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THE HOTWIFE’S NIGHT OUT




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.
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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.
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WAITING FOR THE HOTWIFE




After more than twenty years of marriage, my husband's birthday present to me was a night of passion with a man half my age—one of this teaching assistants. Our first night made it clear that he knew plenty about pleasuring a woman, I wasn't the only one experiencing my first night with something new. He wants me to show him the ropes and make sure he's everything he can be. Tonight, my husband is ready to share him again, so my new man is going to learn all about how to be patient. No matter how long he has to wait, he isn't going to take his pleasure until I say it's time.

I may be the professor's wife, but I still have plenty to teach.
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“So,” Mike said, brushing my hair back from my neck and planting a light kiss just under my ear. “When are you going to see him again?”

My entire body shivered. Just a few days ago, my husband of twenty-plus years had made the decision to share me with another man, specifically a man half my age. I’d had one spectacular night, and Mike had sworn we’d do it again…but I hadn’t really let myself believe it. It was one thing to talk about being his hotwife, but I didn’t want to get all excited about doing that again…and then not having it.

My emotional connection with Mike was amazing, and it had never faded. But as we’d gotten older, the combination of him getting busier with his work as a professor at the local college and his sex drive simply slowing down had left me wondering if there were industrial strength vibrators that wouldn’t burn out after just a few weeks.

And now we were standing in our kitchen, and he was asking when I was going to go have another wild night of passion.

“When do you want me to do it again?” My heart slammed in my chest and I tried to keep my breathing under control.

He pressed another kiss against the back of my neck, and one hand cupped my breast. I moaned and leaned into him, feeling his erection hard against my ass. “Soon,” he said. “As soon as you want.”

I took a deep breath, then told the truth. “I want to now.”

Mike let out a long groan and rocked his hips, grinding his hard cock against my ass. “Then call him. Set it up.”

I whimpered and reached for my phone.
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“I’ll tell you the truth, Anna,” Jake said. “I wasn’t sure I’d get to hear from you again.”

I bit my lip. I was sitting in the living room because it had felt weird to call him from the bedroom. “But here I am,” I said.

“Here you are.” His voice was low and rumbling. It knotted something up in my stomach and made my body tighten at the same time. “So, what happens now?”

“Anything we want,” I said. And then I remembered a delicious detail that had almost slipped my mind until right now.

Until he’d been with me, Jake had been a virgin. He’d been quick to clarify that he wasn’t inexperienced, and he’d shown me just how good he was with his fingers, but I’d still been the first woman he fucked. I’d gotten to show him how to use me just right, and I knew he’d think of me with every woman he was with for the rest of his life.

It was a gorgeous idea. And it made me wonder…what else could I teach him?

“Get us a hotel room,” I said. “It doesn’t have to be as fancy as before. But I want to go somewhere where you can make me scream and I don’t have to worry about how loud I am.”

He made a low sound, almost a growl. He wanted me just as much as I wanted him.

Good.

“You did a good job fucking me last time, Jake,” I said, keeping my voice as light and easy as I could, even though all I could think of was the delicious way he twisted his hips as he drove his thick cock into me. “But you had to work so hard to wait for me. I want to make sure that you can last as long as you need to.”

“Fuck, Anna.”

I laughed. “That’s the general idea.”

“I’ll text you an address.”

“I’ll get ready.”

While I waited for Jake to text me, I dug through my closet looking for just the right thing to wear. That first time, I’d been wearing a skirt and a top designed for dancing, a push-up bra and a thong designed to make me look sexy in my clothes.

This time, I didn’t need to worry about my clothes. I had no intention of wearing them for a moment longer than I needed to. I picked the laciest things I owned, delicate wisps of fabric that barely covered my nipples and my mound. Mike sat in our bedroom and watched me get dressed. His cock was rock hard, tenting his pants, but he didn’t make any move to stroke himself.

“You’ll tell me all about it when you get home,” he said.

“I promise.” I shivered a little. Fucking Jake had been incredible, but the way Mike had responded when I got home, when I rode him and told him all about how his virgin TA had stretched out my cunt? That had been the best reward.

I put a modest t-shirt and jeans over my lacy lingerie. The rougher fabric scraped across my delicate flesh, and my body responded sharply. My nipples were hard and what passed for my panties were wet.

I leaned over and gave Mike a long kiss before my phone buzzed with a text. I glanced at the address. It was a very nice hotel, just on the edge of the city. I wondered if Mike was funding these little adventures of mine, or if Jake had money squirreled away somewhere, just in case he got to fuck his professor’s wife. Both of the fantasies made me equally needy.

“I’ll see you soon, love,” I said.

“Enjoy yourself.”
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Even given the fancy hotel, I was surprised by how nice the room was. Jake’s text said to ask for a key at the front desk, and the receptionist told me to take the elevator to the top floor. I didn’t step into an executive suite this time, but a large room with a small sitting area and a huge bed.

As soon as the door closed behind me, Jake was there. He was a big man, barrel chested and wide in the shoulders. He pushed me up against the door, fisted his big hand in my hair, and pulled me up to claim a kiss. I whimpered and wrapped my arms around his neck, trying to get as close to him as I could. He got his hands under my ass and lifted me up. He pressed between my legs, and even though my jeans I could feel that he was hard.

“Been waiting for me long?” I rocked my hips and relished his curse.

“Since the moment you left,” he said. “Fuck, Anna.”

I laughed, rocking against him again. He growled into my neck and nipped at the tender flesh, working his way down to the neck of my t-shirt. “Tell me the truth. Have you come even one time without thinking of being buried in me?”

“No,” he growled. “And I haven’t tried. I’ve been fantasizing about you since the moment you walked out the door.”

The thought made pleasure ripple through me. I groaned and arched against him. “Good.” My little movements didn’t shift him at all. If he wanted to hold me in place, there was nothing I could have do about it. That made my head spin and my cunt ache.

But I was here with a specific goal in mind. I arched again, tapping his shoulder with my fingers, and he let me down. “I want to play a game tonight,” I said.

He raised his eyebrows. “Oh?”

“Yes,” I said. I traced a finger from his cheek down his thick neck. “You fucked me so hard it hurt to walk, Jake. But it was a little…rough around the edges, wasn’t it? You had to work hard to make me feel good with your cock in me.”

His cheeks went a little red, and my nipples tightened into sharp little pebbles. He didn’t say anything.

“You told me you wanted me to show you the ropes,” I said. “And if I’m going to be responsible for that?” I hooked one finger in a belt loop of his pants and tugged. He let me pull him toward me. I palmed his cock through his jeans, and he groaned. “I want to make sure you know how to last, not just how to fuck.”

“Anna, fuck.” His hand was in my hair, yanking me back for another kiss. He cupped my breast, and my lacy little bra did nothing to keep him from feeling my hard nipple. He pinched it, and when that drew a sharp little hiss from me, he pinched harder, twisting just a little. Another surge of wetness soaked my panties and threatened to make a mess of my jeans.

“Do you want to see how much you can take?” I worked the button and zipper of his jeans. When my hand stroked his bare cock, he groaned again, his hips bucking into my hand. “Because you were very clear that you knew how to take care of your girlfriends. But how many of them made you wait for them? Gave a single thought to making you feel good? Or did they just give you quick, fumbling blowjobs to say thank you?”

“Mostly that second one,” he said. “Or leave me horny to take care of it later with my hand.”

“I thought so. So, let’s practice waiting tonight.”

“What does that mean?”

I grinned. His cock was still swelling in my hand, and I could barely wrap my fingers around him. My cunt ached in glorious anticipation of being filled by him. But I was going to make him work for it tonight. “Once you had your cock in me, it took everything you had not to come in me, didn’t it?”

His cheeks flushed redder. I tightened my grip just a little to give him the friction he was clearly begging for. “Yes,” he said, his teeth clenched. “You were so fucking tight, and wet, and you felt so good.”

“I’m sure I did.” My cheeks glowed at the compliment. I hadn’t anticipating ever hearing those words again after I turned 40, and it felt glorious to have him looking at me like I was the answer to every question he’d ever thought to ask. “You did such a good job, waiting until I came before you did. You worked so hard. But what if I hadn’t come so fast? What if I’d needed longer?”

“I would have waited,” he said. His eyes were squeezed tight, his hips shifting with the strokes of my hand, and his hand was so tight in my hair that it hurt. I didn’t care. “I would have found a way.”

“I think you would have,” I said. “But let’s make sure.”

I stepped back from him, letting my hand fall away from his cock, and he made a desperate sound in the back of his throat. He watched me, his eyes wide, as I pulled my t-shirt over my head and slipped out of my jeans. When I nodded, he stripped. He stood there, his solid body bare and his cock twitching as he took in my lacy lingerie, my hard nipples, and the panties that were a more of a suggestion than anything substantial.

I dropped to my knees in front of him and wrapped my hand around his cock again. He groaned harsh and hard, cursing. He reached out and steadied himself on a chair as I stroked him. He thrust hard into my hand. I knew he was imagining my cunt again, wishing that he was buried deep in me.

“Have you gotten off at all today?”

“No,” he said, his teeth clenched tight.

“Mmm.” I leaned forward and kissed the tip of his cock gently, then opened up a little to suck just the head. He made a deep sound, and I felt his cock pulse. He was barely holding himself back. His cock was salty and leaking. “I think I’ll give you this one for free,” I said. “Let you take the edge off. Otherwise, playing with you won’t be any fun.”

“Whatever you want, Anna. It’s yours.”

I had a quick, passing fantasy of telling him to call me something very different than my name, but I let it go. Not now.

“I’m going to wrap my mouth around your cock,” I said, “and give you the blowjob of your dreams. You can come, but not until you can’t hold back for another second. Understand? I expect you to wait as long as you possibly can.”

“Fine,” he said. “Fine. Anything. Just get your fucking mouth on me, please.”

I whimpered at how desperate and hungry he was. How much he wanted me. It was enough to make me slip my fingers between my folds and make a few little circles around my clit. I was aching. I desperately wanted to come while he was halfway down my throat, but not now. I wanted to focus on him.

I wasn’t patient or slow. I took him in my mouth as hard and fast as I could, forcing myself down on him. He let out a moan and a string of curses. I could feel his balls tight against his cock, taste his precum. He was holding back as hard as he could, fighting to do what I’d said. I pushed down on him farther, opening my throat and taking him deep. His hand in my hair tightened more, and he pushed me down, holding me in place while he thrust into my mouth. I let him. I couldn’t make him control everything at once. Not yet.

I hummed deep in my throat as he slammed into me, and I felt the moment he shattered. He let out a yell, and I felt the first wave of cum hit my tongue.

And then I pulled back. He groaned heavily as his cum coated my throat and chest. I kept my hand moving, stroking him through his orgasm. His eyes were wide, watching his cum drip down my chest.

His cock was barely softening. Oh, to be twenty again. I wasn’t going to need to wait at all.

Well, if I wasn’t going to be twenty again, having a twenty-year-old to fuck was definitely the next best thing.

“Good,” I said. “You did exactly what I told you to.”

Jake was panting, his arm trembling as he steadied himself.

“Next time you come, it’ll be while you’re buried in my cunt. As long as you listen and do as I say.”

He nodded slowly. “Anything. Anything you fucking want.”

I grinned. “I’m going to hold you to that.” I stood, climbing up on the bed. I patted the mattress next to me. “Come here.”
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Jake was on the bed in a heartbeat, one hand moving to pin my arms above my head and smash into me with a kiss. His free hand stroked my body, finding my ass, my breasts, teasing at my mound and pushing me to open my thighs so he could get his talented fingers on my clit. It took all my willpower to gently push him off me and onto his back.

“It’s easy to be patient when you’ve got your fingers in me,” I said, “or when you’ve got your face buried in my pussy. I need to know that you can be patient when you’re balls deep in me.”

His cock twitched. I straddled his thick thighs and stroked his cock with my hand. “And I want you to know. I’m not going to hold back. I’m going to come on your cock as many times as I want to. And I expect you to wait. To hold back until I say it’s your turn. Understand?”

“What if I can’t?”

From a different man in a different situation, the question would be a dare. A challenge. From Jake, it was sweet and innocent, and it made my body clench hard. I wasn’t going to last long once I had his cock in me.

And, gloriously, I didn’t have to.

