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FOREWORD


This collection includes five previously published stories in the Biker Bar Hotwife series. These include The Biker Bar Hotwife, Hotwife on Display, Hotwife in Demand, Bet on the Hotwife, and The Hotwife’s New Belt. Many of these stories feature multiple men and light BDSM elements, and all of them contain lots and lots of orgasms.


THE BIKER BAR HOTWIFE


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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I feel 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.
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THE HOTWIFE ON DISPLAY


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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“What about?”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Yes. Fucking yes, Eli.”

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

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

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

I wanted that feeling again.

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

“New to town or just riding through?”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Where are we going?”

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

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

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

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

“Good,” he said. “This way.”

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

I loved it.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Tell me,” I panted.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Harder,” I panted. “I want more.”

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

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

“Your husband knows you’re here?”

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

“Where’s your phone?”

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

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

“With my pants,” I said.

“Mike.”

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

“Call him.”

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

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

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

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

“Put him on speaker,” James said.

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

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

“Yes,” Eli said.

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

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

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

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

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

“Would you like that, Cait?”

“Yes,” I gasped. “Fuck. Yes.”

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

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

“Yes,” Eli choked out.

“You do that for her?”

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

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

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

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

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

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

I screamed at the heat, at the humiliation, at the merciless way that James was using my cunt. It all twisted up into a tight point, and then I was coming, screaming, my body slamming back against James even though it pushed him farther into me. He stroked my ass and my cunt in the same rhythm, and the orgasm that tore through me make me so tight he could barely keep moving. He drove me through spasm after spasm of pleasure, shattering my body again and again. When my body finally sagged and released, he slammed into me, his hand yanking me back onto his cock. I felt the moment his body tightened, then felt the hot gush as he swore and came deep in me. Pulse after pulse of cum coated my insides, painting me white. The heat set me off again, spasming around him as he rocked me through my orgasm and his. His cum ran down my thighs, and Mike’s was covering my face. I was exactly the sloppy hotwife slut I wanted to be. My body was completely boneless, totally collapsed, and so very happy.
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My legs were still shaky by the time I got back to the hotel room. When I’d decided to take my bike out, I hadn’t planned ahead to how much it would hurt to ride back after the pounding my cunt had taken.

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

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

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

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

“No.”

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

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

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

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

“And then?”

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

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

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

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

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

“Feels good, still?”

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

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

I snuggled into him even tighter. I was a mess, and I needed a shower, but right now, I wanted him to hold me more than anything. He held me against him as I drifted off to sleep.
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“That was hot as hell,” James said, pulling me up to sitting. I was still completely naked, and I could feel his cum drying on my inner thighs. I’d cleaned up my face, but I could still feel a little bit of stickiness on my cheeks. “You staying in town a while?”

I shook my head. “My husband and I ride out in the morning.”

James nodded. “Shame. You ever find yourself nearby again, give me a call.” He grinned and pulled me in for a long kiss. “See if your ass can take my cock.”

I shivered. James put his hand on the doorknob and glanced at Mike. “You going to stay?”

Mike glanced at me. “If you’re done with her.” He grinned at me. “Did your husband set any rules?”

I shook my head. “He told me to do anything I wanted.” I looked him up and down. He was longer and leaner than I’d normally choose, but the heat in his gaze made me curious to see what he’d do.

James laughed a little. “Have fun.” He left the room.

There was something even sluttier about this. I was seriously considering fucking a man I didn’t know, and who had just watched me get fucked by a stranger. My body roared to life all over again, and I wanted this man in front of me.

Mike had pulled off his shirt, and his jeans were undone. His cock was still out, and even though he’d just come all over my face, he was hard again. I grinned. Oh, to be twenty. “What do you want to do to me, Mike?”

He didn’t answer, just stepped in close to me. He pressed one hand between my folds, tracing up my sore cunt to find my clit. I moaned and let my hips rock in time to his circles. He leaned down over my breasts, pulling the flesh of one into his mouth. The sharp pain was glorious, and he didn’t let up. His fingers slipped into my cunt—taking two, and then three was easy, I was fucked so wide open—and moved in the same rhythm as the pulses of his mouth, sucking at my breast. I rode his hand, loving the pain and fucking myself on his fingers. I moaned as the pleasure started to spin together. I was so sore, and it hurt so much, and I wanted more.

He let my breast fall out of his mouth and slammed a fourth finger into my cunt. “I want you to go back to your husband marked,” he said. “And I want you to come on my fingers even though it hurts.”

I was rolling my hips with every thrust of his fingers, but I needed more. “My clit,” I panted. “Please.”

“Play with yourself,” he said. I braced myself on one arm and worked the other between us. I was so close and so full that it only took a few hard, fast circles and I was coming hard, spasming around his fingers, spiraling through each wave of pleasure. When the pleasure let me loose, I sagged a little; he caught me before I fell back on the table.

“Is that all you wanted?” I let out a little laugh. His cock was rock hard again, the tip wet with precum. I reached out and took him in my hand. “You can have more if you want it.”

He looked almost nervous, but his eyes rolled up when I wrapped my hand around his cock. His hips bucked up into my fist as I started to stroke him. “You are a slut,” he said, his tone making it clear that he meant it as a compliment.

“Mmhm.” I relished the word, loved how it felt on my skin. “And what do you want to do to a slutty wife like me?”

“Fuck your ass,” he groaned, his hips still pumping into my hand. “Since your pretty cunt is clearly sore, I want to use your ass.”

I moaned in response. James had teased my ass, and it had made me come so much harder—but I wanted more. I wanted to go home to Eli having been used in every hole. “Yes, please yes.”

Mike pulled free from my hand and spun me around, pushing me down on the table again. There was nothing soft in his movements. His fingers swirled through the wetness of my cunt, and it was easy for him to fit two fingers in my ass. I groaned as he worked them into me. This was a different kind of fullness from having my cunt stuffed, and I hadn’t known how much I wanted it until I had it. “Do you have lube?”

If I wasn’t naked, draped over a table with another man’s cum drying on my thighs, I might have blushed. “In the pocket of my jeans.”

His fingers pulled out and I was empty again. I whimpered at the loss, hating the feeling of it. But then he was back, working two, and then three fingers into my ass. I’d gotten an eyeful of Mike when he was spraying cum on my face. He was big, but he wasn’t a monster. He’d stretch me out, but he didn’t scare me.

And then I felt the head of his cock pressing into my ass. Before I had a chance to breathe, he was spreading me open, his cock driving into me steady and harsh. I whimpered and squirmed, trying to find some room to breathe. He placed a hand on my back, just enough to hold me in place. “Don’t whine,” he said, his voice rough and hungry. “You can take it.”

My body surged with need. I was tight, so tight around his cock, but I shoved my hips back. He didn’t fight me, let me split my ass on his cock. It hurt, and I didn’t care. The burn was glorious.

Mike cursed behind me. “You want it hard, slut?”

“Yes. God, yes.”

He didn’t agree, didn’t laugh, didn’t say anything. He just slammed into my ass, fucking me hard and fast. I cried out, my body aching at the invasion that was going too fast, and loving every second of it.

Mike tangled his fist in my hair and pulled hard enough that my back bowed. “Are you going to come like this? A stranger buried in your ass?”

With my back bent, every thrust made my tits slap heavily into the table. The spot where he’d marked me burned. My body knew exactly what I was doing. Why I was doing it. Who had told me to. “Clit,” I managed to moan. “Please.”

“If I had a vibrator, I’d hold it on your clit until you screamed,” he said, his voice harsh and hard. I could feel him swelling in my ass, stretching me even further. “Do it.”

I was so close already, need burning me up. I managed to get my fingers between my folds and was already screaming. My body clenched hard on Mike as the orgasm washed over me, pulsing around him, and he let loose, coating my insides with his waves of cum. The heat pushed at my orgasm, pulling it out further and further, until I thought I’d die. He fucked me through all of it, all of his, until we were sagging together, completely spent.

He pet my hair for a moment as he pulled free from my ass. I whimpered at the sudden emptiness. I had been so very full. “Shame you won’t be in town for long.”

I smiled and gave him a kiss. He moaned into my mouth, and I felt his cock stir against my leg again. I giggled a little. “Just make sure you remember me.”

Mike shook his head and laughed. “Yeah, I’m never going to forget this.”

I needed to clean up enough to put my clothes back on. I needed to get home to my husband.
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THE HOTWIFE IN DEMAND


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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“The more the merrier,” I said.

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

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

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

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

Slim grinned. “Best friends share.”

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

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

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

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

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

Slim chuckled. “Sounds about right to me.”

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

My eyes went wide. “Like, with…”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Yes.”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“I want all of it,” I managed to say.

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

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

“Yes.”

