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The music in the club was raging, and my friends and I danced as hard as we could. Sure, we might be a little old for the club scene—all four of us were in our 40s—but this was a celebration, and we were going to enjoy every second of it.

Today was my 41st birthday, and I’d wanted to celebrate with my best friends just like I had on my 21st birthday. Go out to an amazing club, have a few drinks, and dance until somebody’s high heel broke. Of course, we could all afford better heels now than we could back then, so we were going to be out late.

My husband, Mike, had signed off on this night with a wicked grin. “Just remember who you belong to,” he said. His possessiveness gave me shivers. We’d been married for twenty years, and I still loved him just as much every day. Even though our sex lives had taken a bit of a downturn in the last few years. Mike was a few years older than me, and his work life kept getting busier. He was a college professor, and he was working on two different research papers, keeping up with a bunch of committees, and all on top of teaching his classes. His sex drive was slowing down just as mine was hitting an all-time peak.

There were occasional moments where staying faithful had been hard. I’d never been much of a one-man girl, and I loved sex with every inch of my body, but if monogamy had been what it took to keep him, then I’d been happy to give up my party girl ways. And sex with him had been absolutely fantastic. Even now, he was great in bed. We’d just gone from constant quickies and long-lascivious love-making sessions to a scheduled date night. I was going to need to invest in some amazing vibrators if I was going to keep my vows.

But I would. For Mike, I’d do whatever I needed to do.

No matter how horny I was.

This club, though, was testing my resolve. I’d stuck to light cocktails tonight, not wanting to be hungover in the morning, but I had a light buzz on. The people in the club skewed toward college kids, though, and there were a lot of very fine bodies and faces packed into a small space. I couldn’t stop thinking about the arrangement my friend Haley had recently come to with her husband. All her stories of the filthy sex she’d gotten to have, and the only deal was that she had to tell her husband all about it. She said that their sex life had been improved so much by her fucking other men.

I wished there was some way around Mike’s possessive nature. It sounded like an amazing way to keep things solid for us. But there was no way he’d go for something similar. I’d brought it up to him after hearing about Haley’s first escapade. He’d been very quiet, and I had dropped the subject before it got awkward. I loved him more than anything, and I never wanted to do anything to hurt him. If it wasn’t something he was interested in, then that was the end of it.

The music settled down, and my friends all looked at each other. They were all clearly exhausted. I sighed internally. Sure, I’d wanted a night just like my 21st birthday, the truth was that none of us were in our twenties anymore. A ‘late night’ ended a lot earlier than it used to.

“Anna…” Haley was the first to speak.

“It’s fine,” I said, waving my hand like I didn’t care. “It’s late.” It wasn’t even 11. “You all head out. I’m going to stay a while longer, but it’ll be fine.”

“Are you sure?”

I nodded, and we all hugged, and they took off before the band was back from a break. I tried not to show how hurt I was. It wasn’t their fault that I was a night owl, and that I had hours to go before I got really tired.

But being alone at a club wasn’t all that much fun. Another set, I told myself, and then I’d head home. But first, I wanted a drink.

I made my way to the bar and ordered a scotch and soda. The bartender was swamped with orders for fizzy things with umbrellas, and he looked relieved to have something simple to pour. I took a long sip and turned back to face the dance floor. The club had put on some generic music while waiting for the band to return, but people were mostly milling about.

“Friends took off, huh?”

My head snapped to the side. There was a gorgeous man standing next to me. He was taller than me by at least four inches and built solid; I wasn’t a small woman, but I would have needed to stretch to put my arms around his middle. He had long brown hair pulled up at the back of his head, a light, scruffy beard, and dark brown eyes that looked warm and kind. He wore a dark sweater—I couldn’t make out the color in the club lighting—and jeans. And he was studying every single curve of my body.

There was no harm in looking, I told myself, and shifted just a little so that I was showing off my tits and the curve of my hips to their best advantage. My whole body was a little softer than it had been twenty years ago, but I’d keep physically active, and I looked absolutely fine—especially with a black lace pushup bra boosting my self-confidence. “Alas,” I said, flashing Mr. Gorgeous a big grin. I stuck a hand out to shake. “I’m Anna.”

He took my hand and shook it, but he ran his thumb over the inside of my wrist in a move that made my entire body sing. I managed to pull my hand back without snatching it. I’d started this. He wasn’t doing anything wrong by responding. But holy shit, I was hornier than I’d realized. “Nice to meet you, Anna,” he said. “I’m Jake.”

