out what he wants. I drop down onto my knees, putting me at eye level with his gorgeous fucking cock. He drops his boxers, and then I’m staring at this massive, veiny beast that I’ve begged to have stuffed in my ass and my cunt.

I’m going to die tonight like Catherine the Great, and I don’t mind at all.

“Suck me,” he commands. Something in me shivers in delight at being told what to do, and I’m more than happy to obey. I steady his cock with one hand as I take the tip in my mouth. He’s achingly hard, and I’m a little proud of that. He’s also so swollen that I’m close to gagging before I’m halfway down his shaft. I slow down a bit, trying to catch my breath.

“None of that, slut,” he says. “You’re going to take it.” His hand is on the back of my head, pressing me down so hard that I fight to breathe, but I follow the rhythm he’s setting. I push past my gag reflex over and over, spit and drool running out of my mouth as I work to take him just like he wants. He slams into my throat, making hungry, grunting sounds. I can taste salty precum on my tongue, and I love it. I want more. I work harder for him, moaning at how much I love this, how gorgeous he is, even if I can barely get the sound out around his cock.

He lets out a low curse and pulls free from my mouth, a long string of drool tying us together for a moment. He gets his arms around my upper arms and lifts me to my feet. “As much as I want to come down your throat while you’re screaming,” he says, “I want to fuck your ass and your cunt more.”

He leads me over to the pool table, turning me to face it. He pulls down my panties but stops me when I go to step out of them. “No,” he says. “Sluts who get fucked in bars should feel like they’re getting exactly what they deserve.”

I whimper at the surge of need that floods me. He does unfasten my bra and drop it down my shoulders, though. I’m bare, and the air on my skin makes me shiver. But I’ve never wanted anything more.

He presses between my shoulder blades so that I lean down, my sensitive nipples scraping on the rough green felt. I hear a plastic top flip, and then the clear sound of something not quite liquidy. I’m braced for the cold when his fingers trace the opening of my ass, but not the hot hiss of pleasure when he presses his fingers in. It hurts, but the hurt is just making me hotter. I push back towards his fingers, but he delivers a stinging slap to my ass. “Behave,” he says. “I’m going to take care of you, but you’re going to have to trust me for a minute. Let me fuck you.”

I groan at the words, but I still my body.

He works his fingers into me, spreading me open. My body starts to relax, to feel the pleasure dancing along with the pain. I move with his fingers, not trying to force anything, but luxuriating in the thick, heavy sensation of my ass being filled.

His fingers slide out. I whimper at the loss, but I hear foil tear. My body tingles with anticipation. After a moment, I feel the thick head of his cock pressing at the opening of my ass. It takes everything I have not to drive back onto him, splitting myself on his cock. I feel more cold lube, and then he’s pushing forward.

It hurts. It hurts so much, and I love it. “Come on,” I say, my voice breaking. “Fuck me already.”

He ignores me, just keeps pushing forward with that steady, unrelenting pressure. It spreads my ass wider and wider, the burn growing, until the head of his cock spreads my rim and then slips through. I cry out at the glorious sensation, the fullness. I’m dancing on the edge of an orgasm again, and I want to come around his cock like this. I don’t care how much it hurts.

“Fuck you already, hm?” His tone is tight. “Is that really what you want, Cait?”

“Yes.” He slides all the way into me, slowly, and then pulls out gently. It’s torture. “Please.”

“You like it rough, don’t you?”

“Yes.” Every gentle thrust is agony, a long and lingering tease. “Please. Please, I’m a desperate slut, fuck me so hard.”

“No,” he says. “I’m going to fuck you exactly how I want. And right now, this is what I want.” Another long, dragging stroke. I cry out at the pleasure that refuses to gather and peak. It’s too much and it’s not enough, and I just want more. “Do you want me to stop?”

“Fuck, no, of course not, no. Please don’t stop.”

“Don’t worry,” he says. This time, when he slides in, he slides all the way in, his hips meeting my ass, his cock firmly sheathed in my body. I can’t keep myself still, I press backwards, trying to take another inch, another centimeter, anything to make myself just a little bit fuller. “I’m not stopping until I want to. And I’m going to fuck you slow like this until you come, Cait. Nice and slow until you’re screaming. Because when I’m in your cunt? That’s going to be as hard and rough as you could possibly want. Maybe more than you want.” His fingers stroke down my back, from my neck to the dimples at the top of my ass, and I moan. “But it’s what I want. And isn’t that what matters?”

“Yes. Yes, Alex. Fuck, yes.”

“Good girl,” he says. He works my ass with his cock, driving a slow pace that is killing me. I cry and beg and moan, desperate for him to go faster, to do more. He ignores me, and the pleasure builds in me until I want to scream.

“Play with yourself, Cait,” he says, his voice tight again. “Play with your hungry clit while I take my time fucking your ass.”

The edge of the table makes it hard, but I manage to work my fingers around so that I can circle my clit. My body is stretched so wide and I’m so eager. If he’s going to insist on this gentle rhythm, I can fuck myself rough and harsh. My fingers move fast, pressure hard and deep. My body clenches, tight and aching, squeezing his cock, then explodes with the pleasure. I can’t be still, I drive myself down on his cock, forcing myself back faster than he was letting me move. I don’t care, and he doesn’t fight me. He fucks me through the orgasm, that same slow pace driving me through wave after wave of delight. I hear him curse as my body tightens around him, again and again.

When the pleasure crests and fades, he pulls out. There’s one empty moment, and when he rolls me onto my back, I can see that his cock is bare again.