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

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

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

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

“I think so,” he said.

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

“Wait,” Bear said. “Get her phone.”

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

Slim put the phone down next to me.

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

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

“Who?”

“My husband.”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“God, yes.”

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

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

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

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

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

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

I couldn’t help but giggle.

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

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

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

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

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

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

Eli nodded. “I think that could work.”

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

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

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

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

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

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

I felt him shrug. “It’s always true.”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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


“What are you looking at?” I leaned my head onto my husband’s shoulder to see what he was checking out on his phone. He had a look that made my belly tingle; it was the look he’d started to get the past few weeks when he had found a new spot where he thought I’d find a man I could fuck.

I’d turned 43 this past year. While most men would get their wife some boring gift, my husband Eli had decided that what I really needed was to spend the summer touring the East Coast on the motorcycles that had been gathering far too much dust in our garage. After just a few days on the road, he’d confessed his deepest fantasy. He wanted to share me with other men and hear all about my adventures.

He wanted me to be his hotwife.

I’d been nervous at first, but now? After we’d experimented a few times, I was as turned on by the prospect as he was. He’d had to work hard to convince me to settle down and marry him, committing myself to just one man for the rest of my life. Having a hall pass every once in a while was exactly what I needed to ease all my aches. I loved Eli more than anything, but our sex life had slowed down as we got older…but my sex drive hadn’t.

This was the perfect arrangement.

I leaned over his shoulder expecting to see the webpage for a bar or club nearby. Instead, he was looking at a social media group for a big poker tournament happening in the next town over from where we’d holed up for a few days. I swallowed a little bit of disappointment. Eli loved to play poker, and he was pretty good at it. I couldn’t expect him to spend every single moment thinking about my pleasure. He deserved to have fun on this trip as well.

Although he’d certainly enjoyed every single one of my adventures. I’d never seen my husband as turned on as he was when I told him about the men who used me. The different ways I’d been used were turning him on more and more.

“Looks like fun,” I said. “We should go.”

He glanced at me and kissed me on the cheek. “You don’t like poker very much.”

I shrugged. “It’s okay, I can go to cheer on my man.”

He laughed and wrapped an arm around me. “Thanks, Cait. You’re always my best good luck charm.”

I snuggled into him. “Happily, love.” And, privately, I wondered if I might find someone else there who wasn’t quite so into a poker game, and who might want to slip away from the tables for a bit. Maybe Eli and I could both have fun tonight.
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The poker tournament was being held in a small building in the center of town, the kind of community center that would serve as many different purposes as the town needed. There were three different men helping to set up card tables and poker chips. One was absolutely huge, broad through the shoulders and barrel chested, with dark hair pulled back into a ponytail. He’d introduced himself as David when he shook Eli’s hand. There was a slimmer, much younger man who’d been introduced as Rich; he had curly brown hair that was just a little long. The third was Tim. He looked like the star of a college swim team, broad through the shoulders and narrow at the waist. He was also the only one who deliberately and visibly checked me out, his gaze tracing from my breasts to my ass and back again without any shame.

“Sorry,” David said to Eli, though I didn’t think he was all that sorry. “Local players only. This is for fun, not for some out-of-town card sharp to come in and fleece everyone here.”

I laughed a little, and all four of them glanced at me. “He’s not that good at poker,” I said.

David lifted an eyebrow. “Yeah, and I’m sure you’re not that good at playing pool, right up until a man doubles down and then leaves with an empty wallet.”

Ouch. That stung. In part because it was pretty true.

Eli shrugged, resigned to his fate. “Thanks anyway,” he said. “Best of luck to you.”

I followed him out to the parking lot and wrapped my arms around him in a hug. “Sorry,” I said. “I know you were looking forward to some fun of your own.”

“It’s no big deal,” he said, even though it clearly was. “We can find something else to do.”

I took a long look back at the plain, unassuming building. All of the places he’d sent me to have my fun were bars that were just this side of seedy, just a little dark and dim, and just a little naughty. This place was different. Community-oriented.

But there was nothing community-oriented about a poker tournament.

“What do you say I go back and see if I can convince them to let you play?

Eli’s eyebrows went up. “You can be very convincing.”

“Let’s see what I can do.”
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Before I walked back into the community center, I tugged my top down lower to show off my tits better, let my long hair out of its braid, and put a little extra sashay in my hips. My skinny jeans had the potential to be awkward, but they did make my 43-year-old ass look absolutely amazing.

David saw me walking back in and moved to intercept me. “I said your man can’t play, and neither can you.”

I stepped into his personal space, leaning up against him just a little. I was tall in my boots, but I still had to tilt my head up to look him in the eye. “That’s fair,” I said. “I understand your rules. But I was wondering if I could convince you to bend them just a little.” I traced one finger from the collar of his shirt down his thick chest to hook in the buckle of his pants. I gave just a little tug and put as much purr in my voice as I could. “I’d do anything you wanted?”

His face stayed impartial, but he didn’t hide the long look he took at my cleavage. With my top pulled down, my push-up bra was doing double time, and he could see practically see my nipples. “I don’t know,” he said. His voice was neutral, but his eyes were not. “I’d take a lot of convincing.”

I could feel Tim and Rich looking at us now, too. “I bet your friends would also need to be convinced,” I said. “A lot.”

Tim cleared his throat. “And how does your husband feel about this?”

I laughed. “Who do you think sent me back in? Call him, if you want. He loves to watch.”

Alex let out a low curse.

“You want to take all of three of us at once,” David said.

“In a row. All at once.” I gave another tug on his belt buckle. I couldn’t have moved him if I wanted to, but he let himself sway closer to me. Even through his jeans, I could feel how hard he was, and when I palmed his cock through his jeans, my mouth went a little dry at how big he clearly was. “Whatever you want.”

“And what if we decide he still can’t play?”

I shrugged. My body was hungry, and my panties were already soaked. Tim and Rich were moving closer. Oh god, I wanted this so much. “I don’t care,” I said. “I just want to get fucked.”

David laughed, and the desire I could feel in his cock finally showed in his face. “Oh, I think the three of us can manage that.” He nodded at Alex. “See if he wants to come in and watch his wife get wrecked.”

David wrapped his fist in my hair. I let out a happy little his as he used it to turn me so that my back was to his front. “What do you think, Tim?”

Tim studied me carefully, almost analytically. “She’s wearing way too many clothes to decide.”

David nodded. “Fair. Let’s solve that.”

They pulled my t-shirt over my head, and David held me still while Tim worked my jeans down my legs. My boots were gone. When I was standing there in my bra and panties, Alex walked back in with Eli behind him. I shivered, my nipples pebbling hard against the cool air. David reached one big hand inside my bra and kneaded my breast, his fingers rolling my nipple in a way that made me whimper and groan.

“Enjoy the show,” he said, his voice clearly directed at Eli.

Eli didn’t say anything. He pulled a chair away from one of the tables and dropped into it, his legs wide. The first time we’d done this, he’d watched me, and other times he’d heard me on the phone as I came screaming someone else’s name. But this was different somehow. I knew these three men were going to use me mercilessly. They were talking about me almost like I wasn’t there. It soaked my cunt, made me want to beg.

“Put her on the table,” Tim was saying. “I want to see my cock in her mouth.”

I wasn’t sure when they’d gotten naked as well, but when I glanced at him, he was completely nude, and his thick cock was jutting out from his hips. I wanted it in my mouth more than anything, and I started to drop to my knees.

David’s hand in my hair pulled. “He said the table.” He boosted me up so that I was sitting on the table edge, then guided me around so that I was laying down, facing up, my head hanging off the edge of the table. I wasn’t sure what was going to happen until Tim’s cock took all of my attention. The thick head tapped at my lips, and I opened for him, ready to suck him like the greedy slut I was. I’d never taken a man like this, but as soon as he pushed into my mouth, I could feel how different it was. I groaned as he shoved past my gag reflex, swallowing him hard. At this angle, when he pushed hard, I couldn’t breathe. I gripped the edge of the table to hold myself steady. I gasped as he pulled back, sucking in air hard before he slammed forward again. He was big, and it would have been work to take him on my knees. Here, all I could do was open my mouth and relax my jaw and trust that he’d let me breathe again. My cunt twisted with eager need,  and I clung to the table. With every thrust, his sack slapped into my forehead. I whimpered over and over again. Asking three men to fuck me was slutty and gorgeous; this was humiliating.

And I liked it.