My hand shook just a little, but I managed to reach out and pick up my drink with my left hand, flashing my wedding ring. His eyes went to it, but instead of disappointment, his grin got a little bigger, his expression even more interested. Oh shit. The air was suddenly charged with sexual energy, and I felt a little dizzy. My body responded hard, soaking my panties. I was grateful that the pushup bra was doing the important work of hiding my hard nipples. Shit. I had to get out of here before I did something I was going to regret. “Hi, Jake. Having a fun night?” I tried to keep my voice light and friendly, but it wasn’t working well.

“Doing fine,” he said. “I’ve been looking for you all night.”

I rolled my eyes. “That line is tired.”

“No, really,” he said. “I have a message for you.” He reached into the pocket of his jeans and pulled out a folded piece of paper. He handed it to me. I opened it to find a note in Mike’s handwriting.

Dear Anna,

Happy 41st birthday. Jake is my present to you. Do whatever you want with him. Tell me all about it in the morning. I want to hear every single detail.

I recognized his signature at the bottom of the note. I gulped, trying to keep my body from becoming completely overwhelmed. I’d spent too much of my college years thinking with my pants; I had to keep my brain engaged. Even if what I wanted was to jump this man right where he stood.

“I’m sorry,” I said. “You’re going to have to give me a second.”

“Of course,” Jake said.

I pulled my phone out of my little clutch purse and sent a text to Mike. Is this for real? His response came right away.

Yes. Have fun. Just remember the rule.

Tell you about it?

Yes. Happy birthday, my love.

I looked at Jake. I let myself really look at him, take in his barrel chest, his broad arms, and his dark, hungry eyes. “What a birthday present.”

He grinned. “I’ve got a hotel room nearby. If this is what you want.”

I took a step toward him, letting my breast brush against his chest. His arm went around my waist and pulled me snug against him. Hunger flashed in my body, and it was matched by the heat in his eyes. “Oh, I want,” I said. “I really, really want.”

This was absolutely going to be the best birthday present of my life.
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Somehow, I’d expected a cheap by-the-hour motel nearby, but Jake had rented a suite in a fancy hotel a few blocks away. He’d called a carshare, and we sat in the back together. I felt unsure. I knew exactly what I wanted—to have this sexy giant of a man use me until I was screaming—but I didn’t know how to make that first step. If I was even supposed to.

I tentatively reached out my hand and touched his knee. He put his big hand over mine, tightened it, and then pulled me toward him. I ended up sprawled in his lap, and his mouth crashed down onto mine. I wrapped my arms around his neck and let him pull me in tight. I could feel his cock, rock hard and pressing into my ass. I gave my hips a happy little wiggle and he laughed. “Hungry little slut, hm?”

“Fucking desperate,” I said.

He put a hand in the hair at the nape of my neck and dragged me into another heated kiss. His tongue tangled with mine as his hand traced a path up my inner thigh. I let my knees part, so glad I’d chosen a looser skirt for tonight instead of the tight mini I’d initially considered. He didn’t waste time teasing me; his hand dove into my panties, pressing my folds open and finding my clit.

I was soaked and desperate. My body bucked against his hand. I groaned into his mouth as he started making little circles with that one finger.

“Do you want to come in this car where the driver can hear you, hm? Are you a slut who likes to show off?” His voice had a low, dark rumble that made my body sing. His fingers kept taunting me, slow and steady, and I could feel an orgasm bearing down on me. If he continued like this, I wouldn’t have a choice about whether I came. My body was pulsing, throbbing, and the pleasure was irresistible.

When the pleasure was on the verge of that glorious crest, he pulled his fingers away from me. I cried out at the loss, and my hips tried to follow his hand. “We’re here,” he said. “Let’s go so I can fuck you properly.”

My cunt ached from the orgasm it hadn’t gotten. I scooted off his lap and toward the car door. I saw the driver glance in the rearview mirror, and the look in his eyes told me that he’d absolutely be jerking off thinking about this tonight. Oh god, that just made it all hotter.

Jake came around to my side of the car and took my hand, steadying me on my heels while I caught my balance. I fell into his chest for a moment, and he just grinned. “Follow me.”

The hotel lobby was plush and luxurious. I expected him to lead us to the check-in desk, but instead, we went straight to the elevators. “I checked in already,” he said, seeing my confusion. “I wasn’t going to waste a second.”