“You get one orgasm tonight. Other than that quickie before, which I think we both know was barely worth writing home about.” I waited until he blushed and nodded just a little. “So, when you come, you’re done for the night.” He didn’t look sufficiently impressed. “And I will make you call the front desk and ask someone to buy a vibrator, then make you watch me use it without you touching me until I’m satisfied.”

That got his attention in a way that the mild comment hadn’t. I leaned over, his cock pressing into my stomach, and the lace of my bra scraping over his chest. “So be a good boy and wait for me.”

“Oh fuck.” He arched into me again, grinding his cock on my stomach.

I hooked my thumbs in my panties to slide them off my hips…and then smiled. I leaned back, cupped his chin in my fingers, and made sure he was watching as I pressed the crotch of the panties aside and lowered myself onto the head of his cock. His eyes went painfully wide. His hands were on my thighs, his fingers dug in so hard that I’d have bruises in the morning.

“Sometimes a woman can’t wait to take a big cock like yours,” I said. I leaned back onto him. It burned like hell to take him, but the pain made me whimper with delight. The first time we’d fucked, I’d come more than once before I tried to take him like this. Now, I was soaking wet, but my cunt was still tight.

All the better to teach him what he needed to know.

“Sometimes she’ll do anything. And sometimes she’ll want you to fuck her rough. Up against a wall in a dark alley. She’ll just want you to push up her skirt, and who cares if her panties get in her way.” I lowered myself another inch, cursing at the spreading pain and pleasure. I balanced myself on his thighs to make sure he had a very good view of his cock as I took him in, bit by bit.

“Am I allowed to move?” He forced out the words through clenched teeth.

I considered, taking my time and making him wait. I didn’t stop moving on his cock, didn’t stop working myself down on him. Slow, steady strokes to bury him in my wet heat. “If you want,” I said. “But I don’t think that’ll make it easier on you. Do you?”

He cursed, and his fingers dug into my thighs even harder. “I want to fuck you so much,” he said. “I can feel how tight you are, I know it must be hurting, and I want to make it hurt more. I want to make you come screaming about it hurts.”

The thought of it made me groan and roll my hips, taking him in deeper. He threw back his head at the sensation, gasping. “Another time,” I said. “Another time, you’ll get to learn how to make it hurt just right. But we’re staying focused today, hm?”

“Yes, Anna,” he said. The obedient note there…god, it was going to kill me.

“So, move if you want to. Just remember the rule.”

“Yes.”

“Say it.”

He locked his eyes on mine. “I only get one orgasm tonight. So, I’d better make it count.”

“Unless?”

His cheeks flared red again. “Unless I want to be utterly humiliated and forced to watch you get off as many times as you want while I’m not allowed to touch you.”

“Exactly.” I was wet enough, spread wide enough. I took the rest of him in one heavy motion, dropping myself down on my cock until our hips met. He cried out, his hips bucking up to meet mine. His hands were trembling; he was telling the truth about how much he wanted to fuck me.

Good.

I rolled my hips, letting myself adjust just a little to his huge cock. He had to be patient, but I didn’t want to be. I’d been dreaming of this moment for so long, waiting for Mike to give me permission to be here. Suddenly, I wasn’t sure at all why I’d waited. Mike wanted this, I wanted this, Jake wanted this.

Yeah, I probably wasn’t going to wait again. I’d just tell him when I was going to go. He might like that, actually, a lot.

Jake’s breathing had leveled out just a little, his fingers losing their death grip on my thighs. His hips moved gently, just enough to keep rocking his cock in me. I doubt he could have stopped that, at least not without a lot more training than I could give in one night.

I wanted to come. I’d been edging myself for days without realizing it, thinking of this young man who wanted me so badly even though I was twice his age. I’d fingered myself in the showering thinking of him, buried my fingers in my cunt imagining they were his cock, and once or twice, I’d even tried to pretend that Mike was him. None of it was as good as this.

I was addicted to this cock. There was no way around it. And it was mine.

I rolled my hips, matching his small movements until I found the angle I needed. When his cock dragged against that sweet spot deep inside my cunt, my entire body tightened. I ground into him, then shifted, riding him hard and fast, slamming the head of his cock into that spot again and again. He was cursing, calling out my name again and again. I grabbed his hand and pressed his fingers tight into my clit. He knew what I needed, knew my body so well already, and he circled my clit just right.

“Wait,” I gasped out as the pleasure spiraled up my body. “It’s not your turn.”

His low groan was what tipped me over the edge, my orgasm tearing me into a thousand little pieces. I ground into him, dragging his cock over that spot again and again, stretching out the heat and pleasure as long as I could.

“Anna,” he cried. “Anna, please, I can’t, please, I⁠—”

“Wait,” I told him. My arms were shaking, my breathing unsteady. I slowed my movements, letting him have some mild reprieve. “You’re doing so well, Jake.” I didn’t stop; I let him feel every pulse of my hungry cunt as my body tried to drive him over the edge. “I know you can wait for me like a good boy.”

He got control of himself slowly, but I could feel him dragging himself back from the pleasure he wanted fingertip by fingertip. He forced his eyes open, and the look he gave me was so innocent, so sweet. “I’ve never needed anything like I need you,” he said. “I need to feel you. Please.”

Apparently he was as addicted to my cunt as I was to his cock. I grinned, lifting myself and then driving down on his cock hard. He groaned, his back arching off the bed and his fingers digging into my thighs. “Like that?”

He let out a string of curses, but he got his control back more quickly. “Yes,” he gasped finally. “Just like that.”

“Then keep listening.” I leaned forward and kissed him lightly. “Do as I say, and you’ll have me in every single way you want me.”

“Yes, Anna,” he said. This time, he hesitated on my name. What was he thinking of calling me? File that away for later.

I rolled off his cock and laid down on my back. My cunt was aching and sore from taking him that fast and driving down on him so hard, and I wanted something more. And I wanted him to last. For all my taunting, I didn’t want to spend my night with a vibrator, even if he would look delicious with a sad puppy look wishing he could touch me. Regretting whatever he’d done that meant he couldn’t. He lay still, gasping, his cock purple and swollen. He’d been so close, and he’d done so well. He deserved a reward.

“Come here,” I said. He rolled toward me, leaning up on one elbow. “I think you deserve a little reward and a little break.”

“Thank you.” The words were so sincere I had to choke back a giggle. “I want to do what you want.”

“But it’s hard?”

He nodded. “It’s so hard.”

“Thank you for working so hard for me.” I stroked his cheek. “I want your mouth on me. Make me come with your tongue.”

“Happily,” he said, and then he was moving down the bed, pulling my panties off, then lifting my legs over his shoulders and gripping my ass with his hands, moving me to the right angle for his mouth. And then—oh god.

It wasn’t that I’d never had someone go down on me before. I’d definitely never had someone go down on me before who clearly considered it a work of art. Jake scooted us both up the bed so that he had a better angle for my cunt, and then he buried his face in my pussy. He made unholy noises as he licked and lapped at my delicate, sore flesh, teased my clit with his teeth, and taunted me with his tongue. I’d figured he might make me come, and give himself a little breath before I had him bury his cock deep in me again, but when his teeth scraped over my clit a second time, an orgasm barreled into me like a train. I came screaming, arching my mouth into his. He groaned, urging me on even though his mouth was buried in my flesh. The pleasure stretched and stretched as he licked and lapped at me, and when it finally shattered, I collapsed into his waiting hands, shaking.

“Holy fuck,” I whimpered when I could finally breathe. “Holy fuck, Jake.”

He looked up from my thighs with a satisfied little grin. His face was soaked with my juices, and I felt another little spasm of pleasure. “Told you. Virgin isn’t the same as inexperienced.”

“Come here,” I said. I opened my arms, and he crawled up the bed to settle into them. “You’re fucking incredible.” I reached between us and stroked his cock, which was still shockingly hard. “You ready to fuck me again?”

He laughed. “I think I’ve been ready to fuck you my entire life. Am I ready to wait for you?” He pressed a kiss to my throat, then trailed soft kisses down to my breasts. He pushed the light lace out of the way and took my nipple delicately in his teeth before pressing a soft, wet kiss to the flesh. “I want to do everything you say, Anna. Learn everything you want so that I can please you.”

This gorgeous young man was going to be the absolute death of me.
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Isat up before I started saying things that would get me into trouble later. I unhooked my bra and tossed it to the side. I was completely naked, and I wasn’t even self-conscious about the softness of my body. “Come here. I want your cock slamming into me again.”

I watched his jaw set with determination. It was the cutest and sexiest thing I’d ever seen. “Anything and everything you want.”

I moved on to my hands and knees, my ass facing him. “Fuck me like this,” I said. “You’re going to go fucking deep, and I want you to feel what it’s like to have every inch of you buried deep in my cunt…and still need to wait.”

He didn’t hesitate, just moved behind me and lined his cock up with my cunt. He buried himself in me in one smooth thrust, and I had to choke back a scream. He made a hungry sound. I let my face fall down to the mattress to give him the best angle. He started to move in me, fighting for control. His thighs were trembling every time they slapped into mine. I sometimes struggled to come in this position, but with the first slap of his cock deep in me, I knew that wasn’t going to be a problem. He was so deep, so thick, and even as wet as I was, he was spreading me so wide.

“Hands on my hips,” I managed to say. “Pull me back to meet your thrusts.”

“Hungry fucking slut,” he grunted out. “Telling me how to fuck your cunt?”

The words twisted the heat in my clit up another notch. “Yes. And you’ll do what I say, won’t you?”

His hands were already on my hips. The first few thrusts were rough, not quite lining up his rhythm right, but once he found it, he tore into my body with his cock. “Fuck, Anna, fuck, how are you still this tight?”

“It’s because you’re so big,” I managed to gasp out between the thrusts that were driving me wild. “You’re so big that you stretch me all the way out.”

“Like this, I want to play with your ass,” he said. His voice was tight, harsh. “Have a finger in you while I fuck you. I want to know what that feels like.”

A flurry of nerves took me. Mike had never wanted any ass play, but I’d always loved it. “I’ll come if you do. Really, really hard. You sure you can take that?” I gave my hips a twist to match his thrusts and he cursed viciously. “Because there’s going to be another time, Jake. I’m not going to be done with you after tonight.”

His control almost shattered. He slammed into me so hard it hurt. The pain drove me over the edge and I exploded around him, screaming with pleasure. He kept driving into me, fucking me through the orgasm, stretching it out, letting me embrace every single surge of sparkling energy.

And the second I sagged in relief, he pulled out of me, gasping and cursing. His cock was swollen and thick. I didn’t know how he was still holding back.

“I’m sorry,” he gasped. “I didn’t mean—I couldn’t stay inside you and not⁠—”

I crawled to him, pressing a finger to his lips, then kissing him. “You’re doing well,” I said. “You did just right. I know this is new, and it’s hard, and you’re doing so well.”

“Thank you.” He gulped. “I’m…I don’t think I can last much longer.”

“Mmm. I think you need to come. I don’t think that’s entirely the same.”

He watched me cautiously. “You said only one…”

I chuckled. “I had no idea you’d hold out this long.” I pressed another kiss to his lips. “I don’t want you to fail, Jake. I want to teach you.”

He lifted his eyebrows. “So I’ll be perfect for some other woman?”

I shook my head, daring myself to say it. “So you’ll be perfect for me.”

He groaned. “Fuck, Anna.”

“Yes,” I said. “Fuck me.”
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He was beyond gentle movements. He pushed me onto my back, shifting my hips. I could see him remembering what I’d wanted last time. He pulled one of my legs up, lifting it onto his shoulder, then lined his cock up with my cunt. He was buried in me in one fast stroke, and he was moving hard and fast. Gasping.

“Want you to come again.” His voice was so tight. “Before I do. Can you?”

The need in him was flooding into me with every stroke. “My clit,” I said.

“Yes.” His fingers found me, sharp and harsh. “Play with your tits.”

I caught my nipples between my fingers and pulled. I’d never thought that having my breasts teased was enjoyable for me, but it turned out I just needed it harder, harsher, than most men had ever been willing to give it to me.

“I’m close,” I whimpered, the heat in my clit spiraling down into a tight little pinprick of energy. “I’m going to come. And I expect you to wait all the way through it. Until I tell you I’m done. Until I tell you to come. Understand?”

“Yes,” he grunted. “Fuck. Please, please come for me, Anna.” It wasn’t a command. It was begging. It sent me over the edge so hard and fast that I screamed, driving myself down on his cock in a frenzy. I heard him urging me on, begging me for more, telling me to go harder, take more, he could wait. He could wait.