Hands shoved my knees apart, and I felt my panties slip off my hips. With no other warning, two thick fingers were splitting my cunt. With Tim’s cock and sack filling my vision, all my attention focused on timing my breathing as he started to thrust faster into my mouth, I had no idea who was there. I heard someone calling me a hungry slut, and then wet heat closed over my clit. It didn’t matter that I could barely breathe around the cock in my mouth; I screamed. My body was so tight and eager that two quick trusts combined with the harsh suck on my clit sent me tumbling over the edge into an orgasm. Tim cursed and yanked his cock out of my mouth. As I arched my back, riding the pleasure, he stroked his cock harshly for just a second before his cum spilled all over my face and chest. The hot sensation set me off again just as the orgasm had been waning. My body clenched on those tight fingers again and again. “Fuck,” I murmured.

“And that’s just the beginning,” David said. “Let’s see how full our little slut can be.”

The hot mouth stopped torturing my clit, and I was pulled to sitting. I saw Alex there, his face wet with my juices and his fingers still buried deep in me. He was naked, too, his cock hard and eager. His was short but thick, veiny and dark red. My eyes went wide, staring at him.

He laughed. “Worried you can’t take it?”

I swallowed hard. The cum was cooling on my skin, going sticky, and my cunt was soaked. My nipples were hard enough to cut glass. “No, just worried it’s going to hurt.”

“Worried, or excited?” He twisted his hand, and instead of two fingers buried in me, there were four. I cursed and rocked my hips, seeking him even as his fingers split me open.

I felt someone behind me—Tim. He tugged me backward just a little, my back resting on his chest, giving Alex a better angle to slam his fingers into me. Tim lifted my breasts out of my bra, kneading and twisting them to make me cry out. When Tim reached down far enough to press a finger against my clit, spinning in lazy circles, I bucked my hips. I was pinned between them and barely had enough leverage to do anything, but my body demanded movement. Pleasure was spinning through me, hot and needy, and I chased my orgasm like the hungry slut I was.

“This is obviously not your first time,” Alex said, his fingers driving into me, the ache chased by sparkling pleasure with every thrust. “I’d think you’d be loose and sloppy now. But no, you’re still tight enough that I really think it is going to hurt when you take my cock.”

I whimpered, and with the little leverage I had, I rocked my hips, trying to take his fingers deeper. Behind me, I could feel Tim’s cock stirring again as my back moved over him, offering pressure and friction. He wasn’t hard again yet, but I knew he would be. I knew he wasn’t done with me.

The first burst of tight need started to spin through me, and Alex’s fingers disappeared. I screamed at the loss, but before I could do more, he’d yanked me to the edge of the table, and his thick cock drove into my cunt. I was tight, so tight that it hurt. He didn’t go slow or give me time to adjust. The orgasm slammed back into me, bowing my back and driving me down hard enough that he swore. I split around him, aching and crying as he fucked, fast and cruel.

“Pretty slut,” he said as I started to circle back down to earth. “I knew you could take it.”

I whimpered, sagging against Tim. My body felt loose and soft, tired, and I knew they weren’t even close to done with me.

“Aw,” I heard David say. I distantly wondered where he’d been all this time. “And I haven’t even had my turn.”
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“I think we’re going to need to slow down for just a moment,” David said. “As much as I hate that. But I want her to feel every single moment of what I have planned.”

Alex slowed down, but he didn’t pull out. He stroked me just enough to stay rock hard in my cunt.  Tim shifted behind me, moving so that my head was just barely on his lap, and I was mostly lying on the table again.

“I think the problem,” David said. “Is that no one has trained this slut to behave.” He leaned over me, unfastening my bra and easing it off my arms. Without the dedicated efforts of the pushup bra, it was clear how soft and loose my tits—and therefore, the rest of my body—had gotten over the years. I put in plenty of work to stay fit, but there was no denying that things were different at 40 than they had been at 20.

But two of these men were probably still in college, and they were clearly desperate for me. One of them was hard in my cunt, and the other’s cum was dried on my chest. I was wanted. I was needed. The knowledge sent a flurry of awareness and heat through my body, and I shifted my hips to meet Alex’s next gentle thrust.

There was a sharp sting as David brought his hand down hard on my breast. “That’s what I mean,” he said. “No one has taught this slutty girl how to be patient. How to wait her turn.” His hand tightened on my chin and turned me to look at him. “You probably just get to cum whenever you want, don’t you?”

I bit my lip, not sure how to answer. It earned me another stinging slap on my breast, and I howled. “Yes? Yes. I just—it happens.” I wasn’t sure what he was getting at. What the alternative was.

“Not this time,” he said. “I’ve counted three orgasms in just the past few minutes. That’s enough to take the edge off for anyone.” A third stinging slap sent another rush of heat to my cunt, and I would have argued if I could have thought through the pain. My brain was spinning. Eli had never dreamed of playing with pain at all. It was against his nature. But this felt good. Incredible. I wanted more of it.

Desperately.

“So now we’re going to play a fun game,” David said. “The rules are simple. You don’t come until I say.”

I opened my mouth to say something, but Alex drove hard into me, making me cry out. David laughed. “Of course, it seems like taking the edge off doesn’t mean much for a desperate slut like you.” He stood still for a moment, tapping his thumb on his teeth. He’d lost his shirt at some point, but he was still wearing his jeans. He nodded at Alex. “Put her in your lap.”

Alex and Tim worked me upright and into Alex’s arms. Alex sat down in a chair, his legs wide, then pulled me down into him. My thighs stretched as he pulled me down onto his cock. I shook, trying to hold still. I could just barely touch the floor with my toes, it would be enough to get just enough leverage to bounce on his cock, and if I tilted my hips just a little…

“Every orgasm you try for where I don’t give you permission is going to get ruined,” David said, his voice ice cold. “But we still won’t stop until we’re done. You’re going to get used the way I want to use you, and the only question is whether or not you enjoy it. Understand?”

I lifted my toes, removing the temptation. Alex pulled me back against him and kept easing gently in and out of me, stroking slow circles on my belly. “Yes, sir.” The word came out without my thinking it, and David’s nostrils flared wide.

“Pretty slut.” He looked off to the side, and it took me a second to realize he was looking at Eli. “You wanted to play poker? Come over here.”

I heard Eli’s chair scrape on the floor as he stood up. As he walked around, I could see that he’d already had his cock out, stroking himself at the spectacle these men were putting on.

David at Eli settle into chairs, sitting opposite each other, with Alex fucking me slowly between them. Lazy pleasure was spiraling through me. I knew Alex was taking it easy on me, just a little. Letting my body slow down and settle. I didn’t know exactly what David meant by not coming. I’d never had a problem getting off during sex, but the idea of waiting still seemed…pointless.

“Your husband wanted to play cards, so that’s what we’re going to do,” David said. He reached out, and Tim handed him a deck. Tim sat down, but pulled back from the table. He was hard again, watching Alex and I carefully and gently stroking himself. The sight made me hiss with need. I loved being watched. If I thought about that, I knew what it would do to me. I knew how it would make my clit ache and my body beg for release. I didn’t know what was happening, but I didn’t want to make it harder. “Keep it simple. Three card stud. I win, she has to wait before she comes. You win, you get to pick what happens to her next.”

Eli stared at David for a long moment. “You okay, babe?”

Alex reached down and stroked one lazy circle around my clit. I groaned and rocked with him for a moment, relishing the sensation, before forcing myself to slow down. “Never better.” I had to force the words out through gritted teeth.

“Let’s do it.”

David glanced at Alex. “You don’t have to make it easy on her,” he said. “But I meant it about ruining them.”

I felt Alex nod behind me. “You got it.”

“Okay,” David said. “Let’s play cards.”
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I wasn’t much of a poker fan. I’d picked up the basics watching Eli play now and then, but whatever I learned was driven out of my head by Alex’s slow thrusts. After David’s comment about not taking it easy, his thrusts weren’t quite as slow and gentle. He wasn’t pounding into me, but he’d leaned back so that I was moving more freely. I could imagine what his thick cock would look like, stretching my cunt out, and I had to close my eyes against the pleasure that was threatening me.

“You have no idea how to wait,” Alex said, laughing a little. “This is going to be hard for you.”

I whimpered, too tense to agree.

“I don’t mind giving you a few pointers,” he said, while David broke open the fresh deck and shuffled the cards. “For example, when I do this?” His hand swept down between my lips and swirled hard over my clit. My body tensed, and I wanted to scream and bear down, forcing his cock deep inside me until I shattered. He laughed behind me. “Try not to let your body tense. That pushes you closer. Try and relax.”

His fingers didn’t slow down, and my body twisted into tighter and tighter knots. “I can’t⁠—”

“You can, baby,” he said. “Try for me.”

His soft words made me want to, but I was so close to the edge, and I couldn’t make my body relax like he said. His fingers spinning over my clit were more than I could take. My body clenched hard against him, throbbing and tightening⁠—

And then it was gone. His fingers disappeared from my clit, his cock pulled out of my cunt, and I was left clenching on nothing. It hurt, having the pleasure disappear so abruptly, and the sparkling desire sputtered out. I whimpered, rocking gently. Alex pressed his hands into my belly for a moment, giving me something to settle on.