“I like it.”

When the elevator doors opened, he stepped inside and tapped a keycard just below the floor buttons. I raised an eyebrow. “Comes with the executive suite. The elevator won’t stop for anyone else.”

Another flurry of excitement ran through me, and it doubled when he backed me into the corner of the elevator. “How close were you in the car? The way you were fucking my hand, it seemed like you were right on the edge?”

My face went hot. “I was.” There was something slutty about admitting it here and now, just like this. I loved it.

“It turned you on, being played with where someone could see you, didn’t it?”

I bit my lip and nodded.

He pushed my feet apart to spread my legs a little. His hand was up my skirt and spreading my folds again. There was nothing gentle about his fingers on my clit now; the pace was vicious and fast, and I moaned. That orgasm that I’d been denied was barreling toward me again.

“Slut,” he murmured again. He leaned down to nip at my throat. I clung to his neck; my knees were trembling and threatening to buckle. He must have felt it; he hooked one hand under my ass to balance me better as his fingers drove me crazy. “I want your orgasm. Give it to me.”

Something in my body snapped, and the pleasure crashed through me. I tried not to scream as my back arched, desperate for more contact, for more pressure, for everything all at once.

“Oh, that’s good,” he said, his fingers nursing my screaming clit through every wave of pleasure. “That’s very good. What a beautiful slut you are. We’re going to have so much fun.”

I rode the aftershocks on his hand, gasping and feeling my body pulse over and over again. My brain spun. I couldn’t remember the last time I’d come that hard while I still had my panties on. He steadied me on my heels again as the elevator slowed, then stopped. I tried to catch my breath as the doors opened almost silently. Jake took my hand and led me into the executive suite.

I’d thought the hotel lobby was luxurious, but the room he lead me into was a dream. There was a small kitchen, a sunken living room space, and a long window that provided a gorgeous view of the city. I walked into the room and spun in a slow circle, taking it all in. “Holy shit,” I said. “This is incredible.”

“Only the best for the professor’s wife,” Jake said. There was something about his tone. I hadn’t bothered to wonder how Mike had decided this was the man I’d fuck, but—he must have been one of Mike’s students. No, teaching assistants. I could vaguely remember meeting a Jake, but he hadn’t been this filled out, and maybe he hadn’t been wearing the beard. Now that I’d put it together, he seemed more familiar. And he seemed…different than the sexy man who had taken charge of every second of our encounter so far. “But I need to confess something.”

My stomach flipped. If he was about to tell me that everything about Mike’s permission had been faked somehow, I didn’t know what I was going to do.

“I’m a virgin.”

I stood still, completely shocked. “You’re…what?” The talent he’d shown manipulating my clit. How was that⁠—

My confusion must have shown on my face. He rolled his eyes. “I didn’t say I was inexperienced. Just that I’ve never had intercourse.”

“Why not? How old are you?” That question was shitty, I knew, but it suddenly seemed important to know.

“I’m twenty,” he said, his voice a little defensive. He looked his age in a way he hadn’t in the bar. Fresh-faced and innocent. I felt my body start to thrum again, and I moved closer to him. It felt completely wrong to be so turned on by the fact that he was half my age, but I was still turning him on so much that his erection was tenting his pants. “And there’s no particular reason. I was an awkward kid, and by the time I grew out of being awkward, I had figured out how to be good with my hands and my mouth, and I love getting head, so it just wasn’t necessary.”

Oh…oh, this was the other half of Mike’s birthday present to me. He must have known this about Jake somehow. I’d never specifically confessed my fantasies of being a man’s first, of knowing that every time he sank his dick in anyone, he was going to remember that my cunt was the first one he’d ever had. But Mike had always been able to read me well.

“But?” I wrapped my arms around Jake’s neck and pulled myself close to his thick body. He grabbed my ass with both hands and pulled me tight, grinding his cock against me.

He hesitated. I leaned forward and nipped at his jawline, relishing his groan. “I’m going to make you feel fucking amazing with my mouth and my hands. I don’t need more than that.”

“But?”

He couldn’t seem to get the words out.

“But if I want to get fucked, I’m going to need to show you the ropes, is that it?”

“Yes,” he said. He stared at me, daring me to say it was a problem.

I pulled back just enough to slip my hand between us and press it against his cock. He hissed and thrust his hips against my hand, clearly enjoying the pressure. “Happy birthday to me,” I said.