When I sagged in release, his entire body was vibrating with tension. “Wait one more second for me.” I let the moment stretch. “And come for me, you sweet boy.”

He exploded. His body went wild, driving into me so hard it hurt, coating my cunt with heavy, thick ropes of hot cum that made me surge again. My body pulsed, milking his cock for every last drop before he collapsed over me, with a groan. He pulled me tight against him, his cock sliding out of me as he pressed kisses to my forehead.

“Worth it?” I asked. I already knew the answer.

“I will move a mountain if you tell me to,” he said, his voice solemn. “Holy shit, Anna.”

I snuggled up against him. “Rest a bit,” I said. “And then get ready for round two.”

“Yes, ma’am.” He was being sarcastic, but I didn’t mind the sound of that at all.
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It was early morning by the time I got up. Mike was asleep in bed, but he woke up the moment our bedroom door opened. “Good night?” His voice was bleary.

“Extremely.”

He patted the mattress. “Tell me about it?”

I laughed as I sat down. “Tell you about it or fuck you about it?”

He rolled on his back, bending his arm and putting one hand behind his bed. His cock was hard, tenting the sheets. Had he gotten off while I’d been gone? “Whatever you want.”

I pulled the sheets down and freed his cock from his pajama pants, wrapping my fingers around it. It was impossible not to notice how easily my fingers touched after I’d been handling Jake’s big cock. If I fucked him now, would I feel loose and stretched to him?

“I taught him how to be patient tonight,” I said. “I made him fuck me over and over, but I didn’t let him come until I said he could.”

Mike shifted his hips in time with my thrusts. “How did he do?”

His cock was swelling in my hand, and I knew he was close. I let him go and pulled off my jeans. This time, he didn’t ask where my panties were. He knew I’d left him with Jake. He traced my bare hips with a groan. I straddle Mike’s lap and lowered myself onto his cock easily. He didn’t wait, just drove his cock up into me, hard and fast. I tilted my hips to find the angle I needed, where he was pushing up against that deep, sweet spot. He moved his thumb so that it pressed into my clit with every thrust, and I was spiraling up with him, cursing as my husband fucked me. “He did so well,” I said, gasping. “He was so patient. He waited until I said he could come, every single time.”

“How many times?” I could hear the desperation in Mike’s voice, the urgent need to know. It was going to be the thing that put him over the edge, the thing that gave him the release he’d been craving all night long.

I waited for a long moment.

“I lost track, there were so many.”

Mike’s back bowed as he screamed, driving his cock up into me hard. His thumb was a flurry on my clit, and that combined with the hot jets of cum shooting into my cunt were just enough to send me over the edge, shattering with pleasure. He pumped into me as my body pulsed around him and we slowly collapsed around each other. He pulled me close and stroked my hair gently.

“You really like him,” he said.

“I do.” No point in trying to hide it. I bit my lip, though, worrying what he would say.

“Good.” He snuggled me closer. “I want you to have someone who makes you feel good.”

“You make me feel good,” I said, automatically.

“I know I do. But that doesn’t mean I’m the only one you have to want. So long as you know who you come home to.”

I cuddled into him. I took a deep, long breath. There was one more question I needed to ask. “So…do you want me to wait for you to tell me to set up a date with Jake? Or should I just do it and…let you know it’s happening?”

He was quiet for a long moment, and I thought my heart would stop. “Let me know you’re going out,” he said. “But don’t tell me that it’s with him. Just tell me when you get home. Tell me the details.”

“Happily,” I said. I buried my face in my neck and let sleep climb up to claim me. This was my life, and I had never dreamed of feeling this incredibly good.


[image: The Hotwife’s Challenge Cover]


THE HOTWIFE’S CHALLENGE




My husband and I have been married for more than twenty years. For a very special birthday present, he decided I should have a hot night of passion with Jake, his sexy TA who is half my age. Jake is a unique treat, and while I'm absolutely loving all the ways he's making me scream with pleasure, I'm also turned on by all ways I get to be his first.

When I try to set up a date with Jake tonight, he says he has a friend in town.

That's fine with me. Tonight, I'll have two men making sure I'm used like the slut I am—and Jake will learn that sometimes he has to share.

I had no idea that being my husband's hotwife would be so hot.
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"It's going to be a late night," Mike said over the breakfast table. "I'm sorry."

There was a time, just a few weeks ago, that I would have been frustrated hearing my husband say, yet again, that he was going to have a long night grading papers or at a faculty meeting, or whatever it was that time. Now, I definitely had a way to occupy my time. And Mike knew all about it. After all, he was the one who decided I should be a hotwife.

The first time he'd brought it up, I was sure he was joking. I'd been a happy slut in college, and it had taken a lot of convincing for me to settle down with one man for the rest of my life. And it had been fine...right up until Mike made professor. We'd hit our early 40s, my sex drive had ramped up while his started to slow down...but instead of becoming grumpy and cranky, like some of our friends, Mike had come up with a very, very sexy solution.

The solution's name was Jake. One of Mike's TAs. Tall, gorgeous, and entirely mine. I got to do anything I wanted, I just needed to give Mike all the gory details. I'd never thought my husband would be so turned on by hearing about me sleeping with other men—but at this point, I wasn't going to complain.

The last time Jake and I had gone out, Mike had told me that I didn't need to tell him when Jake and I were going to be together. I just needed to tell him after the fact. There was something about that which made it even filthier.

"I understand," I said, keeping my voice low and even. "I'll probably make plans."

"You definitely should," he said. We weren't looking at each other, but the room was still charged with electricity.

"Have a good day at work, sweetie," I said. I went past him to grab myself another cup of coffee; he grabbed me and pulled me into his lap. His cock was rock hard against my butt, and I couldn't resist a little wiggle, just to make him groan. "Think of me."

"As if I could stop myself," he said. He pulled me into the kind of hungry kiss that had made me decide I'd do the whole marriage and fidelity thing in the first place. I wrapped my arms around his neck and pulled myself close to him, grinding gently on his cock. It would be so easy to just turn, straddle him, and make sure that we had a great start to our morning. But he had places to be. And I had plans to make.

"I love you," I said, kissing him one more time and standing.

"And you." He squeezed my hand, then went back to his orange juice.

I pulled out my phone. My heart was slamming in my chest when I sent the text. Hey, Jake. My night's free. What are you up to? I was blushing like a fool sending it...but my body was overheated just thinking about the last time we'd been together.

Before me, Jake had been a virgin. Not inexperienced; the man was extremely talented with his fingers and mouth. But he'd never done the deed before me. I'd taken it upon myself to make sure that he knew exactly how to please a woman. I hadn't meant to get completely addicted to him along the way, but here we were.

It was a long minute before my phone buzzed with a notification. I swiped it immediately, staring at my phone like an eager teenager. I'd love to see you, but I have a friend in town.

I almost whimpered in dismay. Even just thinking for a moment that I'd be able to have Jake's cock again had me soaked and eager. And then I thought of a solution. I bit my lip, not sure if I should do it.

Oh, why the hell not.

"Honey." Mike looked over at me. His gaze was heated, and I thought about climbing right into his lap again. "What do you think of me going out with a couple friends?"

His eyes went wide, but he didn't hesitate. "Anything you want, Anna," he said. "Just remember the rules."

Tell him all about it.

I blew Mike a kiss as I opened up the text app again. Bring him along.

Why the hell not indeed.
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Jake sent me the address of another uptown hotel, even fancier than the last one. I had been planning to wear just a simple jeans and t-shirt with sexy lingerie underneath, but if this was the plan—well, might as well dress up for his friend. I found black lingerie that was lace held together by string, and a short, tight, sexy black dress that showed off every one of my curves. Just dressing up made me wet and aching. I ran my fingers through my soaked folds, but I didn't play with myself more than that. I wanted Jake—and his friend—to be the one to make me scream. I craved his cock, and no matter how many fingers I crammed into my pussy, it wasn't as good as it was with him.

Jake texted me that his friend, Xander, would meet me in the lobby. That gave me a flurry of nerves. This two-men-at-once thing had been a great idea in my kitchen, but I didn't know this guy at all. What if we had no chemistry? What if he wasn't into me? Suddenly, this super-hot idea seemed super concerning.

But when I saw him in the lobby, my worries evaporated. The gorgeous man who approached me was nothing but dream boat. "Hi," he said, with a voice like velvet and taffy. "I'm Xander."

Jake was built strong, with a barrel chest and huge hands. His hair was sandy brown, and he wore a light beard that left delicious marks on my thighs when he went down on me. Xander's hair was jet black, his eyes set wide and just as dark. His skin was a warm brown, and his smile lit up the room. Where Jake was solid and thick, Xander was built like a swimmer, broad at the shoulders and narrow at the hips. 

In short, yum. 

"Nice to meet you," I said. "I'm Anna." 

"Of course you are," he said. "Jake said all I had to do was find the most gorgeous woman who walked in the door." He actually took my hand and kissed the back of it like I was some kind of royalty. "This way." 

He kept my hand in his and led me through the lobby. He swiped a keycard in the elevator, and I tried to catch my breath. At least I didn't have to worry about chemistry. 

"Do you and Jake do this often?" I was a little breathless, and I didn't know how to stop my mouth from moving. "Share women?" 

He grinned. "Jake doesn't share well. I'm as interested in how this night will go as you are."

Heat was running into my thighs, making my knees weak. I wasn't always a fan of how men could get possessive, but this somehow had potential. "I'm looking forward to it," I said.

He scanned me up and down with a smoldering look. "I'm sure you are." It was like he could see past the dress to my lacey bra, my delicate panties, my soaked cunt, and my tight nipples. I wanted to kiss him, all of a sudden, wrap my arms around him and find out how he tasted.

The elevator stopped with a ding, and the doors opened onto a suite that was nothing but glamour. Jake had taken me to an executive suite before, and it had been gorgeous, but it was also a place where someone intended to work. This was a place where someone intended to play. There was a fireplace with a lit fire, a huge couch that looked big enough for a couple people to sleep on, and doors leading off to rooms I couldn't see.

Jake was sprawled across the couch, shirtless, looking incredible in the light from the fire. Everything in the room was an aphrodisiac, and my body was absolutely on fire.

He looked up when Xander and I walked in, and a slow grin spread across his face. "There you are," he said. His voice was just as hungry as mine. "I've been waiting for you to call." He reached a hand out to me; I kicked off my heels and padded across the soft carpet, crawling up onto the huge sofa with him. He pulled me into a searing kiss that left me gasping and whimpering as his hands skated down my body, teasing at my ass, my tits, and the insides of my thighs.

I felt the shift of the cushions as Xander sat down on my other side, but my entire being was focused on Jake. When he pulled back from me, we were both breathless.

"I know that look," he said, his voice light and teasing. "Have you been edging yourself all day?"

I laughed. "Not on purpose. I just wanted to wait for you." I cocked an eyebrow, letting my tone get a little firmer. "Make sure you've been paying attention to your lessons."

I heard Xander laugh a little and gave him a fierce glare. He subsided, looking appropriately chastened.

"I promise I've been paying attention," he said. "And practicing."

I grinned. We hadn't been able to be together, but we'd talked plenty, and I knew he'd been edging himself for as long as he could before coming. That was our last lesson; making sure he could hold back as long as he needed to, until the woman he was with was completely satisfied. "Good," I said. "I don't think I'll test you on that tonight. After all." I glanced at Xander and let my gaze heat up. "I'll have someone else to play with while you recover."

Jake made a low sound that was half heat and half growl. "You're mine first," he said, the words almost a snarl. "Come here. I know what you need."

He slid down just a little on the couch and pulled me over him, shoving my dress up to my hips and moving so that his face was between my thighs. I whimpered; he was right. I needed his talented mouth on my cunt. I was soaking wet, aching, and desperate. My panties were so tiny that he didn't even need to take them off; he just pushed them to the side and tugged me down, pulling my clit into his mouth. I cried out and grabbed the back of the couch for balance. His talented tongue worked at me, and I was already so hot that I was gasping, riding his mouth.

There were hands on my ass, tipping me forward just enough that two fingers could angle into my cunt. I cursed, my hips bucking as Jake sucked at me hard again. When he grazed his teeth over my clit, I screamed. The orgasm I'd been craving all day shattered over me, leaving me whimpering and grinding as I rode fingers and mouth through the aftershocks.