“That’s no fun, is it?” David’s voice was cold and teasing. “So, listen to Alex and learn to behave yourself.”

Eli’s eyes were wide open, and some part of me was surprised his hand wasn’t under the table, stroking himself fast and hard.

Alex’s thick cock pressed back into me as David dealt the cards. Eli’s face slid into the careful mask he wore when he played as Alex started up those slow circles again. My body ached so much that they weren’t a pleasant teasing now; they just ached. “Come on, baby,” he said. “Relax for me. You want this, don’t you?”

I did, god, did I ever. I tried to breathe, to fall into him. To let my body just feel.

“Good, just like that,” he said. “Keep breathing. Let it happen, but just don’t let it pull you under. It’s going to feel so good, baby, if you wait for it. I promise.”

David and Eli were betting now, going back and forth quickly. I couldn’t follow what was happening. It was work to feel Alex’s hands and not let that need spiral up, especially when Tim let out a low moan. His eyes were fixated on where Tim’s cock was driving into me. I imagined how we must look again, and then I squeezed my eyes shut. “Fuck,” I whimpered. “Fuck.”

Alex laughed. “Keep breathing, baby. Look, they’re almost done the first hand. What’s it going to be?”

They flipped the cards. David had an ace high, but Eli had a pair of threes. Winner. Alex pushed into me a little harder, and I couldn’t stay still. I rocked with his thrusts, letting that pleasure build, sure Eli would let me have some relief.

“She waits,” he said.

For a moment, my body didn’t understand the words, and I felt that tight clench of an orgasm bearing down on me. I gritted my teeth, trying to breathe.

“Hush, baby,” Alex said in my ear. He didn’t slow down, didn’t ease up on my cunt at all, but he did stop circling my clit. “Breathe.”

My hands were on his thighs, and I dug my fingers into his flesh, trying desperately to force the pleasure away. He made a hungry little sound behind me, and I forced myself to ignore it. I caught hold of myself, dragging myself away from the cliff of need.

“Good job, baby,” Alex said. He slowed down the thrust of his hips again, giving me some small relief. “Look, they’re dealing again. Let’s watch.”

Eli did have his cock in his hand now, moving in light strokes. I forced myself not to look, to squeeze my eyes shut and focus on the feeling of Alex’s hand on my stomach, steadying me. I listened to Eli and David betting back and forth. I knew they were going to flip their hands when Alex started to move harder, faster, twisting his cock into my body and making me cry out with every thrust.

Eli flipped a Queen high. David had a King.

“She waits.”

I couldn’t. Pleasure slammed through me, desperate and hungry, even though I was sure what would happen next. Alex’s cock slipped out and I screamed, my body clenching on nothing, desperate and aching.

“Your wife is fucking something else,” David said, his tone conversational. “Best of three. Alex, get her ass open. I know what a slut like her needs.”

Alex guided me up to my feet, then turned me around so that I was facing him. Mercy of mercies, he didn’t shove me down on his cock, just pinned it between us. I sagged on his shoulder. I could feel tears on my cheeks. “Oh now, baby,” he said. “No need to be like that. David’ll make you feel good before you’re done. You just have to wait for it like a good girl.”

A bottle of lube came from somewhere, and I felt the cold gel on Alex’s fingers as he started to work them into my ass. The sensation was deep and the best kind of invasive, and I absolutely loved it. It was also a glorious relief from Alex driving into my cunt.

“You’re a pretty slut who loves taking it in the ass, aren’t you?”

“Guilty as charged,” I managed to pant out.

“Good,” he said.

I could hear the cards being dealt, hear the bets start, but it all faded away as Alex crammed more into my ass. There was pleasure building of a deeper kind, but I could keep breathing, let it make me float without overwhelming me.

“Good job, baby,” he said. “Just like that.”

There was quiet behind us. “You should listen, baby,” Alex said. He didn’t stop working his fingers in me, but I managed to glance over my shoulder.

David had a pair of Jacks. Eli had a flush.

“Well,” David said, his voice entertained. “What’s your choice?”

Eli leaned back from the table. He had his hand around his cock again, stroking slowly. “Make her wait as long as you want,” he said. “And I want to hear her screaming your names.”

I could almost hear David grin. “You can stay there,” he said, nodding at Eli. “Tim?”

Tim was rock hard again, and he moved around to Alex and I. I heard David’s zipper work, his jeans hit the floor. His cock was intimidatingly huge, making Alex look average by comparison.

I got lifted up on the table again, which was good because I didn’t think I’d be able to stand. My ass was right at the edge of the table. Alex followed me up on his knees. He hooked his arms under my knees, lifting me up so that my entire ass was exposed, then buried his cock in my cunt again. Pleasure slammed back into me, making me whimper. He stroked my cheek. “Breathe, baby. Do it for me.”

I wanted to come so much it hurt. I could feel the swirling need in my body, and I didn’t know how to hold back.

And then there was the harsh pressure of another cock. Tim, pressing into my ass. I groaned and cried out as the thick head of him pushed deeply into me. I whimpered at the burn. I was already so full with Alex, and feeling more was so overwhelming that I thought it would kill me.

I heard Eli’s heavy curse, knew he was staring, knew he was stroking his cock. It spiraled me up even farther. The head of Tim’s cock pressed past my tight ring, and then I was so full it hurt. They started to move, timing their thrusts so that I was as full as I could be. I was sure they were rubbing on each other, too, and listening to them both groaning, I knew that was taunting them as well. The thought of the men enjoying each other, made my body tense. I tried to breathe.

“She can’t hold back much longer,” Alex said, panting. “She’s so fucking tight.”

I tried to breathe, tried to wait, but they were both driving into me, stretching me, and the need had turned into a pinpoint of stars deep in my clit.

David let the moment stretch, let it pull out like taffy. I stared up at him, trying to let him see my desperation.

I saw him nod, felt Alex’s finger trace down my cheek. “Come for me, baby,” he said.

Pleasure exploded through me so hard that I saw stars. I heard myself scream his name, felt my throat raw and burning as the men slammed into me. My body tightened and tightened and tightened, the pleasure unending as they fucked into me. I collapsed as the pleasure rocked through me in waves.

“Fingers on your clit,” David snapped, and I obeyed, even though my head was full of fuzz and pleasure. I found my clit and pressed, spinning soft circles. “More.” I moved faster, surprised at how quickly the pleasure was spiraling up.

“Again,” Alex said. “Again, baby.” And my body listened, another wave of pleasure spinning through me. My body was wild. I was distantly aware of trying to meet their trusts, but I couldn’t keep myself under control. Couldn’t keep my body moving. I screamed their names because I knew I was supposed to, begged them to keep going, to keep fucking me, to never, ever stop.

I heard Tim curse, felt him let go warm ropes of cum in my ass. Painting me inside. He fell back, gasping, and having my ass suddenly so empty was agony. But it gave Alex more room, and he was slamming into me so hard and sharp that I didn’t have room for pain. “More,” I said, rocking my hips into him, meeting every thrust.

But it was only for a moment. Having my ass empty gave Alex more room to move, and he shoved into me harder and faster. He leaned over, bending my knees up and tightening me more. His cock dragged over that deep spot in my cunt, and I felt my body start to tighten. He cursed. “David.”

“Ass or cunt?” David asked.

There was a long moment. “Cunt,” Alex said. His voice was tight, harsh.

The moment stretched out, just like it had when David was considering whether or not to let me come. “Fine,” David said.

If I’d thought Alex had been fucking me hard before, it was nothing to what he did now. The pace he set was absolutely brutal, so hard and fast that I couldn’t begin to keep up. I relaxed and let him fuck me, let him use me, felt him twisting his cock to drive me over the edge. “I want you to come with me, baby,” he said. “I want your husband to know that you come when I tell you to. Because I tell you to. Understanding?”

I nodded frantically. My body was screaming, and I was balanced on the edge of pleasure.

“Then come for me, baby.”

I did. As the first clench of my body hit, Alex grunted, rocking his cock into me again, and then I felt him explode, hot cum coating me and filling me in wave after wave after wave. He fucked me through my orgasm and then his. When he was done, his cum was leaking down my thighs, mixing with the mess Tim had left in me. He pulled back slowly, leaving me empty and weeping a little. And then David stepped between my thighs. His cock brushed my inner thigh, hard as granite. I whimpered, and David chuckled.

“Here’s what’s happening now,” he said. “I’m so hard it hurts. Alex and Tim, they took care of you. They were gentle with you.” He laughed. “Even if it didn’t feel like it. I’m not going to be. You’ve had enough of being gentle. Now you’re going to feel what happens when someone just takes what they want.”