His eyes lit up, and that confidence he’d displayed in the bar and the elevator came roaring back to him. “Oh, yeah?”

I tugged his sweater up enough that I could run my hands over his chest. He made a low, rumbling sound. “Yeah,” I said. “I’m happy to make sure that I’m the best fuck you’ll ever have.”

I took a step back from him, then turned. “Unzip me?” I felt his hands work the zipper, and then his lips pressed against my bare neck, his hands cupping my breasts. Even through the thick material of my bra, I could feel the pressure on my nipples. I whimpered, my knees still a little weak from how hard I’d come in the elevator. His erection was still grinding into my ass, and I pushed back against him for a moment before stepping away. I faced him again, slipped the straps of my dress of my shoulders, then let it fall to the floor in a puddle. I was wearing a strapless lace-covered push-up bra and a matching black lace thong. His eyes went wide, and I knew his cock was aching.

Well. I knew how to help with that.

I stepped closer again and tugged at the hem of his sweater. He pulled it up over his head. He went to pull me close again, but I dropped to my knees.

“Yes,” he hissed, working his belt and losing his jeans. With just his boxers on, his cock was jutting out at an agonized angle. I could see that he was huge, and I felt just a little twang of nervousness.

I pulled his massive cock free and did my best to wrap my fist around it. “You like getting head? Your girlfriends have been good at it?”

He nodded, his eyes only half open as he watched me.

“Are they this good?” I took him in my mouth and pushed myself down his shaft. I could barely get him halfway, and it made my cunt ache with need. He was going to stretch me until it hurt when he fucked me, and I wanted it so badly.

“Fuck, Anna.”

I pushed myself down, humming softly when the head of his cock was deep in my mouth, and he swore again. I drew back and swallowed him again, picking up the pace as I adjusted to him. I had to work to keep my throat open, to not gag on this huge cock. His hips were moving with me, matching my pace. I pulled back for a moment, stroking him with my hand. “Are they this good?”

I swallowed him again, working him harder, and he cursed. “No,” he said. “No, not this good.”

I grabbed his hand and put it on the back of my head. He groaned, and his hand fisted in my hair. He moved with me, letting me set the pace. I could taste his salty pre-cum and there was part of me that was desperate to make him come like this. The way he was grunting, I knew I could. If I let him take over, let him shove me down on his cock, he’d explode, and I could swallow him. My cunt clenched at the thought.

No. No, not yet.

I pulled back and looked up at him, not bothering to wipe the string of drool dangling from his cock to my lips. “Where do you want your first fuck to happen, Jake? In a bed? Somewhere nastier?”

He made a heavy sound and closed his eyes for a moment. “Bed,” he said. “For the first time.”

He pulled me up to my feet, turned me toward a door that I had to presume was the bedroom, and slapped my ass hard enough to make me jump. I glanced at him, surprised. “Didn’t say I was inexperienced,” he said. “Move your ass.”

If I had more time or knew him better, I would have considered being a brat about it, but not tonight. I moved my ass.

The bedroom was just as luxurious as every other space in the suite. It was a huge, king-sized bed that looked plush and inviting. The lights were low, and the space felt charged with energy. Of course, that might have been just because of how Jake was looking at me.

I wiggled out of my thong and bra, then climbed up on the bed and curled my finger at him. “Come here.”

Jake dropped his boxers, then climbed moved to sit beside me on the bed. I moved so that I was straddling his lap. His cock was pressed against my mound, and my tits were right in his face. He murmured a low curse, leaning back a bit to give me space to rest on his thick thighs. I rocked my hips just enough to spread my lower lips and let him feel how hot and wet my cunt was. He groaned and grabbed my ass, yanking me toward him so that he could angle my hips better, drag more of my wetness over his cock.

“If you want to fuck me,” I said. “You’re going to need to make me nice and loose first. You’re going to need to make me come at least once, and you’re going to need to use your fingers. Spread my cunt open so I can take you.”

“Oh no,” he said. “However will I survive.”

I wasn’t much of a Domme, but I was a woman past 40, and when I raised a single eyebrow, he choked back his laugh.

“It’s my pleasure,” he said. He shifted again, dragging me over his shaft, and this time the head of his cock bumped over my clit. I gave a hungry little moan. “I was told to use you in every way I wanted.” Another long slow stroke that tortured my clit. If I thought I could have taken him, it would have been easy to shift my hips, line his cock up with my cunt, and drive him straight into me. It was only the fear that he would split me open that kept me from doing it.