He glares at the pool table like it’s wronged him personally. “This angle’s terrible,” he says. He yanks my panties off my ankles, and I feel more naked than I did a minute ago. “I know a better one.” He pulls me up again. I wrap my legs around his waist, which puts his straining cock against my desperate pussy. There’s a wild moment where I wonder if I can manage to slide down onto him like this, but then he’s moving me again. He lets me down onto a table, still on my back. “This will be better.”

I hear a heavy groan behind me. I look back. Alex has set me down on the table in front of Eli. Eli has his cock out and is stroking himself, fast. I can see how fast he’s moving, and I know he’s close. I love this. I love that he’s giving this to me. To us.

“Tell your husband you love him,” Alex says, as he lines up his cock with my cunt. “Tell him how grateful you are for letting you have this.”

“I love you, Eli,” I say. And then Alex drives his cock home in my cunt, and I’m howling. There’s no prep work this time, no gentle pressure. He’s rock solid, unrelenting, and he doesn’t give me even a second to adjust before he’s slamming into my cunt. I’m screaming, my back arching, pleasure in wave after wave. It’s not even an orgasm, just explosion after explosion of sensation.

“All of it,” Alex grunts. I’m so full and stretched that I can feel his cock pulsing, feel him getting closer to his own orgasm. “Say it all.”

“Thank you,” I manage through my cries. “Thank you for giving me this.”

Alex curses. I hear Eli’s heavy groan and know he’s tipped over the edge. And then Alex’s thumb is on my clit, pressing in hard, fast circles. “You’ve got one more in you, baby,” he says. “I want it. I want everything you’ve got.”

His cock is driving over that sweet spot inside of me, and the pleasure of his thumb on my clit makes everything tighten into a pinpoint of light.

“Give it to me.”

My body follows his command before my brain processes it all the way. I’m screaming as I come, a wave so big and heavy that I can’t see, can’t think, can only feel. Feel the waves of pleasure. Hear Alex’s heavy groan followed by the steaming hot sensation of his release, cum washing through my cunt. The pleasure had almost begun to fade, but the ropes of cum I can feel as he drives into my cunt send me over the edge again. He fucks me through his orgasm and mine, and then we’re sagging slowly down.

I can’t remember the last time I felt this sated.
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When I’ve caught my breath, Alex pulls out. He gets a couple of bar towels and cleans up my sore cunt and my delicate ass while Eli kisses me and strokes my hair. “You’re beautiful,” Eli whispers. “You’re so fucking gorgeous.”

“I love you.” I pull his lips down to mine, over and over.

I’m way too sore to get back on a motorcycle, so Eli calls us a cab back to the hotel. Alex says he’ll take care of the bike for the night, and the men shake hands.

“You’re absolutely gorgeous,” Alex says, pulling me close for just a moment. “You two are welcome back any time.”

I giggle, and Eli pulls me close. “Noted,” he says. I think he really means it. The idea of having this again makes me shiver. I’d thought this might be fun, but I didn’t know it would feel like this. I didn’t know I could feel like this.

Eli’s hotwife. I could get used to this. I think I want to.

On the ride back to the hotel, I’m curled up against him. When we get to our room, I have a shower, cleaning up a little more thoroughly than I could in the bar. I don’t bother getting dressed before I curl up in the sheets. Eli pulls me tight against him, cuddled up on his chest.

“How was that for you?” His voice is gentle and curious, but I can hear the thread of nervousness underneath.

I lean up on a shaky elbow so I can see him. I don’t bother trying to keep the sheet over my breasts. He traces his fingers down one lightly, brushing his thumb over my nipple. I sigh with delight, enjoying the sensation, even though I’m way too worn out to come again. “Glorious,” I say. “I had no idea I could feel like that.”

“Me either,” he said. “It was more than I’d hoped.”

I bite my lip, afraid of what he might say. “Do you want to do that again?”

He pulls me as tight as he can, wrapping a leg around mine to get a little closer. I can feel his cock half hard against my thigh, and my body stirs. “Please,” he says. “As often as you want.”

I push gently so that he rolls onto his back. I straddle him, and his cock hardens until it’s jutting out from his hips. Maybe I can come one more time. “There’s a lot of biker bars on the East Coast,” I say. “I might want this a lot.”

He pulls my hips forward, and I sink down on his cock, cursing with the heated, wonderful feeling of my husband’s cock buried in my slutty cunt. “As often as you want, my love.” He thrusts up into me, and I groan, rolling my hips against him. Neither of us are going to last long like this. But maybe I do have one more orgasm in me. “I want it too.”

I ride him as rough and hard as my sore body can stand, and then I’m coming all over him, grinding down into his hips as he shoots his load deep in my body. We fall asleep tangled up together.

There are a lot of biker bars on the East Coast. I’m just getting started.


AFTERWORD


Thank you for reading! I hope you enjoyed Eli and Cait’s adventure into hotwifing as much as they did. Consider leaving a rating and a review to let other readers know about this story. As Amazon is pushing back against erotica writers in a lot of ways, recommending books is more important than it has ever been.

If you want to keep up with my writing, follow me on Amazon. You can also sign up for my newsletter, where I talk about what I’m working on next and also bring you great deals and sales when I partner with other authors. Enjoy the occasional freebie and extra fun time! When you sign up, you’ll get a free hotwife story to enjoy.

And if you liked this story, consider checking out my first series, Ink Stained: The Tattoo Parlor Hotwife. When Will decides to share his wife Haley with a series of younger men, the obvious choices are the men he knows from his tattoo parlor.

Thanks for being here. Enjoy!
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