I had one second to breathe before he yanked me close, spearing me on his cock, and I screamed again. Even with everything they’d done to me so far, David hurt, and my aching cunt launched a sharp protest.

The pain made me hungry for more. “Fuck,” I murmured. “Fuck, yes, please.”

He laughed. “It’s nice that you want this,” he said. “But I don’t care.”

The pace he set was punishing, and I couldn’t even try to keep up. He hooked an elbow under one knee to give himself a better angle, then pinned my wrists above my head with his other hand. At that angle, he slammed into that sweet spot in my cunt, sending me into waves of pleasure again. He grunted, but didn’t even slow down, driving into me as my body pulsed.

I felt his pace change as he got close. His thrusts were harsher, shorter, sharper. I tried to move with him even a little, give him more.

“I’m going to come, slut,” he said, his voice tight. “Paint your fucking cunt with my cum. But you need to realize something.”

“What?” The word was torn from my sore throat.

“I’m. Not. Done.” Each word was punctuated with a sharp, vicious thrust, and then I felt his release, hot and wet and thick. I had so much cum crammed into my cunt that I didn’t know how there could be more.

I expected to feel him soften, but he didn’t. And then I realized what he meant.

He pulled me up into his arms without pulling out of me, then sat down in the chair where Alex and I had been. “Ride me,” he commanded. “Watch your husband stroke his pathetic cock and ride me.”

I managed to hook my feet on the bottom of the chair to give myself leverage and started to move. David’s hands supported my ass, encouraging me in the rhythm he wanted—slower, now, but no less harsh—and I looked at Eli.

His eyes were glassy, locked on the place where David’s cock was slamming into my messy cunt. His cock was purple, and I didn’t know how he hadn’t come yet.

“Your husband’s hot watching you get fucked by man after man,” David said. He’d finally lost that conversational tone. His voice was tight and hard. I could feel how tense he was, how he was holding back. “He fucking loves it. And you?” His fingers tweaked my nipples hard enough to make me shriek. “Do you like being the slutty wife who make him so hard?”

“Yes,” I whimpered. I twisted my hips as I rode him, desperate to pull another orgasm from my aching body. I didn’t want this to ever stop.

“Scream my name this time, slut,” David said. “Let him hear you. And if it tips him over the edge, it’s going to make a mess of his fucking jeans.”

Eli groaned. His hand was a blur.

“He’s going to walk out of here with his cum all over his hand and his jeans instead of inside his wife. You want that?”

I did. Fuck. “Yes.”

“Then come for me, slut. Come for me and scream my name.”

I drove down on him one last time, slamming that deep place into the head of his cock, and felt my body explode. Tearing pleasure from me. Bigger and harsher than every other orgasm, rolling on and on and on. I screamed David’s name over and over, I screamed how huge his cock was. I screamed how it felt to be split open so wide.

I saw Eli come, heard him cry out, saw him shift so that his jeans were splashed with his cum.

David gave a hungry grunt, and then was standing, moving so that I was bent over the table. He pounded into my cunt, one hand pressing down on the center of my back to pin me in place, and the other slamming into my wide open ass. I groaned, meeting his thrusts as best as I could, but I knew he didn’t care. He fucked me like a man possessed. Like he didn’t care what I thought or wanted.

I felt him come, deep inside me, and it set off one last wave of pleasure. Softer, gentler, but no less amazing. I was so soaked with cum, with every man who had touched me filling me.

Except my husband.

This time, when David’s orgasm released him, he sagged over me. The hand holding me down stroked me softly, almost gently. “You’re fucking incredible,” he murmured. “There’s a shower in the back. Let’s get you cleaned up.”
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Eli was starting to make a habit of us going out on our bikes right before I got fucked until I was aching. We’d have to negotiate that in the future. Or I’d have to get used to it. One or the other.

He did end up playing in the poker tournament for a bit. He got knocked out a few rounds in. Having me on his lap, pointing out clearly visible spots on his jeans probably didn’t improve his concentration. I doubted anyone else could tell what they were, but we all knew.

He held me tight, and I hugged him. My wonderful husband.

When we went back to our hotel, he pulled me tight against him in the bed.

“You’re so incredible,” he said.

“You always say that,” I joked, running my hand down his chest.

“It’s always true.” His fingers traced my breast, my stomach, then gently cupped my aching pussy. “You took so much.”

“I really did,” I said, giggling. I wiggled against him, and he let out a happy little sound. “But I always have just a little more for you.”

We slipped out of our clothes, and I’d taken so much that it was easy to straddle him and pull him inside me. He sat against the headboard, his fingers teasing my clit as I rocked against him. “Tell me what you liked best,” he said.

“Waiting.” The memory of it combined with his talented fingers teasing at my aching clit sent a little wave of hunger through me. I started to move faster on his cock. He responded by shifting to give me the angle I needed, moving harder on my clit. “Coming on command.”

“You liked it when he slapped your tits around.”

My cheeks flared red, but my cunt gushed with heat at the memory. “I did.”

“You want more of that?”

He tweaked my clit between his fingers, hard, and caught the skin of my neck lightly between his teeth. The orgasm came on so fast it shocked me, and I pulled him over the edge with me, both of us screaming into each other’s mouths as we rocked through the pleasure together. We tumbled back onto the bed, wrapped up in each other’s arms.

“That sounds like a yes,” he said.

It was an intimidating word. “Yes.” But it was a true one.

He snuggled me tight against him. “Next time we stop, then,” he said. “We’ll see what we can do.”

If I hadn’t been so goddamn tired, I would have tried to figure out how to give him another sexy reward. But I was drifting off to sleep in his arms.

It would keep until morning.
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THE HOTWIFE’S NEW BELT


“Of course I can get it fixed up,” the mechanic said. “But I’m going to need to order a part.”

I could have mouthed those last words along with him. A part always had to be ordered. Eli and I had made sure that we got our bikes tuned up before we set off on the motorcycle tour that was my 43rd birthday present, but a stray rock had taken out a drive belt, and now we were grounded. Until a part came in, apparently.

“Do you have a time frame?” Eli, my husband, wrapped his arm around my waist and tugged me close against him. I leaned into him, but I was a little surprised. He wasn’t normally possessive, especially not since he’d decided that he’d give himself a special treat during this trip. He had decided to share me with every man I possibly wanted up and down the East Coast.

The mechanic was tall and lean, and probably half my age. He had sandy blonde hair, and his coveralls were tied around his waist, showing off well-muscled arms that left me thinking filthy thoughts. If I wasn’t in a bad mood, he absolutely would have been my type. But this small town had absolutely not been a place we intended to stop. I’d been finding all of my men at biker bars and local dives, and this place didn’t even have a basic watering hole.

The mechanic shrugged. His eyes skated over my figure, taking in my curves. I preened a little, leaning into Eli and letting my hair fall in front of my face. I’d tossed my leather jacket off once we were off our bikes, and my fitted t-shirt was doing my breasts all kinds of favors. “Probably a few days. Definitely less than a week. Once I get the part, I can have it on within a day.”

Eli nodded. “Makes sense. Is there somewhere nearby for us to hole up while you do that?”

The mechanic smiled. “Down the road about two miles, there’s a motel. Tell them Peter sent you and you’re waiting on repairs and they’ll give you a good rate.”

“Sounds like a plan.” Eli ran his hand down my side and over my hip. Peter’s eyes followed it, then stayed firmly on my ass as Eli gave me another little tug. “You’ve got my number. Let me know if anything changes.”

“Will do.”

Eli started to turn away, pulling me along with him, and then turned back. “My wife likes to go out dancing,” he said, hitting the word ‘wife’ with a little extra emphasis. “Is there anywhere nearby she might go and have a little fun?”

Peter’s expression turned a little more curious. “Well, my favorite bar is a bit of a drive, but it’s worth it.” He glanced around; there were two other mechanics in the shop, but they weren’t paying any attention to us. “But if all you’re looking for is a good time, I’m sure I can help make that happen.”

My cheeks flared red with embarrassment—and arousal. Eli had never offered me like this; he’d always let me choose my own men. Had he noticed me trying not to stare at Peter’s arms? The idea of going and fucking who he told me too...it left me more than a little wet. “Sounds like fun,” Eli said. “I’ll be in touch.”

He led me away, but I took a last look at Peter as we walked out the door. He was shifting his pants like he was trying to hide an erection, and his eyes were glued to my ass. I made sure to put a little extra sway in my step as I walked away.
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I rode bitch on Eli’s motorcycle to the motel. He loved it when I sat behind him. When I was driving, I was way too focused on balance and corners to pay attention to the throbbing engine between my thighs. Pressed against Eli’s back, though, it was easy to feel the thrum, to shift just enough that it was taunting my clit like the world’s biggest vibrator. I whimpered as Eli played with the throttle. He’d done this more than once, edging me as we rode around.