I felt someone—Xander—gather me to his chest and lift me off Jake's face so that he could sit up. "You're right," Xander said, just a bit of laughter in his voice. "She is a hungry slut."

There was a darkness in Jake's eyes that surprised me, and it took me a moment to understand. He was mad that Xander had fucked me with his fingers, angry that my orgasm hadn't been all his.

I knew what Jake had to learn tonight. Apparently, Jake had to learn to share. After all, this had been his idea.

I crawled back into Jake's lap, kissing him and tasting my wetness on his mouth and beard. "Don't sulk," I said. "You said yes to this. Do you still want it?"

He gripped my hips; I was resting lightly on his lap, and I could feel his hard cock between my thighs. "Yes," he said. "I can't think of anything sexier than trapping you between me and my best friend. But..."

"But you're not used to sharing," I said. He nodded. He was looking away, like he was just a little ashamed. "That's okay," I said. "I'll teach you."

The words unleashed something in him. He groaned and pulled me down to him, rolling his hips so that the harsh fabric of his pants ground into my aching cunt. I moved with him for just a moment before pulling back. "Here's how this works, then," I said. I tugged at Xander, pulling him around so I could see both of them, but I focused on Jake. "Whatever you get, your friend gets. However you want to use me, Xander gets a turn. You two can play with me any way you want, but he gets everything you get."

Xander had tossed his shirt to the side, and I took a moment to admire him in the firelight. The light glinted off the planes and curves of his chest in the most delicious way. I leaned away from Jake, resting my hand on Xander's chest, and licked and nibbled a path up Xander's body until I kissed his mouth. Jake groaned, his hips shifting under me again. Xander responded to the kiss fast and hard, his hand buried in my hair and turning my mouth so that he could claim me just the way he wanted. His tongue plundered my mouth, and I urged him on for a moment before pulling back. "Does that work for you?"

He shrugged and grinned. "You're the hottest woman I've seen in ages, I want to fuck you until you're screaming my name. However that happens is fine with me."

I looked back at Jake. There was no hesitation left in his face, and the darkness in his eyes wasn't jealousy, it was hunger. "Yes, Anna," he said. "Anything you want."

I glanced back at Xander. "The only think you can't have is my ass," I said. "That's Jake's. And he hasn't taken it yet."

Jake cursed at the 'yet', and Xander just grinned. "Fine with me. But maybe after he has, we work out another date, just the three of us."

I laughed. "Sure, why not."

"Then based on your rules," Xander said. "This is what I get." He hooked his fingers in my panties and slid them down my thighs. Jake was behind me, working the zipper of my dress, and together, they lifted it over my head. Jake unfastened my lace bra, which had been doing the heavy lifting for my breasts. I had a moment of nerves before these two gorgeous men, easily half my age. My body was older, softer, and even though I'd worked to stay fit, I wasn't a taut twenty-something.

But the way they were staring at me, admiring me, it didn't matter. I was as gorgeous as a goddess to them.

And then Xander lifted my hips to his mouth, and time stopped. Jake was talented with his mouth, and the noises he made when he ate me out were unholy, but Xander went after me with an enthusiasm that set my body on fire. I groaned as he thrust his tongue into me, and I felt Jake behind me, pulling me back against his chest. Xander had a better angle and spread me wider, lapping at my cunt and sucking my clit while I rode his face and swore. Jake lifted my heavy breasts and flicked my nipples, pinching at them and rolling them in ways that drove me crazy. The two of them had me whimpering and arching, riding Xander's face and thrusting back against Jake's body as I spiraled through pleasure like I'd never imagined.

"Such a pretty slut," Jake whispered in my ear, taunting me. "Are you going to come for us?"

Xander made a hungry sound that hummed through my body, and I felt myself dancing on the edge.

"Are you going to be a good boy," I panted through clenched teeth. "And share your toy?"

Jake groaned, his hips bucking against my body. "I'll do anything you tell me to, Anna. Anything you want."

The words sent me over the edge, screaming, grinding my hungry cunt down onto Xander's face. He buried his tongue in me, thrusting through every desperate pulse of my body, dragging the pleasure out longer and longer, until I thought I was going to die. When I finally collapsed between them, Jake held me steady while Xander shifted out from under me, kissing his way up my body.

"Now we're even," he said to Jake, a smug smile on his face.

Jake grinned. "Which means it's time for a new round."

I whimpered, but I knew exactly what I wanted. "I need both of you standing, side by side," I said. I was catching my breath slowly. "And strip."

Both of the men got rid of their pants and shorts. Standing side by side, thick cocks jutting out, making it clear just how hot they found me, I was wet all over again. But I'd give them both a reward.

I knelt between them, taking each of their thick cocks in a hand. Xander was long and thick, but I could barely wrap my hand around Jake. I distantly remembered that I kept promising him he could fuck my ass. That was going to take work. It was going to be delicious work. But not tonight. Tonight was a different lesson. 

"Now remember," I said. "You boys are learning to share."

Jake swore and Xander moaned, and when I stroked both their cocks in unison, they let out thick, gorgeous sounds. I went to Xander first, wrapping my mouth around his thick cock while I stroked Jake. Xander let out a steady stream of curses as I started to bob on his cock, eager to swallow him down as far as I could. I stroked Jake in the same rhythm, listening to his moans and grinning. Xander wrapped his hand in my hair and started moving with me, meeting my bobs with his thrusts until he was fucking my face with a harsh rhythm. I felt the first drops of precum on my tongue—and pulled back. He made an unhappy sound, and I grinned at him. "Jake's turn, now."

I swapped, wrapping my hand around Xander and stroking him as I moved to Jake's cock. He was huge and thick, and I had to work hard to take him. He was already leaking, and there was no polite waiting from him. He yanked my head to the angle he wanted and slammed into my throat, too far gone to even curse. He grunted with every stroke, the taste of him scorching hot on my tongue. He was taut and tense, his thighs hard as granite under my hand and his cock so thick and rigid that I had to fight not to gag with every thrust. Xander was loud and hungry, covering my hand with his own as he fucked my fist with a harsh, vicious speed.

Xander came in a rush, letting out a harsh cry that was half a curse and half my name. Jake followed him just a few seconds later, coming with a roar. His hand was tight in my hair, pushing me down on his cock, ready to come right down my throat.

I took that first spray of cum in my mouth, then pulled back, letting it dribble out of my mouth as he spilled the rest of his load on my chest. Thick cum ran down my throat and my breasts. He was gasping as his cock pulsed, and he looked just a little confused.

"Only what your friend gets, remember?" I gave him a messy grin that made him groan again.

"He got more than I did," Xander said. "He got to come on your tits."

I raised an eyebrow at him. "He waited longer than you did," I said. "I would have come back to you if you hadn't been so demanding."

Xander groaned, and his cock twitched in my hand.

I couldn't help smiling. "Where's the shower? You two need a minute to recover, and I want to rinse off before round two."

My matched men gave matched moans, and I couldn't help grinning.
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They followed me into the shower, and I barely managed to do anything for myself. Xander washed my chest and played with my tits while Jake fingered my clit, edging me until it was my turn to beg, then letting Xander suck my clit while he crammed his fingers into my cunt. I came on their hands over and over before they were satisfied that their score was still even.

And all of it just made me a hungry slut for as much cock as I could take tonight.

When we got out of the shower, I led them to the bedroom. The bed was huge, with luxurious satin sheets. I pulled them both onto it with me. Jake laughed.

"You're desperate for it, aren't you, Anna?"

I laughed. "You both have gorgeous fingers, but if I don't come on a cock soon, I'm going to go crazy."

"Dibs," Xander said. Before I could say anything, he grabbed me, spun me around, and pushed me down onto my hands and knees. "I need this cunt, Jake. You've already had it. I want to fuck her." The head of Xander's cock spread my soaked folds and I groaned. I wanted to shove myself back on him, bury him in me, but I forced myself to wait.

Jake nodded. "I'll wait for my turn. I can be patient." He gave me a wink, and I had to laugh.

And then Xander was pushing his cock into me, and I wasn't laughing. He was thick, and he wasn't gentle. He shoved into me in short, hard strokes; each one drove a needy little whimper out of me. It stung so badly, and it was everything I could do not to thrust back, sheath him in me faster, and fuck him even though it hurt.

"Jesus, you're tight," he said. "Fucking squeezing my cock. I didn't think a slut like this would be so tight."

He was right, I was tight as hell, but he spread me open, fucking into me rough and harsh until he was buried deep. My cunt was on fire with need, and when he started to rock into me slowly, I wanted to scream for more.

"Does she need it gentle?"

It took me a second to realize that he was asking Jake, not me. I was just a toy they were sharing. I groaned, desperate for more. I tried to move faster, but he clenched his hands on my hips so hard it hurt and kept me still.

"Fuck no," Jake said. "Give it to her as rough as she wants." His voice got darker. "I promise I'll be rougher."

I moaned loudly, and this time, when I shoved myself back onto Xander's cock, he didn't fight me. He slammed into me hard enough to make me scream, then met me thrust for thrust. He was long and thick, and he pushed so far inside of me it hurt, but I didn't care. The pain was gorgeous, sexy, incredible, and it left me spiraling into pleasure harder and faster than I thought was possible. I came screaming, squeezing his cock so hard he had to slow down as I pulsed around him, again and again. The second my body relaxed, he restarted his heavy, rapid pace.

Jake wrapped my hair around his fist and pulled me up to look at him. "My turn," he said, but instead of trying to pull me off Xander's cock, he pushed my face down on him. Every heavy slam of Xander into my cunt drove me forward, forcing me down onto Jake's giant cock until I could barely breathe.

"Not fair," Xander snarled. He batted Jake's hand out of my hair and got his own grip, pulling me up so that my back was along his front, driving his cock up into me. Jake stared at where Xander and I were joined, his gaze hungry and needy. His cock was rock hard, dripping with precum. "It's still my turn."

Jake leaned into us, his hard cock pressed up against my stomach as his thick fingers reached down, spreading open my folds and finding my clit. "Then take your fucking turn," he said. "How much more can you take, hm?" He ground his fingers into my clit just right, timing his circles to Xander's pace. I rocked my hips in time with both of them; one hand clung to Xander for balance, the other to Jake to keep him close. Pleasure was tearing through me in waves, ready to drag me under.

"As much as I need to," Xander said, but I could hear the tight note in his voice. I laughed, twisting my hips as he thrust into me. Every slap of his cock rubbed against that sweet spot deep inside of me, and the angle gave him just a little more room to drive into me. He let out an angry string of curses, and I could feel him trying to wait for me. I was close, so close, and he wanted to wait me out.

Jake caught my mouth in another searing kiss. "Please make him come, Anna." There was a tiny whine in his voice. "I want my fucking turn. I want your cunt."

The plea sent me screaming over the edge, slamming down onto Xander's cock. He didn't make it through one hungry pulse of my cunt before he exploded, swearing in my ear as he burst thick ropes of heavy cum deep into my cunt, painting me so hard and fast that it sent me off into another spasm of need. The pleasure tore through me again and again, leaving me soaring and boneless.

When it released, I collapsed, gasping around Jake's neck. He pulled me forward into his lap, lining up his cock and thrusting into me in one harsh thrust. I screamed at the sensation; it didn't matter how big Xander was, Jake was bigger, and the stretch was huge. "I don't want to be patient," he said, his voice harsh and just a little pleading.

I steadied myself on his shoulders and shifted so that I was the one driving our rhythm, making him time his thrusts to my rocking hips. "Tough. I want to make sure you've been studying at home like a good boy."

Jake shuddered at the words. Even with him buried deep in me, I could feel his cock twitch, but he kept control of himself.

"Is she a hungry anal slut, Jake?" Xander was behind me again. I could feel him gasping, knew he'd barely caught his breath.

"I told you—" I started.

"That I can't fuck your ass. I'm not going to try. But has he gotten to play with you at all?"

I looked to Jake. This was his present, and I wasn't to take it away from him.

He groaned, slowing his pace just a little. "I've used toys," he said. "And she fucking loves it."

"Do my fingers count as toys?"

I don't know what Jake would have said, but the hungry moan I let out might have swayed him. He was right. I loved being a double-stuffed slut. When I'd fantasized about taking two men at a time...but I pushed that thought away. "Get your fucking fingers in her ass, then," Jake growled.

