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THE HOTWIFE UNRAVELED


Since my husband of twenty years made me his hotwife, he’s shared me with younger men who’ve made sure I got all the pleasure I could stand. They made me scream their names and love every second of it.

But that’s not enough now.

To get what I crave, I’ll need to be patient. I’ll need to wait. I’ll need to do as I’m told.

I’ve never been all that good at listening. At following the rules. But the reward is going to be so sweet.

I’ve always told my husband the details of my escapades. He’s heard me screaming the names of the men he’s shared me with.

But this time, he’s going to be in the room, watching me try so hard to obey the rules and take what I am given.

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

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

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

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

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

Will hasn’t sent Nathaniel to me yet.

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Dinner?”

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

I want it to be Nathaniel.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Give me your panties,” he says.

“Um. What?”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“What are you going to order, Haley?”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

I want to show off far more than I anticipated.

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

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

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

“Oh?”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“I was hoping,” I say.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Do you want to be a good girl?”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

I can be patient here.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

I whimper out a yes.

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

“Ten,” I moan. “Fuck.”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“I’m more than happy to.”

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

“Haley,” he murmurs.

“Do you want me, Will, right now?”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Oh?”

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

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

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

“Mmhm. You rest, love. I’ve got you.”

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


AFTERWORD


Thank you so much for reading! Please remember that the best way to show your appreciate is to rate and review. Follow me on Amazon to stay up date when I release something new.

This isn’t the first of Will and Haley’s adventures with a hotwife lifestyle. Their series doesn’t need to be read in order, but you’ll love the gradual expansion of their adventures if you do.

Want to keep in touch with new releases, promos, and the occasional bonus snippet? Sign up for my newsletter. When you do, you’ll get an exclusive bonus story about Will’s new and improved interview process. He’s not satisfied with the new employee’s performance unless Haley is.

Thanks for reading. I’m glad these stories entertain you as much as they do me.


ABOUT THE AUTHOR


Grace Beaumont is a woman of a certain age who is happily married and likes to daydream. She loves coffee, cats, and the big city. Yes, she has several tattoos.
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