“Having fun, Cait?” I heard his voice in my ear.

“Always,” I managed as he hit just the right speed. My body was tight with pleasure, and I clung to his waist, doing my very best to stay still.

“Are you going to come on the back of my bike, thinking about some sexy mechanic half your age?”

I groaned, past words. My breath came in little pants as I rocked against the bike, grinding my clit mercilessly to get past the thick denim between my legs. I was so close.

“Are you thinking about him spanking you?”

I felt the sensation spark through me, a flash of pain paired with pleasure that left me soaked and begging. The orgasm exploded through me. I bit back a scream to keep from deafening my husband and tried to stay as still as I could while my body pulsed and throbbed. I could hear him chuckling and urging me on through the helmet mic set. When the spasms eased off, I had to try and shift my aching and overstimulated body so that the thrum of the motorcycle wouldn’t leave me in actual pain.

“I fucking love you,” Eli said.

“Back at you.” I snuggled up tighter against his back as we followed Peter’s directions to the little motel.

It was a perfectly clean little place, but I doubted it would even show up on an online search. When Eli mentioned that my motorcycle was being repaired, the price for a room dropped by half. We got keys to a tidy double room at the end of the row, complete with a box of snacks and complimentary coffee. I flopped onto the bed, my cunt still sore from my impromptu encounter with my favorite vibrator.

Eli pulled off the leather chaps he wore when we were riding, then dropped down onto the bed next to me. His hand traced a path from my neck, down my breast, to cup my aching cunt. I arched up into his hand; no matter how sore I was, he always felt good. “What’d you think of him?”

“Him?” It took me a second. I was calculating how quickly I could get out of these jeans and be straddling my husband, his cock buried deep in me. “Oh, Peter?” I bit my lip. “He was cute.”

“Just cute?”

I felt my cheeks flare with embarrassment. “Okay, a lot more than cute.”

“He was staring at your tits.” From another man, it might have been an accusation. From Eli, it was something more heated. More passionate. I’d learned over the past few weeks that there was nothing he loved more than knowing that some other man was checking out—or fucking—his wife, and knowing that she’d be back in his bed by morning, telling him all the details.

“They’re good tits,” I said, leaning back. Eli rolled toward me, trailing kisses down the path his hand had taken. He cupped my breast and squeezed, taunting my nipple.

“They are,” he agreed. “I think you should let him see for himself.”

Need roiled in my belly. “We haven’t done it like this before.”

“Where I pick him out for you? I tell you that you’re going somewhere and what’s going to happen?”

His teeth closed on my nipple, and I gasped. “Yes. That thing. We haven’t done that.”

He pulled his head back gently, letting his teeth drag over my nipple. I moaned at the sharp sensation. I wanted so much more. I hadn’t realized how much I liked a little pain mixed in with my pleasure until this fantastic fantasy trip, but it wasn’t something Eli was really comfortable exploring. “Is it a problem for you?”

He worked the button on my jeans and eased his fingers into my panties. I groaned, rolling my hips to give him as much access as I could. “No. It’s just different.”

“Mmm. I see.” One finger pressed into my soaked pussy, and I gasped. My aching clit was suddenly on fire, desperate for more. “I thought I should at least meet the man who’s going to give my wife a good spanking.”

A second finger joined the first, and my mind shattered a little. “What—?” His thumb pressed into my sore clit, and his mouth caught my groan. That orgasm on the bike was just an appetizer, and this was so much better.

“He’s a friend of a friend,” Eli said. I helped him scoot the jeans far enough down my ass that he could work a third finger into my hungry cunt and start to pump them into me. “I trust him to keep my slutty wife safe for her spanking.”

I groaned, rolling my hips into every thrust. He twisted his fingers, finding that sweet spot deep inside my cunt that made me whimper and moan. That handsome man with his strong arms filled my brain. The idea of him holding me down, of spanking my ass, of making me come, all of it twisted the pleasure up higher and higher.

“Is that what you want, Cait?”

The orgasm barreled down on me like a freight train. It shattered me into pieces while I screamed yes into Eli’s hungry mouth.
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A few hours later, Eli and I rode back over to the repair shop. I sat more carefully to make sure the ride was uneventful. I was wearing jeans and my leather jacket, but underneath that was my skimpiest tank top with my laciest push-up bra. I hadn’t put on any panties at all. The rough seam of the jeans was murder on my clit, but I couldn’t bring myself to care. There was something so deliciously slutty about not having any panties on. It left me keyed up from the moment I zipped up the fly.

When we got to the shop, the lights were still on in one of the repair bays, but the rest of the shop was dark. Eli tapped on the window; after a minute, the office door opened.

Peter had gotten rid of his coveralls. He looked like he’d just stepped out of a movie; his white t-shirt was a size too small, showing off his well-muscled arms, and his jeans hung low on his narrow hips. “Welcome back,” he said. His voice was a deeper rumble than you’d expect from a man who was long and lean, but I certainly didn’t mind the sound. It got into my bones and did exciting things.

“Hi,” I said. I didn’t quite know what to say beyond that. Every time I’d gone out to find some man to use me, I’d done the finding. Even the first time, when Eli had arranged things with the guy, I’d still pointed out the man I wanted. There was something dirtier about this. Something filthier about going to a place where my husband knew I was going to be used. Where I was going to be spanked. My body fluttered with nerves and need thinking about it.

I stepped through the office door, Eli right behind me. Peter closed the door, flipped the lock, then fisted a hand in my hair and gave it a soft yank. “Your husband wants you to be here,” he said. “And you. You want to be here?”

“Yes,” I whimpered. His grip on my hair didn’t hurt, but I knew it could if he wasn’t careful.

“You’re here to get spanked and used?”

I couldn’t stop the low moan that slipped out of my throat. “Yes. Absolutely yes.”

“Good,” he said. “Then you’re going to listen to what I say. You’re going to do what I tell you to do. I’m going to take care of you. To do that, I need to be able to check in and see how you’re doing. Red means stop, yellow means slow down, and green means you’re good to go. Got it?”

I’d heard the basics before. “Yes,” I said.

His face darkened. His hand twisted and he shoved me up against the office door, my cheek pressed against the glass. “Is that all you have to say?”

“No.” I swallowed hard. It took me a moment to say the words, even though I wanted to. My cheeks flushed with filthy embarrassment. “Yes, sir. I understand.”

He chuckled. “Good girl,” he said. “I heard you knew how to listen. I’m glad that’s true.”

His hand still in my hair, he guided me through the office and into the repair bay. There was a worktable that was mostly clean and clear of parts; he led me to it, then pushed my chest down so that I was bent over the table, my ass in the air. “I have to admit, I get a lot of calls from old friends asking for repair work. This call was unique.” He ran his hand over my ass. Even though the jeans, his touch felt like fire. “But now that I’m looking at this ass, I’m glad I said yes.”

“Me too,” I whispered. “I’m very glad.”

Eli had settled in a corner, his feet kicked out, watching the show. God, it always settled me to know he was there. To know he was watching. Enjoying himself just as much as I was.

“I want to see your ass,” Peter said. “Show me what I’m going to enjoy.”

I straightened up enough to unfasten the jeans and shove them down my hips, but Peter stopped me before I got them pushed down past my knees.

“That’s more than enough, baby,” he said. There was one moment where I felt silly, this man half my age calling me baby, but then his hand was between my shoulder blades, pushing me back down onto the worktable, and all of my attention was on my bare ass in the suddenly chilly air. “You’re going to feel my hand now. Ready?”

“Yes, sir.” I said.

The first blow caught me off guard, a stinging slap to my ass that made me cry out. Peter laughed. “You liked that, hm?”

“Green,” I whimpered. “Oh, so green.”

Three more blows fell, fast and hard. I whimpered through them, loving every single sensation. “Like that?” 

“More,” I said. “Oh, please more.” The sting was good, so good, but it wasn’t enough. I didn’t know what I needed, but it was more than this.

Peter chuckled behind me. “Are you sure this is your first spanking?” There was a teasing edge to his voice, and I didn’t know quite what to do or say. I didn’t know if he was upset with me. He must have picked up on my sudden nerves. His hand traced down the small of my back, settling something that was jangling inside me. “Sorry, baby,” he said. “I’m just playing around. I trust you.”

“I want more,” I said. “I just want more.”

Peter gripped my hair, easing me up again to face him. “Your husband said you wanted a spanking,” he said. “Tell me what you want.”

My cheeks were so hot they were going to set me on fire. “That,” I said. “And...more than your hand.”

His pupils blew wide, and his eyes went dark. “Tell me what you want.” There was a command to his voice as he repeated himself. I shivered.