The hotel was well stocked; Xander found a packet of lube in the nightstand drawer. He had his fingers coated and working into my ass in what felt like seconds. I groaned, each thrust of his fingers past my rim driving me harder onto Jake's cock. I was full, so deliciously full, and my body was spiraling. I rocked between Jake's cock and Xander's fingers, desperate for the orgasm that was almost within my grasp. I could feel Xander's hand moving fast and hard as he fisted his cock, chasing one more orgasm of his own.

"Anna," Jake's voice was painfully tight. His fingers were digging into my hips. "I⁠—"

"I know," I managed, my body tightening into a pinprick of need. "I know. Come. When I do. I want to fucking feel you⁠—"

The orgasm shattered over me. My body exploded, grinding down onto everything that was filling me—Jake's cock, Xander's fingers—and I felt Jake let loose a moment later, slamming up into me as he shot rope after rope of thick cum deep into my cunt. I felt a hot splash against my back as Xander came again, his fist working furiously. I was covered, coated, painted in cum, and I was full and desperate. I didn't know if the orgasm would ever end, and I didn't care.

They rocked me through it, through wave after wave of pleasure, urging me on. When my body started to settle at all, there were fingers teasing my nipples and circling my clit that sent me over the edge again, screaming, dragging one last drop of pleasure out of me before we all collapsed together, panting and sated. Jake gathered me to his chest and Xander curled up behind me, wrapping us up in one messy heap.

"Give me ten minutes," Jake said, still panting, "and then we can go again. I want to make sure I have this sharing thing down."

I laughed and patted his cheek. "Such a good boy."
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By the time I got home, Mike had gone to bed, but he rolled over when I opened the bedroom door. "Have a good time?"

"Definitely," I said. I unzipped my dress and slipped out of it. My entire body was aching, and I felt incredible. I didn't bother reaching for pajamas; I just crawled into bed. Mike pulled me up against his chest, hugging me tight. "Do you want to know where I was?"

He made a low noise and tugged me closer, nuzzling his face into my hair. "Tell me." He rolled onto his side, and I could feel his cock stirring against my thigh.

"I met up with Jake," I said. He made another low noise. I snuggled closer, throwing my leg over his hips and opening myself to him. His cock was hard, painfully hard; I wondered if he'd been thinking about this the entire time I was gone. I certainly wasn't subtle about where I'd been, but just like he asked, I hadn't told him. I settled myself close, lining his cock up with my opening. I waited for him to nudge the head into me, sighing with pleasure, before I whispered, "And one of his friends."

Mike let out a harsh groan. He thrust into me, and I was so open from the two big men that he slammed home in me in a single stroke. "Fuck, Anna."

"They did," I said, rocking with his slow thrusts. "Over and over. They took turns using me, fucked me until I was screaming. Until I couldn't take any more."

"Fuck," he murmured, kissing my neck, lifting my heavy breasts to his mouth to lick my nipples, and slowly increasing the pace of his thrusts. "More. Tell me more."

I pushed him onto his back and followed him, straddling him and lowering myself onto his cock. He moaned and moved with me, fucking up into me as I drove myself down on him. "The only hole they didn't use was my ass," I said. "And that's only because I'm saving it for Jake. I took their cum on my face, my tits, and in my cunt."

Mike was moving faster, slamming his cock up into me, heavy grunts with each thrust. His thumb found my clit, circling it in at an almost frantic pace as he angled my hips the way he knew I needed. I let him guide me; every thrust rubbed the head of his cock against that sweet spot deep in my cunt, and I felt the heat and pleasure starting to build.

"Next time I come home to you, my ass will have been full of his cock. Do you like that?"

"Yes," Mike growled. "Yes. Fuck. Yes. I want you to take him in your ass. Please. Fuck."

He slammed into that spot one last time and my body shattered, sparkling into cries and whimpers around him. He came with a heavy cry, shooting his cum deep into my used cunt, painting me in the very best way. He gathered me up to his chest and held me close.

"I love you so much," he said. He pressed kisses to the top of my head and stroked my hair. "Take him in your ass. Please."

"Next time," I said. I snuggled closer, letting sleep steal me. "I promise."
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THE HOTWIFE’S EXTRA CREDIT




For my 41st birthday, my professor husband decided to share me with one of his teaching assistants. I've had a series of super hot nights with Jake that have left me screaming for pleasure...and delighting in how many new things I get to teach Jake. I've shown him how to make a woman scream his name, how to be wait until she's satisfied before taking what he needs, and when his friend was in town, I taught him how to share.

But tonight, there's a whole new plan. This time, it's going to be a first for both of us. I've never had two men at the same time, and this is a brand new hole for Jake to use. I'm going to be bouncing between the two of them until I'm screaming their names and completely and totally sated.

And it's not enough for my husband to hear about it later. This time, he's going to listen in while two men use my every hole.

Being turned into a hotwife is the best birthday present I've ever gotten.
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When I got Jake’s text, my entire body tightened with need. I want to see you. Are you free?

“Mike?” I looked over at my husband, who had brought home a stack of papers that needed to be graded. “Do you mind if I make plans tonight?”

“Of course,” Mike said. “I’m going to be busy all night.” And then he looked up from his papers. “What sort of plans?”

I bit my lip. Just a few weeks ago, Mike had given me the best birthday present of my life. He’d turned me into his hotwife and shared me with one of his TAs, a man half my age. Jake wasn’t just gorgeous and good with his hands and mouth; I’d also been the first woman he ever had sex with. It had been fantastic, not just fucking a man who thought I was gorgeous even though I was more than 40, but getting to be the one he’d remember for the rest of his life as his first.

Since that first night, I’d given him plenty of firsts. I’d taken it upon myself to make sure he learned all the things he needed to know to take care of a woman. And every single time had turned Mike on more and more. Between him and my new boytoy, my sex life was better than it had ever been.

He’d told me that I didn’t need to tell him when Jake and I went out, that he wanted to hear about it when I came home. He loved railing me while I described the filthy games Jake and I had been playing. But there was a light in his eyes tonight that caught me just a little off guard.

“The kind you’ve said you don’t want to hear about until after,” I said, carefully.

He made a soft little sound. I wondered how hard he was right now. “Come here,” he said.

I walked to him, and he pushed back from his desk. His cock was tenting his slacks. I stood in front of him; he pressed my thighs apart and eased me forward so that I was standing over him. If we were naked, I would have been able to lower myself on his cock and ride him until we were both screaming. Just the thought of it left me wet and aching.

“Last time,” he said. “I told you that you should do something specific with him. Do you remember?”

I shuddered. “You told me that I should give him my ass.”

“That’s right.” Mike wrapped his hands around my hips and gripped my tight ass. I was completely vain about my ass, and I was absolutely obsessed with anal...but Mike didn’t care for it. We used toys occasionally, but I hadn’t had that hole properly used in years. “Are you going to do that tonight?”

I shivered. This might be the first of Jake’s I wanted the most. “Hopefully,” I said. “Yes.”

“Good,” he said. He slapped my ass, hard, and it was my turn to groan. “Go get your ass fucked, Anna.” He stood up fast, catching my mouth in a heated kiss and pushing me back against the desk. For a minute I thought he would sleep the desk clear and fuck me right there. He stopped himself, though, with a clear effort. “Remember,” he said. “Every detail.”

“I promise.” My voice was hardly more than a whimper. “Every one.”

He let me go and I sent Jake a text. I am. Where?

There was a long pause, three typing dots. And then, Xander can book the penthouse suite again, if that’s something you want.

I almost dropped my phone. I wanted so much that my cunt. All I wanted in the world was to drop my jeans and play with myself until I came so hard I had to bite my hand to keep from screaming. Depends. Do you want Xander to be there while you fuck my ass for the first time?

There was no hesitation. See you at 7.

Mike was focused on his papers again. “I’m going to go get dressed and head out,” I said, as blasé as if I was heading out for dinner with the girls.

He nodded. “Wear the white.”

“The white?”

“Mmmhm. Top drawer.” He looked up from his papers, and his eyes were dark and dangerous in a way that made my heart flutter. “I bought them for you special.”

Upstairs, I opened up the top drawer of my lingerie drawer and felt my heart stop. There was a bra and panties in pure white that I never would have picked for myself. The bra was sheer lace that would barely cover the nipples of my heavy breasts, and the panties were a lace waistband that was connected by two pieces of string. They were clearly meant to run along the inside of my thighs, leaving my entire cunt—and my ass—completely exposed.

“The better to get fucked with, my dear,” I whispered to myself. “Well. Okay then.”

Apparently my husband was enjoying himself, but he wanted to make sure that his teaching assistant remembered just whose wife he was fucking.

That worked for me.
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This time, I didn’t need anyone to meet me in the lobby; I went to the elevator, and someone pushed the button that sent me up to the penthouse. I was wearing the white lace that Mike had bought me, a short skirt, a skimpy black top, and nothing else. I could feel cool air on my cunt, and it was deliriously hot. For just a minute, I thought about playing with myself in the elevator, staring at myself in the mirrored walls. And then the floor indicator dinged, and the elevator doors opened into the penthouse.

I stepped out, and Jake and Xander were both there. Jake wrapped his arms around me and pulled me into a searing hot kiss, one hand in my hair and the other mauling my breast; Xander gripped me from behind, his hands skimming down my front to brush my thighs and catch in the hem of my skirt.

“Hello, boys,” I gasped. “Good to see you.”

“Less talking,” Jake growled, “and more fucking. I want your ass.”

I had to laugh a little. “We’ll get there. But you’re going to need to do some work first, if you want me to take that big cock of yours in my ass tonight.”

“Anything,” he said. His voice was barely more than a growl. “And I’m not sharing it.” He looked pure murder at Xander over my shoulder, and Xander laughed.

“I already told you,” he said. “I want another chance at this sweet cunt, but I’m not going to fight over it.”

“Bedroom,” Jake said. “Now.”

I laughed, and put plenty of sashay in my step as I headed there. I climbed up on the bed and beckoned him. He followed me, claiming my mouth again, while Xander moved onto the bed behind us.

“Tell me what you need,” Jake snarled. I’d never heard him this focused, this demanding.

“I need you to slow down, big boy,” I said. I traced one finger down from his neck to his belt. “This isn’t something either one of us want to rush.” I gave him a little pout. “Do you need to come in my mouth to calm down?” 

Jake groaned. “I’ve been thinking about you all day,” he said, kissing his way down my throat. The lacy bra I was wearing didn’t have any lift to it, but my low-cut shirt was doing plenty to show off the mounds of my heavy breasts. He kissed them, teasing at them through the thin material. I groaned and shifted underneath him, letting myself relax into the sensations.

“I know,” I said. “I haven’t been able to get you and that big cock out of my head.”

“I want your ass.” He ran a hand down to my hip, squeezing the flesh there.

“Believe me,” I said. “I want you to have it. But I want you to enjoy yourself. And I want you to know how to treat a woman who wants her ass fucked. That means you being in control and able to listen.”

Xander was behind me, moving so that I was leaning against his chest. “Do I get extra credit if I watch and help?”

I laughed. “There’s a reason I said you could stay.”

“Oh?”

Heat tore through me at the thought. “I don’t just want Jake in my ass.” I glanced at Xander, then at Jake. “I want both of you at the same time.”

Jake let out a low curse. Xander’s hand tightened on my arm. 

“Tell me what you need,” Jake said. His fingers tightened on my breast, finding my nipple and taunting it with his talented fingers.

“Anything,” Xander echoed.

“You’re going to need me nice and loose if I’m going to take both of you,” I said. “Relaxed.”

They didn’t say any other words. Xander caught the hem of my skimpy shirt and pulled it up over my head. Jake made a filthy sound when he saw my white lace bra, the innocent fabric doing nothing to hide my very hard nipples. He buried his face between my breasts, kissing and nipping at the mounded flesh.

“Skirt too,” I managed. The anticipation was growing, and it was getting harder to think.

Xander helped balance me up on my knees and unzipped it behind me. I managed to wiggle out of it without tearing the fabric, and it got tossed to the side of the room. They both shed their clothes, but neither of them made any attempt to take off the white lingerie.

“Is this new?” Jake traced the threads that connected the waistband of the panties. I’d trimmed my mound for them, and the strings of fabric highlighted my cunt and ass.

“A present,” I said. “From my husband.”