And because I wanted to make sure he understood how to do the prep work. How to make sure a woman took him well.

“I’m going to make you feel good, Anna,” he said. He laid back, his cock jutting straight up. He wrapped a fist around it loosely. He worked one hand between us again, finding my clit. He tugged at it in a harsh little movement that made me gasp. “You want me to fill you up with my fingers so you can take my cock?”

“Yes.”

I’d assumed he’d use a single finger at first, feel me around him. Two thick blunt fingers were more than I bargained for. He shoved them into me, making me arch my back and cry out. It stung, and god did it feel good. “Is this what you want, slut? To be full?”

I groaned, rolling my hips to take his fingers better. He started to thrust them, curling them deep to drag over the most sensitive spot inside of me. “Yes,” I managed.

“How full, Anna? How many fingers does it take to spread a slut open wide enough to take my cock?” His fingers found a punishing rhythm. I matched it as best as I could, feeling the roaring energy surging in my cunt.

“At least three,” I managed. “For your fat cock, at least three.”

I barely felt his hand move before a third finger was slamming home into me. The burn increased, but he didn’t slow down. I didn’t want him too, but I couldn’t move. All I could do was take what he was doing to my hungry cunt. A steady stream of whimpers and curses fell from my mouth as he drove his fingers into me, harsh and hard. I could feel pleasure starting to circle, my cunt clenching at his fingers with desperate need.

“Four, I think,” he said. “I think a slut like you can take four. Can’t you?”

I couldn’t speak. He didn’t wait for me to try. A fourth finger split my cunt, and this time I couldn’t hold back my wail. I was stretched more than I thought I could take, aching and desperate for the orgasm I could feel building.

“You like riding a cock? Is that why you climbed into my lap?”

“Yes,” I gasped.

“Then ride my fucking hand.”

The thumb of his other hand found my clit and I screamed. I rode his hand, meeting every stroke of his fingers with a roll of my hips, and every thrust had me crying out, gasping, begging. He curled his fingers deep, rubbing my clit inside and out, and the orgasm came out of nowhere. I screamed again, completely destroyed by it, shattering into pieces. He didn’t stop moving, didn’t let me slow down, and aftershock after aftershock extended the pleasure. My cunt pulsed around him, begging for more.

“Like that, Anna? Is that what you need to take me?”

My body gave a final convulsion and I sagged against him. He pulled his fingers free with a wet sound. My cunt was stinging, but I wanted so much more. “Yes,” I managed. “Fuck, yes.”

“Tell me where you want it,” he said. “Tell me where I should fuck you the first time.”

It took me a second to catch my breath. I slipped off his lap, then moved so that I was on my hands and knees. “Like this,” I said. “Fuck my cunt with my pretty ass spread open in front of you.”

“Fuck,” he murmured. The bed moved as he shifted around behind me, his hands stroking and spreading my ass, exposing my cunt. “Have you ever had someone in your ass?”

My body screamed with hunger. “A few times. Have you ever fucked someone in the ass?”

“No. Toys, a few times.”

Oh god. To be his first, first ass and first cunt. It was almost enough to set off another orgasm. “Later,” I said, forcing myself to focus. “Let’s start with the basics.”

I could almost hear him roll his eyes at me. He shifted around so that the head of his cock was teasing at the opening of my cunt. I so eager that I was wet and dripping. “Like this?” He tried to make his voice teasing, but he was just a little nervous. God, why did that make me so horny?

“Yes. Just like that.” I pushed back against him just a little, just spreading the opening of my cunt over the head of his cock. He made a low sound that sent electricity through my body.

“Tell me what you want,” he said, his voice a barely controlled growl.

“I want it hard,” I said. “I want it to hurt.” It gave me a thrill to admit it. Honestly, Mike wasn’t lacking, but he wasn’t big enough to hurt me. I needed to stretch to take Jake’s cock.

He moved his hips, plunging into me, but I could feel him being timid, worried about hurting me. “Harder,” I groaned. “I want more.”

He pulled back, coating his cock with my juices, then shoved forward again. Harder this time, and I could feel my cunt stretching. It wasn’t enough. I drove my hips back, sheathing him farther in me, and it was his turn to spit out a curse. I was so tight around him that I could feel his cock twitch.

“More. I want more. Give it all to me.”