“I want a belt,” I said. “I want to feel a belt on my ass and hear the leather crack.”

“Fuck,” he said, drawing the sound out long and slow. “You don’t play around, do you? Little pain slut.”

I shivered at the words, rolling them through my body. They made my clit bright with hunger, my cunt so wet my thighs were probably glistening. “I think so. Yes, sir.”

He looked around. “Upstairs,” he said. “To my apartment. I’m going to belt you until you scream, and then I’m going to fuck your sweet cunt until I’m done with you. Does that sound good, baby?”

My whimpered yes was all the answer he needed.
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I started to pull up my jeans, but Peter shook his head. I shivered a little at the intense look he wore and wiggled out of them instead. I pulled my t-shirt over my head, and when he kept staring, I unsnapped my lacy bra and let it fall to the floor. I stood completely naked in the repair bay, my nipples taut with nerves and desire.

“Good,” he said. “Fucking good.” He pointed toward a door at the end of the room. “This way.”

I followed him to the door and up a narrow set of stairs, Eli trailing behind us. Another door opened into a small, tidy apartment. I wasn’t sure what I had been expecting from a man who was promising to use his belt on my ass, but a lived-in looking bachelor pad wasn’t quite it.

When the apartment door closed behind Eli, Peter grabbed a fistful of my hair again. He turned me to face him, pulling just hard enough that I went up on my toes, making small sounds at the pain and how much more of it I wanted. “If you want to be belted, not just spanked, you’re going to need to be very careful and do exactly what I say, got it?” His free hand skated the edge of my breast, testing its weight, and then tracing the curve of my waist. I worked to keep my breathing steady. I was self-conscious about my body, gone soft with middle age. I worked hard to stay fit, but things just weren’t as perky and cute as they had been twenty years ago.

This man was maybe half my age, and he clearly didn’t care. I could see the swell of his erection in his jeans. My mouth watered when I imagined going down on him. I wanted to hear the filthy sounds he’d make while I was swallowing his cock.

He used his grip in my hair to shake my head just a little. “Pay attention,” he said. “Like a good girl. A good slut”

I groaned at the word, heat and need flooding my body. “Yes, Sir. I promise.”

“Good.” He laughed. “You keep staring at my cock. Are you thinking about getting fucked or sucking me off?”

I bit my lip. “Both?”

He pushed me down to my knees without any warning. I caught myself on my hand, feeling the rough carpet underneath my knees. He worked his pants open and pulled his cock out. He was rock hard, veins standing out clearly, a tiny bead of wetness glimmering on the very tip. I licked my lips, eager to pull him in. He wasn’t the thickest man I’d ever seen, but he was big, and I needed to feel him pushing at the back of my throat more than I’d ever needed anything in my life.

I looked up at him for guidance, but there was nothing in his face but anticipation. I leaned forward, wrapping my tongue around the head of his cock, just to see how he reacted. He made a low, pleased sound, but the thick groan that came from behind me, from Eli, was what shattered my patience. I opened my mouth wide and pushed myself down on Peter’s cock, hard and fast. I fought down my gag reflex, wrapping my hand around the base of him to hold him steady. I bobbed my head on thick cock hard and fast, finding the places that made him catch his breath and curse. I was moving too fast to be neat about it; drool ran out of my mouth. My own body was clenched in pleasure, and my moans matched his as I shoved myself down as hard as I could.

At some point, he took control of my motion, holding my head still and fucking my face. He moved fast and hard, and all I could do was hold still and take every single thrust. My body was begging for contact, my clit singing that if I could just touch myself, just a little, I’d be screaming an orgasm around his cock.

With a sudden grunt, he pulled free, stroked himself hard and fast with his hand, and then came in a gust. He painted my throat and my tits with his thick ropes of cum, so much that I was glad he hadn’t made me swallow. I might have drowned.

“Good slut,” he said, his voice tight. “You decided to earn your belting, hm?”

I groaned at the words. “Yes, Sir. Please.”

He pulled me up to my feet and led me to the bedroom, pushing me down on the bed. He positioned me so that my tits were pressed against the bed and my ass was up in the air. My cunt was completely exposed, and he had to see how turned on I was. When his blunt fingers pressed into my open folds, I moaned, low and slow. “Did that turn you on, baby, swallowing my fat cock?”

“Yes, Sir.” He pushed a finger, then two into me, pumping them slowly. I moaned and pushed back to meet his strokes. My body was so keyed up from his fucking my face that it would take much to tip me over the edge.

“You really are a hungry slut,” he said. “You’re loose enough to take more, and I’ve hardly even touched you.”

“Please,” I whimpered. “I want more.”

Instead, his fingers pulled out of me. I whined at the loss of contact, but before I could say anything about it, another stinging slap landed on my ass. “You keep saying you want more,” he said. “But you don’t even know what that is.”

He laid another slap on my ass. I groaned at the sting. The sound was as much of a turn-on as the sensation, and I could feel my juices coating my thighs.

“Tell me what you want,” he said.

“I want your belt, Sir,” I said. A flurry of slaps on my ass made me gasp and whimper and cry out. “I want you to fuck me while my ass is bright red and stinging.”

He laughed softly. “All while your husband watches.”

“Yes.”

“Such a hungry slut,” he said. Before I could say anything else, he started spanking me with his hand, hard and fast. I whimpered with every blow, steadying myself with my arms as he rocked my body forward and backward. When he stopped, I was gasping, trying to keep myself grounded when my head wanted to float away.

Two fingers pushed into my cunt again. “Tell me how you’re doing, Cait.”

“Green.” I pushed back on his fingers, fucking myself as hard as I could. My clit was on fire, and I wanted to come so badly. “So green.”

“Hungry,” he said. “Desperate.” A third finger pushed into me, and I cried out. It was almost enough. Close. I fucked back harder, taking his fingers as deep as I could. He twisted his fingers just a bit so that every thrust dragged over that sweet spot deep in my cunt, and it was exactly what I needed. The pleasure shattered over me faster than I could handle, and I screamed. My body clenched tight around Peter’s fingers, pulsing hard. He fucked me through the orgasm, dragging over that spot over and over to draw out the sensation. When my body finally relaxed into shivery little aftershocks, he stroked his hand over the small of my back, soothing me.

“A belt is going to be more,” he said. “A lot more. Still sure you want it?”

“Yes,” I groaned. I didn’t know when exactly I’d started fantasizing about this, but now that I had a chance to get it, I was desperate for it. The slap and snap of a belt on my ass.

The sound of leather clearing belt loops made me whimper. I could hear the sound of leather folding, and the slick snap of sound as he slapped the belt against his hand.

He didn’t warn me before the first blow. The slam of the leather in my ass was bright, stinging, shocking pain, and it made my cunt surge with need. His hand was on my ass, stroking the spot he’d hit. “How are you?”

“Green,” I panted. “More. Please. Fuck, more.”

He slapped the belt against my skin again, landing a little lower on my thighs. I groaned and wiggled into the pain. The third strike slapped the outside of my cunt as well as my ass, and I screamed.

“Hush,” he said with a little laugh, stroking my back. “You’re going to wake the neighbors.”

I tried to care, but when the belt fell again, it dragged another scream from me.

“Really, baby. Keep this up and I’m going to need to gag you.”

Another slap, another scream. My thighs were completely soaked, and I wanted to be full of cock so much.

“Last warning,” Peter said. “Can you be quiet?”

“No, Sir,” I gasped. “I can’t. It feels so good. Fuck. I can’t be quiet.”

His hand stroked down my back, running over the sore flesh of my ass. “You’re a good girl for being honest.” I heard him turn a little. “Want to shut her up for me?”

I’d forgotten Eli was even in the room until he let out a low moan. “Yes,” he said, his voice quiet and thick.

“Put anything you want in her mouth,” Peter said. “Because I’m far from done with this pretty ass, and I want her to understand that she’s helpless.”

The bed shifted with Eli’s weight, and then he and Peter were guiding me up to be on my hands and knees instead of having my chest pressed down. Eli had stripped down at some point, and his cock was in my face, dripping pre-cum. “Swallow him,” Peter told me. Without my hands, I didn’t have much control. I couldn’t do anything but open my mouth and let Eli guide himself inside. After Peter’s thick cock, taking my husband was easy. This time, when the belt fell, my sounds were muffled, but they were paired with Eli’s curses.

Blow after blow, the belt stung my ass, driving me onto Eli’s cock in a steady rhythm. Eli moaned with each thrust, meeting the movement to shove himself as far down my throat as he could. I was shivering with need, with arousal. The pain was twisting up in my cunt. I wasn’t sure if I could come just from the sensation of the belt, but I was close.