Jake laughed, just a little. He pushed me back against Xander, who caught me against his chest. “You’ll keep them on.”

“I like how they look.” I sounded incredibly prim for someone wearing scraps of fabric.

“You look like a slut trying to look innocent,” Xander said. “And it’s hot as hell.”

“A slut ready to get wrecked. To get used.” From Jake.

Xander’s fingers moved around my breasts, finding my nipples and tweaking them hard through the lace. I groaned, arching into his hands, and felt Jake’s fingers explore my slick cunt.

“You don’t even need to move these aside,” he said. His voice was almost wondering. “Pretty lace and perfect access. He gift wrapped you for us.”

I opened my mouth to say something, but the words turned into a heavy groan as one thick finger pushed into my cunt. He twisted it, harsh and hard, making room in my cunt.

“Do you want me to go slow?” Jake asked. His voice was taunting. He dragged that one finger in and out of my cunt at a snail’s pace. “Be gentle?”

I wanted to say no. “A little,” I said. “A little gentle.”

“Mmm. Even on your cunt?” He added a second blunt finger, and I groaned at the press of him. He spread his fingers, making me burn just a little. I rolled my hips, trying to take him deeper.

“Maybe not so gentle on my cunt.” He thrust another finger into me, working them so that his thumb bumped into my clit with every stroke inside, and his fingers twisted to find that sweet spot as he pulled out.

“Like this?” His voice was teasing now, rocking into me, slowly speeding up. Xander lifted my breasts out of the lace and rolled my nipples between his fingers, urging me on. I let out a whimpering little cry with every thrust. “Or do you need more?”

I tried to glare at him, but my entire brain was misty with need. “You know what I need.”

He rumbled a laugh. He shifted so that his cock was resting against my thigh. I groaned with need for him. I could feel Xander behind me, his cock rock hard and pressed between us. “You said to make you nice and relaxed,” he said. “Lots of orgasms. I think you should come on my fingers first.”

“Jake—” He cut off my protest with his talented fingers, fucking into me harder and faster. I cried out, pleasure tearing through me in wave after wave. When it crested, it arched my back, made me scream, and left me pulsing around Jake’s fingers. As soon as the aftershocks released me, Jake eased his fingers free and rolled onto his back, pulling me with him.

“Show me what you need,” he said. “Teach me.”

The words tore through me. I rose up just enough to line his cock up with my cunt and then dropped down onto him, spearing myself on his cock in one thick, heavy stroke. My cunt was still aching with aftershocks, and just the sensation of fullness set off another little flurry of spasms in my cunt. Jake groaned and gripped my hips, rocking up into me. His teeth were gritted, and I could feel how swollen his cock was by how much it stretched my cunt. The burn of it made me struggle to breathe, but I couldn’t have held still if I wanted to. I was completely addicted to his cock, and I needed him more than anything.

Jake’s teeth were gritted tight. “Fuck. Anna.”

I laughed. “You should have taken the offer of a blow job before you sank your gorgeous cock in me.” I moved on his cock, a steady pace designed to drive him crazy. He met every thrust, rolling his hips to fuck up into me, and his fingers dug into my thighs harder and harder. “Now you’re trying to be patient, but I don’t think you can be.”

I sped up just a little, and every thrust was met with a hungry curse from him. “Anna. Please.”

“Please what, Jake?”

“Please. Come on my fucking cock.”

I shifted my angle so that the head of his cock was driving into just the right spot inside me. Sparks shot through my body. “Absolutely,” I gasped. “I’m going to come on your cock here. And I’m going to come with your cock in my ass.” He let out a heavy moan. “As long as you can wait for me to come first.”

He made a desperate sound, his fingers digging into my thighs hard enough to leave bruises. I was right on the edge, needing one more thing to turn the sparks in my cunt into a full-blown fire, but he was so close, and I couldn’t find that last bit of sensation I needed.

And then Xander was there, gripping my heavy breast in his hands and bringing my nipple to his teeth. He nipped at the delicate flesh, and I screamed as the orgasm tore through me. Jake shouted as the first pulse of my cunt gripped him, and he arched up into me, fucking me furiously as my body convulsed around him. The sensation of his cock tearing into me stretched the orgasm out, left me screaming and screaming, taut with need until I shattered. I barely took a breath before he shot deep in my cunt, slamming into me heavy and hard. His thick, heavy cum painted me, making me a sloppy mess inside, and he was so big I could feel him leaking out of me before he had even finished. The hot sensation set me off again, a flurry of clenching shudders that gripped his cock again.

And then we were both gasping, trying desperately to catch our breath. Xander caught me so that I didn’t fall directly into Jake’s face.

“Relaxed enough?” Jake laughed between heaving breaths.

“Getting there,” I said. “Ready for Xander to help.”

“Happily,” he said. “Tell me what you need.”

“There’s lube in my purse.”
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Xander grabbed my purse and brought it to me. I pulled out the bottle of lube and handed it to Jake. He was running hand hands over the lacy excuse for panties. “I want to keep these on you,” he said. “Can I?”

I grinned and pulled him close for a long kiss. “As long as you think you can keep control of yourself while my pretty cunt is framed for you like that? Of course.”

Jake stroked the flesh of my ass. “I don’t know how I’m going to keep control at all,” he said, his voice careful and soft. “But I’ll do my best.”

This time, my kiss was a little softer. “I know you will. You’re such a good boy.”

He groaned, his cock twitching back to life between his thighs. “Fuck, Anna.”

I spared a glance for Xander; he was kneeling on the bed. His long, thick cock was jutting out from his hips, so hard that the veins were popping out and the head was engorged and leaking precum at the tip. I pulled him in for a kiss of his own. He groaned into my mouth and stroked my breasts, thumbing my nipples until I sighed into him. “Have you done this before?”

“Anal? Yes.” He kissed just below my earlobe and traced a path of kisses and nips down my cleavage. “Two men in one woman? No.”

“Mmm.” I wrapped my hand around his cock and gave him a long stroke. He groaned heavily, his cock leaking in my hand. “Then you absolutely need to take the edge off. I can’t have you coming too fast and robbing Jake of his opportunity to learn.”

“Whatever you want.” Xander was panting, thrusting into my fist.

I glanced over my shoulder at Jake. “Play with my cunt, my good boy. Keep me nice and loose.” I pushed Xander onto his back and knelt over him, my ass up in the air. When I felt Jake’s fingers teasing at my opening, I grinned and lowered my mouth onto Xander’s hungry cock. Xander swore, his hand tangling in my hair and trying to force me down harder so that he could fuck my mouth faster. I pulled back, stroking him with my fist. “Behave, and I’ll swallow you.”

He let out a low moan and pulled his hand out of my hair. When I lowered my mouth on his cock again, his fists clenched the sheets. I could feel him trying not to howl, trying to keep his hips still and let me take him at my own pace. Slow, torturous, and giving Jake plenty of time to work his thick fingers into my cunt. I was open from taking his cock, but his fingers were thick and heavy, and he had just the right knack for twisting them with every stroke until they made me crazy and completely brainless. The last time we’d done something like this, he’d matched my strokes on Xander’s cock with his thrusts into my cunt. This time, he wanted something else. He drove his fingers into me, harsh and fast. I moaned around Xander’s cock as I struggled to take his length, my body thrust forward and split on him over and over. Xander found leverage to thrust his hips up in time with Jake’s thrusts, and they caught me between them, fucking me in turns. Xander was salty on my tongue, a thick rush of precum with every single thrust into my mouth, but I had no warning before he came with a roar, flooding my mouth with cum so thick and heavy that I had to struggle to swallow it. Jake slammed his fingers into my cunt and twisted, his thumb crushing my clit. An orgasm dragged me under and I screamed, the last splash of Xander’s cum hitting my chest and painting me inside and out.

Jake didn’t just fuck me through the aftershocks, he worked his hand into me as hard and fast as he had. I squealed and tried to get away my oversensitive clit away from his cruel attention, but his free hand gripped my hips. When Xander had caught his breath, he gripped my shoulders, holding me in place while Jake slammed into my cunt again and again.

“You wanted to be loose,” he said. “You need it harsh. I want to take your ass. Come for me so I can have your fucking ass.”

The orgasm hit me like a train, barreling into me. I collapsed onto Xander; he clutched me to his chest as Jake kept his hand moving viciously in my cunt, dragging the pleasure out farther and farther until it finally shattered, leaving me panting and gasping while my cunt clenched around his hand and my body went entirely boneless.

“There you are,” he murmured, slowing his hand to nurse me through the aftershocks. Xander stroke my hair as I tried to catch my breath even a little. “There you are, my beautiful slut.” He wrapped his arms around me, and for a moment, I just lay there, cuddled by these two gorgeous men who worshipped every move I made.

And then Jake whispered in my ear. “I want your ass, Anna.” He gripped my round flesh and squeezed. “Tell me what you need.”

“Get the lube,” I murmured. Xander kept his arms wrapped around me, and I threw a leg over his hips to give Jake plenty of room. “You have to work it into my ass. You’re fucking huge, and I want to take you all the way in.”

It was a moment before I felt the press of his fingers against that tight hole, the cool wet gel of the lube. I whimpered as he circled the hole, teasing it. “Like this?”

“Rub it into me, baby,” I said. “Get your fingers in my ass.”

“Slowly?” He pressed one finger gently into my ass and I let out a little cry. “You okay?”

“Yes,” I gasped. “Fuck, yes.”

Xander shifted his thigh so that I was straddling it, his thick flesh pressed up against my cunt. “Take what he’s giving you, Anna. Relax into it.”

“More?” Jake’s tone was a little uncertain.

“Yes. More lube. Another finger. Stretch me.” I groaned as he followed directions, feeling the rim of my ass burning at the sensation of fullness. It had been so long since I’d been touched like this, and my clit was on fire. I rocked on Xander’s thigh for a bit of pressure, shifting against Jake’s fingers to encourage him to push them in farther, to start to thrust. “More. Please.”

It was work to keep my voice level, to be patient and not just scream for him to shove his cock into my tight little hole. He needed to know how to do this the right way. For any woman who came after me.

Though given how addicted I was to his fat cock, I was very sure I didn’t want him fucking a woman other than me. I’d do whatever I needed to keep that cock all to myself.

The burn that came with a third finger was overwhelming. I pressed my forehead into Xander’s shoulder, panting and trying to breathe. “Fuck. Oh, fuck.”

“Anna?”

Jake’s voice was tentative, and I struggled to find the words to tell him what I needed next.

“Keep going,” Xander said, and if I could have kissed him without moving Jake’s fingers, I would have. “She needs more. You’re not hurting her. It feels good. Doesn’t it, Anna?”

I couldn’t make words, so I just nodded as hard as I could.

“Can you take more of his fingers?”

I hated it, but I shook my head. It had been too long; I couldn’t relax into the sensation.

I felt Xander kiss the top of my head. “It’s okay. Let me walk him through this. You just enjoy yourself.”

It twisted something inside of me, but he was right. I didn’t want to stop, but I couldn’t think past the burn and the pleasure that were lighting up my clit like a Christmas tree.

“More lube,” Xander said, his voice quiet. “Keep breathing, Anna. You’re going to take his cock. You know how much you want it. You want to go home with your ass stretched and aching from taking him. Don’t you?”

“Yes,” I managed to gasp. I felt more lube on Jake’s fingers, and as he worked it into me, the burning eased, and I could breathe. Which meant that all I could feel was the surge of need in my clit. His fingers in my ass were the best kind of invasion, and I shifted against Xander’s thigh, desperate for more pressure, more intensity. I could feel his cock stirring, and it made my body heave with need.

“Here, slut,” he murmured. He slipped his fingers between my clit and his thigh, grinding them in. “Fuck yourself on his fingers. That’ll loosen you up enough. Remind you how fucking good it feels to come with a man in your ass.”

He used his free hand to urge my hips forward, and after one grind of my clit on his fingers, my body was desperate. I rocked on his fingers, chasing pleasure that wanted to swamp me. 

Jake was moving with me, and I heard Xander tell him to thrust into me, to meet me with his fingers just like he was going to with his cock. I heard Jake curse, and then I was rocking between his fingers and Xander’s, moving from a full ass to my clit grinding onto Xander’s firm touch. My body spasmed, clenching, begging for what I needed to tip over the edge.

“Let go,” Xander whispered. “Let go so he can stuff that fat cock in your ass.”