“Filthy fucking slut.” I felt him let go. He pulled back just enough to slam forward again. He didn’t stop this time, just drove into my cunt, forcing my body open for him. I screamed, shoving myself back, taking him inch by inch until he bottomed out in me. My cunt squeezed tight around him, pulsing. His hands came to my hips to steady himself. I could hear him breathing hard.

“Hard,” I said. “And fast. Fucking wreck me.” My voice took on a pleading tone. Given how hard he’d slapped my ass, I knew it would drive him wild.

He cursed and started to move in me. The first few strokes were timid, and then something else, something more primal took over. He railed into me, a harsh sound with every stroke, and I met his cries over and over. My body was pure need, and I felt another orgasm circling close. I didn’t want to hold back.

“I can feel you,” he said, his voice tight and thick. “I can feel your fucking cunt. You’re close.”

“Yes.” My body was electric. He found just the right angle to slam into that deep spot over and over, and I was going to come. I was going to come so hard, but I didn’t want to be done. It wasn’t going to be enough, I knew I was going to need more to be sated.

“Let go,” he said. He slowed his hips down a little, adding a twist that dragged the head of his cock over that spot. When he found it, he used shallow little thrusts to torture it. I cried over and over, feeling my body tense more and more. “I can take it. I want to feel you come on my cock.”

The pleasure shattered me, and I screamed as my body bore down on his cock. I couldn’t be still; I slammed back onto him again and again, my body clenching his cock so tight. He let out a steady stream of curses, but he held himself back.

When my body sagged, he pulled free, then rolled me onto my back. His cock was rock hard, huge, dark, and shiny with my juices. He angled my hips up with one thick arm and drove his cock back into me. There was nothing timid or hesitant about him now. “Fucking amazing, fucking slut.” He slammed into me so hard that every stroke hurt. “You feel fucking incredible. I didn’t know it would feel like this. Fuck. You fucking whore.” Every filthy word made my body tense more and more. “Are you going to come for me again, slut?”

I was trembling with need. “Please. Please.”

“I want to see you come with my cock buried in you,” he said through clenched teeth. “I want to fucking see what it looks like.”

“My clit,” I managed to choke out. Pleasure soaked me, edged me, but I couldn’t tip over the edge without more. “I need. Please.”

“Do it,” he said.

I slipped my fingers between our bodies and found the sore, aching nub. He cursed with every thrust. I could feel his arm shaking under my hips as he pulled me to just the right angle, holding me just where he needed me to be.

“Come for me, Anna.” He was spitting out the words, holding onto his self control with fingernails. “I want to see.”

My fingers moved brutally on my clit, matching his harsh pace inside me. He tilted his cock again, just a little, and he found that deep spot again. I cried out, my back arching.

“Yes, Anna, fuck yes, just like that. Let me see you, let me feel you come.”

His words were a command, and my body obeyed. The orgasm hit me like a tidal wave, leaving me screaming and arching up off the bed. Jake shouted a curse, and I felt him let go, cum soaking my insides as wave after wave of pleasure drove though him. He fucked me through it, his body moving in harsh, short strokes that drew out both of our pleasure, until we sagged into the mattress. He caught himself on an arm and fell to the side of me.

We lay there for a long moment, both of us catching our breath. I could feel his cum on my thighs, and the thought of him deep inside me, coating me, set off a little rush of aftershocks that made me gasp.

“Holy shit,” he said, after a little bit. He leaned up on an elbow and trailed one finger down my cheek. “Fucking hell, Anna.”

I chucked him under the chin; he laughed and swatted my hand away. “Not bad for a rookie,” I said.

I felt his cock twitch against my hip. “Not a rookie anymore,” he snarled, leaning over me and pulling me against him again.
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Igot home just as as Mike’s alarm went off. I felt my nerves kick up just a little. I’d had an incredible time with Jake, and if Mike didn’t like the way this had felt, I didn’t know what I was going to do.

But when his eyes opened and he saw me, he smiled wide. “Hey, beautiful,” he said, sitting up and reaching out to grab my hand. “How was your birthday celebration?” He stroked my hair back from my neck and planted a kiss just below my ear.

My thighs and my cunt ached from more sex than I’d had in a very long time, but his kiss still awoke a need deep in me. “Gorgeous,” I said. “Thank you for the best present ever.”

He pulled back from me, his expression neutral. “There was a second part of our agreement.”

I giggled a little. I planted a hand on his chest and pushed him gently onto his back. He went, his hands stroking my inner thighs as I straddled his hips. “There was. What do you want to know?’