“You’re getting your ass whipped while your husband watches, slut,” Peter said. His voice was calm, quiet, and punctuated with the slap of the belt. “You’re desperate and greedy for it. Admit it.”

The words were muffled by Eli’s cock. Peter reached forward, buried his hand in my hair, and pulled me off Eli’s cock. He guided me up so that I was looking my husband in the face. “This feels so good,” I whimpered. I want this so bad.”

Peter pulled me up so that my back was pressed against his chest. He’d stripped at some point, and his hot body was solid against me. His cock was rock hard and pressed against my ass. My mind flooded with a whole other set of fantasies. The flesh of my ass was sore and aching, and the feeling of him there just made my arousal hotter. “Stroke yourself,” he told Eli. Eli didn’t hesitate, just wrapped his hand around his cock and thrust into his fist. His teeth closed on his lower lip in a way that I knew meant he was close.

Peter pressed my thighs wider, and then his thick cock was pressing up against the opening of my cunt. I whimpered as he ran his hands down my body. I wanted him inside me, I wanted him fucking me. I wanted his hips slapping against my sore ass and making me come over and over. “I’m going to fuck your wife now,” he said, his tone conversational even as the head of his cock eased into my open folds. “While you watch. I’m going to make her scream my name.”

“Yes,” Eli hissed, his hand moving faster.

“Off the bed,” Peter snapped. “You’re in my way.”
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I didn’t even notice Eli moving. Peter shifted, moving my hips, and burying his cock deep inside of me with one smooth motion. His hands gripped my tits as he started to rock up into me, playing with my nipples. “Touch yourself while I fuck you,” he said. “I want your husband to see how many times I can make you come.”

He was big and thick, and at this angle, he was spreading my cunt wide. I pressed on my clit, circling the bud to match his thrusts. He didn’t fuck me hard; the steady and slow pace was absolute torment. My body was running hot with need, my clit shot through with lightning and fire, and he stoked the pleasure up in a way that I couldn’t have stopped if I wanted to. The orgasm stole over me just as slowly, and he didn’t change his pace at all as I groaned, my cunt clenching hard around him. I pulsed and pulsed, the pleasure growing bigger and bigger until I thought it would never stop.

“My name,” he murmured in my ear. “Come for me, baby, and let him hear you.”

His breath in my ear was the last thing I needed. The pleasure shattered, destroying me. “Peter, oh fuck. Fuck.”

He fucked me through the orgasm, but as soon as my body sagged, he was pulling out, tossing me down on the bed on my back. He hooked my knees under his elbows and drove into me again. He thrust into me, smooth and hard, and I cried out as his hips slapped into my sore flesh. “Does that hurt?” His voice was harder now, his expression darker.

“Yes.”

“Do I care?”

I groaned, rolling my hips to meet his thrusts. He grunted, pulling my knees up higher, driving into me deeper. “No, Sir.”

“That’s right. I don’t give a fuck what you want, baby. You got what you want, and now it’s my turn to take what’s mine.”

Every twist of his cock drove me harder and faster, another orgasm barreling towards me. I met him thrust for thrust, and his heavy, hard movements drove his cock against that sweet spot. “My name,” he said again. “Come for me and say it.”

The need and want and pain broke in me again, and I gushed all over his cock as I screamed his name so loud that I hoped the neighbors did here.

“You’re not done,” Peter said as I caught my breath. He pulled out of me and pushed me onto my stomach again. I felt the bed shift, and then a soft squirt of something. He pushed my ass cheeks open, and there was a hard toy pressing at the opening of my ass. I groaned and shifted, giving him better access as he worked the lubed toy into me. It was bigger than what I normally played with. The rim of my ass spread and spread, burning as I took deep breaths and tried to relax when my entire body was desperate to come again and again. When it finally slipped inside, filling my ass so deep that it almost set me off again, Peter let out a low groan.

“An anal slut too,” he said. “Good. Fucking good. You like being a double-stuffed slut?”

I couldn’t make words happen, and he didn’t care. He lifted me up and buried his cock in my cunt, spreading me so wide that I almost screamed.

“Play with your fucking clit, your nipples, whatever you need,” he said. His voice was tight and harsh. “I’m going to come in this slutty cunt, but I want you to know what it feels like when your ass is crammed full, you’re aching from a belt, and you’re still so desperate that you can’t hold back.”

My body was exhausted, and my clit was aching and sore. I worked my nipples with one hand, relishing the spikes of pleasure that came from playing with them too hard, and managed to find an angle on my clit that felt right. I was full, so incredibly full, and he was swollen in my cunt. He pulled me back hard to meet every stroke of his cock, and when he dug his thumbs hard into my sore ass, it was the final thing I needed. He didn’t need to tell me what to say this time. I screamed his name as my cunt clenched around him, coming so hard I saw stars. He grunted hard and followed me over the edge, spurting heavy ropes of cum deep into me, coating my inner walls. I was painted inside and out with his cum, and that knowledge drove me into another orgasm, soft and sloppy and exhausted.

He stroked into me slowly, riding out the last of his aftershocks, then collapsed next to me, gently working the toy out of my ass and snuggling me close to his chest. The bed shifted as Eli moved close again, stroking my cheek as he stretched out next to us. “You’re fucking gorgeous, Cait,” he said. Peter let me go and Eli gathered me to his chest. “I fucking love you.”

I was drowning in weariness, my brain foggy. “I love you,” I said. “I guess I don’t have to tell you all the details when you were here to see it.”

Eli laughed. “Don’t worry,” he said. “You’ll tell me all about it later so I make sure you didn’t forget anything.”

Peter’s hand stroked gently down my side, tracing the curve of my hip. “You know,” he said. “If I don’t order that part until tomorrow afternoon, it definitely won’t come until the day after. Possibly two. I’d hate to delay your trip more, but I can’t control the speed of delivery.”

I leaned back and looked at Eli, taking in his careful expression. “It’s true,” he said. “You can’t be held responsible for something like that. And I think we could find enough to do around here to keep us entertained for a little bit.”

“I like this plan,” I added. I felt bleary, sex drunk and exhausted, and desperate for so much more. As soon as I’d had a nap.

“Let’s get you cleaned up so you can sleep,” Peter said, chuckling softly. “Hungry sluts need their rest.”

“They do,” I said. But I took another moment to snuggle close to Eli; after a second, I felt Peter press up behind me. The heat of them both was the softest, most wonderful sensation, easing the soreness from my bruised flesh. “Clean first. Then sleep.”

Peter’s hand fisted in my hair, pulling my head back just enough to get my attention. “Is that how you ask for what you want?”

I giggled just a little. “Sorry, Sir.”

He laughed. “That’s better.”

Eli stroked my hair. I was half asleep as they led me through a shower, then tucked me back into bed. I fell asleep between them, warm and cozy. And completely sated.

At least for the moment.


AFTERWORD


Thank you for reading! Remember that ratings and reviews help readers find new authors; consider leaving a little memento of what you thought of this book.

If you enjoyed what you read, you may want to follow me on Amazon. You’ll be among the first to know when I release something new!

You can also sign up for my newsletter and get five fantastic stories about older women getting used and delighted by men half their age. Some tie into this series while others connect to different hotwife books I’ve written. You’ll also hear news what what I’m working on next, get notified whenever I’ve got a new story coming out, and hear about sales and special offers from other authors I think you’ll enjoy.

Thanks for being here, Constant Reader. I quite literally couldn’t do this without you.


INK STAINED: THE COMPLETE TATTOO PARLOR HOTWIFE
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After twenty years of marriage, my husband has an idea to spice things up and make sure I stay completely satisfied while he runs his new business.

His offer: he finds men to share me with. I get to spend night after night, having every fantasy I've ever had fulfilled. All I need to do is share every single detail with him.

I get man after man, dream after dream, and I'm in total bliss. My husband gets to hear and watch while I'm completely sated.

I never thought of being a hotwife, but now that I am, I'm never going back.

Ink Stained is a bundle of the five books in the Tattoo Parlor Hotwife series. It includes "Freshly Inked Hotwife", "The Hotwife's Second Adventure", "The Insatiable Hotwife", "The Hotwife Unraveled", and "The Shared Hotwife."

Get it here!


THE HOTWIFE’S NIGHT OUT
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For my 41st birthday, my husband, Mike, gives me a present I never dreamed of: a no-holds-barred night with a man half my age. All I have to do is tell him all about it in the morning.

But it turns out that this man who is about to use me until I’m completely sated is going to have a first of his own. He’s already talented with his mouth and his hands, but there’s one thing more he needs to know about how to pleasure a woman. He needs a little gentle guidance, but if he pays attention, I'll make sure to teach him everything he needs to know.

This is going to be the best birthday of my life.

***

Read The Hotwife’s Night Out.
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