I exploded. I shoved myself back on Jake’s fingers so hard it hurt, and I didn’t care. The pleasure slammed me back and forth in waves, desperate and grinding, my cunt clenching on nothing and in dire need of something. Jake’s fingers slowly slid out of my ass, and I collapsed in Xander’s arms, close to tears. “There you go, you happy slut. Are you desperate for us now?”

I whimpered in his arms, aching and greedy.

He stroked my back, Jake’s hands running gently over my hips and thighs. “You said your husband bought you these as a gift,” Jake said, tracing the lace.

“Yes,” I managed. “He bought them for me special.”

“Do you think he’d like to hear it when they’re getting broken in?”

It took me just a second to register the words, and then I moaned. “Yes. Fuck yes. Give me my phone.”

I don’t know who grabbed it, but it was pressed into my hands. I dialed my husband’s number, put the phone on speaker, and waited for him to pick up. When he did, before I could say hello, Xander wrapped his lips around one nipple and gave it a fierce suck into his mouth. I cried out.

“Anna?” Mike’s voice was quiet. Interested. Eager.

“Hi, Professor,” Jake said. His voice was low, intense. “Thanks for the present. I appreciate the gift wrapping.”

Mike chuckled quietly. “Happy birthday.”

“I’m going to fuck your wife’s ass now,” he said. Somehow, the words sounded almost conversational. His fingers teased the rim of my ass again and I moaned, deep and low. “My friend is going to stuff her cunt. She’s going to be fucked by two men at the same time. Do you want to hear your wife be a happy slut? Sir?” I groaned with the pleasure of it, and I heard Mike curse. Then his voice leveled out.

“Yes,” he said. “Go ahead.”

“Tell me what you need to take us both,” Jake said. I tried to force my brain back online.

“Xander first,” I gasped. “Then you.” Xander shifted to the head of the bed, lying back on the pillows. He pulled me into his lap; I was so wet and loose that I could spear myself on his long, thick cock with one slow movement. He groaned, his hips bucking up into me twice before he got control of himself. He pulled me to his chest again, my ass wide open and exposed to Jake. “More lube,” I said.

I felt Jake line the head of his cock up with my tight hole. He spread me just the tiniest bit; my whole body clenched, squeezing Xander’s cock, and he swore. “Take your time,” I told Jake. “But take my ass.”

Jake pressed forward, and I forced myself to breath low and soft as his massive cock pressed into me. “Fuck,” I murmured. “Oh fuck. Fuck, Jake.”

He paused, his cock spreading me wide open, the tight rim aching. “Tell me what you need, Anna. Tell me what to do.”

I cried out at the words, and I heard Mike swearing. I knew he was stroking his cock, listening. I knew how wild it drove him when I told him about this. Listening would have him hard and aching.

“Keep going,” I whispered. I pushed back, chasing the burn and the pleasure behind it. “Give me all of you.”

He eased forward far too slowly. I worked myself backward, urging him into me, murmuring encouragement as I spread and spread and spread.

And then the head of his cock slipped past the tight rim of my ass. He was buried deep in me. I screamed at the fullness of it, gasping as both men shifted, moving to adjust themselves within me. I was aching, close to bursting, and I needed them both fucking me more than I’d ever needed anything in my life.

“Oh, god,” Jake moaned behind me. “Fuck, Anna, you’re so fucking tight.”

I was. Both Jake and Xander were so big, so huge, and I didn’t know how there was even room for both of them in me. My body was on fire with pleasure and desire and something much filthier.

“Fuck my ass, Jake,” I managed. “It’s all yours. You’re doing it just right. Fuck me with that huge cock.”

Jake groaned, and then he did just what I’d said. He could have moved quickly if he wanted to, not with both him and Xander filling me up to bursting, but the filthy sensation of his cock dragging out of my ass and then thrusting back in drove me wild. As Jake found a rhythm, Xander matched it, the two of them moving in unison. I was constantly full, dragged back and forth between them, my body expanding and exploding around them. I lost track of the orgasms they wrung out of me; it was nothing but pleasure and screaming and begging for more. I could hear Mike cursing, stroking so hard that I could hear his hand slapping on his cock through the phone. I heard the moment he came, a thick grunt that tore another orgasm out of my cunt and a scream out of my mouth. Jake and Xander were both moving faster, both of them tighter and hotter in my body. Jake fisted my hair and pulled me back so that he could nip at my earlobe. “Going to come in your ass,” he grunted. “And I want to hear my fucking name on your lips. Yes?”

“Then scream mine,” I panted. Pleasure rippled through me in wave after wave, clenching around both of my men.

Xander shattered underneath me, exploding into me with a long shout of desire. I felt his cum slam into me, hot and heavy, painting me inside in thick ropes of white. “Fuck, fuck.” He fucked me as he spasmed; and when his body relaxed, he pulled free from me, bracing my shoulders. “Wreck her,” he said, over my shoulder.

Jake went absolutely wild, slamming into my ass so hard I screamed. It tore another orgasm from me, and I screamed his name. “Come for me, Jake, please, come in my ass, please.”

“Take it,” Jake snarled. “Take it, you whore, you fucking filthy slut, take it.” He exploded, hot cum slamming into me, rope after thick hot rope. He rode me down onto Xander’s chest, his hips bucking as the aftershocks tore through him. My body gave one final heave of pleasure, and then slowly relaxed. Releasing me. Xander held us both as we gasped and clung to each other, trying to catch our breath.

“Well done,” I heard Mike say. “I think it’ll be time for your final exam soon.” Then the light from the phone dimmed, the call disconnected.

The three of us lay there together, panting, and when we all could breathe, they led me to the shower to clean up.

But I knew we were far from done.
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Every other time I’d come home, Mike had already been in bed. This time, as soon as I walked in the front door, he wrapped a fist in my hair and pushed me up against the wall, slamming his mouth against mine in a desperate kiss. “Need you,” he whimpered. “I came twice, came again after we hung up, and I fucking need you.” 

I was filthy from two men’s cum, my ass was sore, and my cunt was absolutely battered, but I spread my legs and urged him between my thighs. He freed his cock from his loose jersey pants and shoved my short skirt up high enough to hook my leg around his waist. He sank into me with one smooth stroke and groaned. He fucked into me, harsh and desperate. “Tell me,” he gasped, “Tell me how it felt.”

I clung to him as he fucked me as hard as he ever had. “I’ve never been so full,” I whimpered.

“Not with me?”

“No,” I said. He groaned, and his thrusts sped up. Were more erratic. “Not like that.”

“I need you to come, Anna,” his voice was wild, barely controlled. “I need you to come on my cock.” He worked his hand between us and twisted my clit viciously, the tight motion that made me howl and grind down on his shaft. I screamed my release just before he did, slamming into me so hard it hurt as my cunt clenched him, milked his cock. He sprayed into me, his cum mixing with everything filling me. The image undid me again, and he nursed me through another orgasm, cooing in my ear. “Just like that, love, just like that. Yes. You’re mine.”

“Yours,” I whimpered, wrapping my arms around him. He boosted my other leg around his waist and carried me to the couch while I clung to him. “All yours.”

He was still hard; he shoved his pants out of the way, and I sank down onto his cock. We groaned in unison. At this angle, he split me open. I rolled my hips against him, taking control of the rhythm as he met each of my strokes.

“How many times did you come for them tonight?” He asked, gasping as I twisted my hips, taking him a little deeper.

“No idea,” I said. “Once they were both inside me, I don’t know if I stopped coming until we were done.”

He groaned. His hands cupped my ass, and he urged me faster. I matched the pace he wanted. My body was exhausted, but I knew he wanted to wring one more orgasm out of me, one more to reclaim me and make me his. I shifted so that my clit was dragging on his shaft, chasing one more burst of pleasure. “Next time you’re going to count.” His voice was harsh. Hard. “You’re going to count every single one. I’ll make sure you do.”

“What?” I slowed for a second, but his urgent hands on my ass kept me moving.

“I’m going to watch, Anna. I want to watch my wife get fucked by two men at the same time. I want to hear you scream their names every time you come, and I want to count the orgasms they give you.” His thrusts went more erratic and harsh with every word, and I drove myself onto him, splitting myself onto his cock, screaming with every slam of his body against mine.

“Please,” I whimpered. “Please, I want it.”

“Then come for me, you dirty slut. Come for me, my wife, my slut, and I’ll do it all.”

I shattered around him, screaming, and he followed me over the edge with a low grunt, pulling me down to meet his sharp, short thrusts as he rocked into me, taking that last bit of pleasure from my body before we both collapsed, exhausted. He tugged me close, not caring that three men’s cum was leaking out of my aching cunt and staining his pants.

“Is that just play,” I asked as I slowly caught my breath, “or do you really want that.”

Mike laughed and pressed a soft kiss to my forehead. “Wait and see, beautiful.”

I snuggled close to him, wrapping myself up in my husband’s embrace, and letting myself rest. I could wait and see.

Because it meant I would see them again. Jake and Xander.

I couldn’t wait.
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THE HOTWIFE’S FINAL EXAM




For my 41st birthday, my husband gave me a very special present: he shared me with a gorgeous man half my age who needed to learn about how to pleasure a woman. My husband may be the professor, but I've had plenty to teach. I've been bent over, used, taken, and pleasured in every way a woman could be, sometimes by more than one man at a time. I've been filled in every single way.

But tonight, it's time to find out if my teaching was enough. My favorite man is about to have his final exam—and he's bringing a friend along to make sure he can hit all my favorite spots. My husband is going to be with us, and he's going to keep track of my pleasure. He's the one who will decide when I've had enough.

Being a hotwife is the best thing that's ever happened to me. I'm sure this is going to be the hottest night of my life.
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My phone buzzed in my hand and I jumped, just a little. I glanced at the notification and felt my cheeks go bright red.

My husband, Mike, looked up from his desk where he was grading papers. “That’s Jake.”

It took me a moment to realize it wasn’t a question. Jake was his teaching assistant. On my 41st birthday, my husband had decided that the best way to spice up our marriage and make sure I stayed satisfied on the nights when he had to work late was to share me with a sexy man half my age. That man was Jake. There was something incredible about having a hot young college stud as the one my husband had chosen to use me until I was screaming, but Jake had been a special treat to me. Before me, Jake had never had sex. Oh, he was plenty talented with his hands and mouth, and I was sure none of his exes had been unsatisfied, but I was the first woman he’d fucked. Once I’d found that out, I’d taken it upon myself to make sure he knew exactly how to pleasure a woman. I’d taught him how to use me until I was screaming, how to be as patient as I needed, and how to share me with his best friend.

And just a few days before, I’d given him my ass. He and Xander had taken me together, and I’d never been as full or as sated.

Jake was never going to have to worry about satisfying a woman, but somewhere along the way, I’d gotten completely addicted to him. I craved him whenever we weren’t together. It was fantastic, though, because Mike was completely addicted to hearing about all the different ways that Jake and Xander had taken me and used me until I was screaming. A few weeks ago, “hotwife” was something I’d heard about in passing. Now, it was a lifestyle that I didn’t ever want to give up.

“How do you know?”

Mike just raised an eyebrow.

The first few times Jake and I had been together, Mike had known about it beforehand. But then, he told me not to tell him, that he just wanted to hear about it afterwards. When I came home to him, filthy and used and ready to be held and loved by my husband. Somehow, it made everything dirtier and better. But the way Mike sounded so sure of what was happening...I was surprised and a little confused. Happily, but still confused.

I flipped my phone over to look at the notification, and my heart thumped.

The Professor texted me about a final exam. I’m to tell you to get dressed and get ready.




My body responded with a rush of electric need. I looked up at Mike, who was grinning. “Do you think he’s ready?”

I took a deep breath. The last time I’d come home, Mike told me that he wanted to watch. That he wanted to be in the room while Jake and Xander fucked me, and that he’d count the number of times I came. That he’d give Jake a final evaluation based on it. “It seems like he’d better be,” I said.

“Do you think it’s a good night for his exam?”

I grinned. “It sounds delightful.” I responded to his text.

I’ll be ready for you when you get here.




Excellent. Xander’s coming with me. We can’t wait.




“There’s a special something laid out for you on the bed,” Mike said. “Go do anything you want to get ready. They’ll be here in about an hour.”

“In our room?”

“Yes,” Mike said. “They’re going to fuck you on our bed.”