The neutrality disappeared, and his eyes were hungry. I could feel his cock hardening underneath me, and I rolled my hips against him. He groaned and bucked his hips up. “Everything.”

“Mmm.” I leaned down and planted a kiss on his bare chest, making him hiss. I ground my cunt down onto his shaft and felt him pulse against my aching cunt. “I met him at the bar. We took a car to the hotel room he’d rented, and he fingered me in the back of the car. I’m pretty sure the driver caught an eyeful.”

Mike kicked his boxers off, and I took his cock in my hand, stroking him gently. He groaned, thrusting up into his hand.

“We went up to the suite. I found out he was a virgin. Did you know that?”

“Yes,” Mike says between clenched teeth. “Then what?”

“His cock was huge. So huge I was worried whether I’d be able to take it.”

Mike cursed and gasped, his cock twitching hard in my hand. I could see precum beading at the tip; I leaned over and licked up the pretty drop.

“It turns out that virgin does not mean inexperienced,” I said with a wry little smile. “So he got me off a couple times. When he fucked me, Mike?” I shifted so that I was straddling him again, lining his cock up with my cunt. It was when he felt my wet heat against the head of his cock that he noticed. “When he fucked me, I was so tight that it was like I was the virgin. I came on his cock, screaming his name.”

Mike’s hands came to my hips. He moved to push me down, split me on his cock, but I held back. “Where are your panties, Anna?”

I could hear in his tone that he wasn’t upset. He wanted to hear me say it.

I drove myself down onto his cock. Taking him was easy after the night I’d had. He arched his hips up to meet me, groaning deep. “I left them with him as a trophy.”

“Fuck.” Mike’s voice was deep and controlled. I moved over him, taking him deep in me, riding him. I shifted so that my clit was dragging along his shaft; the harsh noises he made curled up in my belly, spinning into thick pleasure.

“I didn’t shower before I came home,” I said. I bent over and kissed Mike. “I thought you’d enjoy knowing that I came home messy.”

Mike snarled, flipping me over easily and pinning me to the bed. He almost tore my dress, pulling it down to free my breast and drag his teeth over my nipple. My body pulsed, the pleasure teasing closer. He picked up the pace, slamming into me and driving into the mattress. I kept up with him, slipping my hand between us to play with my clit as he fucked me. He twisted his hips just right to drag over that deep spot, and I could feel the orgasm ready to overwhelm me. “Do you want to do it again?” His voice was tight, and I knew how close he was.

“Yes,” I said. “Absolutely. As many times as you’ll let me.”

Mike cursed as the orgasm washed over him. He growled my name as he came in me, wave after wave of cum slamming into me. I was full, and I didn’t know who had given me more. That send me over the edge, crying out and rolling my hips to take every ounce of pleasure that I could from him.

When he was done, he collapsed next to me on the bed.

“You’re amazing,” he said, after we had both caught our breath. “And this is who you are now. My hotwife.”

It’s my new favorite word. I snuggle into him and let myself drift off to sleep while he plants light kisses in my hair.


AFTERWORD


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

A great way to thank a writer for their work is to leave them a rating or a review. This helps other readers find stories they love, especially as Amazon seems dedicated to cracking down on stories about heat and lust.

Want to keep up with what I write and get notifications about new books? Follow me on Amazon.

If you sign up for my newsletter, you’ll not only stay up to date with any new releases, you’ll also hear about sales and freebies when I partner with other authors to bring you amazing stories you’re going to love. When you sign up, you can get a free a copy of my story Job Interview with the Hotwife.

[image: ]


Thanks for being here, Constant Reader, and I hope to see you again soon!


INK STAINED: THE TATTOO PARLOR HOTWIFE


[image: A white woman with tattoos on her arm holds her hair up, smiling at the camera.]


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."


THE BIKER BAR HOTWIFE


[image: A white woman in a leather jacket sits on a motorcycle.]


For my 43rd birthday, my husband decided to give me a fantastic present: we're touring the East Coast on our motorcycles for the summer. But he's giving himself a present too; one night, when we head to the local biker bar, he decides to share me with the bartender.

The bartender is gorgeous, has amazing hands, and is half my age. Before the night is over, he's going to have me bent over a pool table and begging on a bar top. All while my husband watches.

I never dreamed of being a hotwife. I can't imagine anything better than this. I hope this bike tour lasts forever.

The Biker Bar Hotwife is an erotic short story with a very happy ending.


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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