My body was flushed with desire and need. Mike was going to watch me get completely railed by college boys with something to prove in the same bed I shared with him. Tonight was going to be a night to remember.
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The last time Mike had sent me over to Jake and Xander, he’d picked out white lace lingerie, delicate little strings that left my ass exposed and my cunt bare. What was laid out on the bed now involved more fabric, but was somehow even more exposing. The black panties were cheeky and had a little bit of lacing up the back, but there was absolutely no crotch to them; spreading my legs at all would leave my entire body completely exposed. The matching bra had underwires and just enough fabric that it would lift my breasts and give me plenty of cleavage, but there was no cup to speak of. My nipples weren’t going to be covered at all. Looking at it all made my pussy gush, eager for what was going to happen tonight.

I showered, cleaning up carefully. I dried my hair and put on just a little make-up; I wanted to look like the gift-wrapped package that Mike was turning me into. I didn’t know what they’d do to me tonight; I’d run out of things to teach Jake. Now he just needed to practice with me until I was sure he’d learned everything perfectly. Tonight would be a trial by fire, apparently.

I had faith that Jake would live up to the challenge.

I slipped into the sexy lingerie my husband had bought me and stretched out to wait for them. The fact that it was our bed was turning me inside out. Jake and Xander and I had met at luxury hotels and in sexy suites. This was one level of intimacy we’d never shared. Mike having invited them here...it was delicious, but it was surprising. Mike had encouraged every step of this journey, but having them in our bedroom was going to be different. I wanted every drop of it.

I heard the front door open and close, and my heart started to pound. Little shivers of need ran though my body, hungry for what I knew was going to happen next. When I heard footsteps on the stairs up to our bedroom, I tried to figure out how to position myself. I thought about splaying myself on the bed, letting them walk in to find my fingers in my cunt, or on my hands and knees with my ass in the air, an eager slut ready and waiting. But none of that seemed quite right. As the door opened, I lounged onto my side, trailing my fingers up my side, snagging in the lace of my panties and tracing one exposed nipple. “Hello, boys,” I said.
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Jake drew in a long breath. Xander let out a low whistle. And Mike stepped to the side, relaxing into a reading chair that we kept in the bedroom. He was the same type of sweater and slacks he wore to teach, and he had a notebook in his hands.

“I’ll be counting,” he said.

Counting my orgasms, he meant. Seeing how many times Jake and Xander could make me scream with pleasure. I knew there were two things I could do; I could be a brat and make them work for it, try and hold back. Or I could just use every drop of pleasure they could give me.

I was absolutely going to do the second.

“Come here, Jake,” I said. “I want to show your professor how good you are at waiting your turn. Strip.” I glanced at Xander. “You too.”

As they tossed their clothing off, I had a glorious moment to admire both of them. Jake was strong and a little stocky, with a barrel chest and a close-cut beard. Xander was built like a swimmer, broad at the shoulders and narrow at the waist. Both of them were gorgeous, and both of them were strong enough to throw me around anywhere they wanted me to go.

When both of them were stark naked, I stepped off the bed and knelt in front of Jake. “Enjoy yourself,” I told Xander. “But remember that you’re going to have to wait until I’m done before you get off.”

He grinned. “I promise to pace myself.”

I wrapped my hand around Jake’s semi-hard cock and pressed a light kiss on the tip. He made a low, steady sound. I could feel him settling in, enjoying the way my hand felt as I started to stroke him lightly. When I wrapped my mouth around the head of his cock, he groaned. I knew how much he loved this. The other girls he’d been with gave him the kind of blowjobs that girls gave because they thought they were supposed to. He’d never had someone who loved sucking cock as much as I did.

I didn’t start slow; I didn’t want to, and if he was going to show off how well he’d learned, then I was going to make him work for it. I forced myself down on his thick cock until I thought I’d choke, swallowing past my gag reflex until he was as deep as I could possibly take him. When I looked up at him, drool leaking out of my mouth, he swore. His hand was fisted in my hair, and he was fucking my mouth before I caught up. I knew I should have slowed him down, but it felt so good, so needy and harsh. All I could do was keep my mouth open and take it, doing my best to breathe as he slammed into my mouth again and again.

I felt his thighs tighten, knew he was fighting himself, and I knew what it cost him to pull back from me instead of shooting down my throat. I whimpered at the emptiness, but then there was another cock in my face. Xander’s. I opened for him eagerly, swallowing him as hard and fast as. I could. He was as fierce with my face as Jake had been; he wasn’t as thick, but he was long, and I had to work just as hard to take him.

I had just managed to find Xander’s rhythm, matching his thrusts with my gasping breaths, when I felt Jake behind me. The slit in the panties meant that it took no effort for him to part the lips of my pussy and slip his fingers into my wet folds. He found my clit with his clever fingers and started making slow circles, finding just the right pace to drive me insane.

“You’re not the one in control here,” he murmured in my ear. “Tonight, I’m not your good boy. Tonight, I’m the man who is going to fuck you until you scream my name, over and over. Understand?”

Xander was still pounding into my mouth, choking off my ‘yes.’

“I’m going to be patient and wait for you, because I want to. Because I want you to see that I learned control, just like you wanted me to.”

With no warning, he drove three thick fingers hard into my cunt. The sudden invasion of my body made me scream, and I couldn’t keep still. I shoved myself down on his hand as best as I could while Xander fucked my mouth at a frantic pace.

“But I’m going to use you, Anna. That’s really what you taught me to do. I’m going to use you over and over, and you’re going to love every second of it.” His free hand found my nipple as his fingers slammed into my cunt. He twisted my nipple savagely. “Come for me,” he murmured.

My body exploded like it was following his command. I screamed around Xander’s cock, hearing him swear. His fingers were so tight in my hair that it hurt, and I didn’t care. All that mattered was the cock in my mouth and the fingers in my cunt.

“Come on her tits,” Jake said. “Give her a pretty necklace.”

Xander slammed a few more vicious strokes into my mouth. I felt the first gush of his cum on my tongue, and then he pulled free, stroking himself as he came and sprayed thick ropes of cum all over my tits. The hot splash set off another round of shuddering, screaming pleasure in my body. I convulsed around Jake’s fingers as he fucked me, slow and steady, through the aftershocks. When the pleasure released me, I sagged into his arms, gasping and whimpering.

“One,” I heard Mike say. His voice was quiet and neutral, but I knew how he’d reacted the other times this had happened. I knew how much he loved it when I came home. It had to be turning him on to see me like this.

“I’m going to fuck your cunt,” Jake said in my ear. “And then I’m going to fuck your ass. I’m going to show my professor how much his slutty wife likes to have two men fucking her at the same time. Understand?”

“Yes,” I gasped. The words were torn out of my throat; he was still circling my aching clit, teasing me toward another orgasm already.

“I’m going to come in your ass, Anna,” he murmured, spinning me up with his talented fingers. I arched, rocking my cunt into his hand, desperate for more contact. Xander was on his knees in front of me, catching one of my nipples in his mouth and dragging his teeth over it as he tortured the other with his fingers. “And I’m going to be so patient. You taught me to wait for you to be finished before I came.”

“You learned well,” I gasped. I could feel his cock, hard and ready, pressed against the small of my back.

“I did. But tonight, that’s not what’s happening.”

“No?” My voice was barely there. His fingers were irresistible, and another orgasm was barreling toward me like a freight train.

“No. Tonight, I’m using you until I’m done. I’m not going to come in your pretty ass until I’m done with you.”

His pace on my clit was so fast I could barely breathe, and when he crammed his thick fingers into my cunt again, I screamed. I spasmed against him, my body oversensitive and aching; Xander held me in place, making sure I took every single drop of need they could squeeze out of me. This time, he caught me when I sagged into him.

“Two,” Mike said. His voice was a little tighter now. I wondered if his pants were getting tight. If he wanted to wrap his hand around his cock and stroke himself while I got fucked.

“On the bed,” Jake said. It took me a moment to realize that he was talking to Xander, not me. “You’re going to need to open her ass up for me if I’m going to fuck her like I want to. I need her loose enough to take my fat cock.”

I groaned. My body was still shaking with aftershocks, and I was so needy it ached. I needed to be full, to be fucked.

Xander chuckled behind me. Together, they guided me up onto the bed. Jake moved me so that I was on all fours, my ass all pretty up in the air, my breasts hanging loose from the cupless bra. I could just see Mike from the corner of my eye. His gaze was locked onto us, onto my naked body splayed out and the naked men who weren’t even close to done with his slutty wife.

“Before Xander starts playing with your ass,” Jake said, his voice light and conversational. The head of his cock was pressed gently against my cunt, the head dragging through my wet folds and teasing at my opening. I whimpered and tried to press back, to take him into me, but he held my hips still. “I want to feel you coming on my cock. I want you to know that I have enough control to take that. Understand?”

“Jake...” I was desperate, needy, almost brainless from the desire flooding through me. I’d never wanted to be full so much in my life.

“Good,” he said. From the growl in his voice, I expected him to slam home into my cunt, driving himself deep in a single stroke that would make me scream. Instead, he went slow, dragging me back onto his cock in slow, steady movements that made me whimper and squirm. I tried to push back, to take him harder and faster, but he forced me to go at his pace. 

“Please. More, please.”

“Did you know your wife was such a hungry slut, Professor?” I could hear the laughter in Jake’s voice.

“I did,” Mike responded. “I’m glad you’ve been able to satisfy her.”

Jake laughed out loud this time, just a little harsh. “Could you do this to her, Professor?”

He was barely halfway into me, his cock stretching out my cunt in tiny little spasms, so when he did drive home in that one harsh stroke, my body burned with agony and need. I wanted the pain as much as I wanted the fullness, and he gave me both. He let my hips go and I drove myself back, splitting myself on his cock and fucking myself brainless.

“Look at her, Professor,” he said. “Isn’t she fucking beautiful?”

Pleasure was swirling around my cunt, aching, and I worked a finger between my legs to tease my clit as I thrust. Jake held still, one hand on the small of my back, letting me use his body to take what I needed. I could feel the tension in him, the iron clad control, and I thought it was going to drive me out of my mind.

The orgasm came slow and steady, spinning out between strokes. I groaned as each thrust drove me up further, my body stretching more, taking him a little farther each time until he was buried in me, bottomed out. He shifted his hips a little, changing the angle of his cock in me so that it was dragging over a sweet spot deep inside my cunt, and the orgasm broke, shattering me as I screamed his name. My body clenched on him over and over, doing its best to milk his cock and drag him over with me. Jake fucked me through the orgasm nice and slow, torturing me in the very best way.

“Three.”

“How many do you think she’ll take, Professor?” Jake was thick and hard, still buried in my pulsing cunt, but his voice was light and interested. “How many times do you think I can make her come?”

“I have faith in you,” Mike said. I could hear how tense he was. I glanced over at him again; his cock was out now, and he was gently dragging his fist up and down his length, but his notebook was still close to hand. “You’ve always been a very good student.”

“Thank you, Professor,” Jake said. “But I don’t think she’s relaxed enough for me to take her ass yet. Even as eager and excited as she is.”

“I see,” Mike said. “And what are you going to do about that?”

“Make her open up this pretty ass so I can have use it until I’m satisfied.” 

There was something savage in Jake’s voice, and it turned me completely inside out. “Oh, fuck, please,” I murmured. My cunt was still pulsing with the last orgasm, but his voice and knowing what he was going to do to me had me hot and needy. I was addicted to his cock, and I was never going to have enough of him. “I want you to fuck my ass.”

I heard Mike groan, and the sound made me even hungrier.

“Don’t worry,” Jake said. “I will. But you’re going to work for it. I don’t want to hurt you.” He fisted his hand in my hair and pulled, arching my back and dragging me up so that my back was pressed to his chest. “At least, not any more than I mean to.”

I shivered. “Please,” I said again. It was the only word I knew.

“Want some help?”

I’d almost forgotten Xander was there. I could almost hear Jake’s grin. “She does like to be a stuffed slut.” Jake pulled free of me; I whimpered at the sudden emptiness as he moved around, then pulled me into his lap, facing him. “Get the lube.”

Jake rolled his hips against mine, keeping all of my attention until I felt Xander’s fingers probing at my ass, covered with cool lube. I groaned. Jake gripped my hips in both hands and started to guide me to move on his cock, steady strokes that set my body on fire all over again. Xander’s fingers moved into me, working lube into me. The rim of my hole burned as he spread me open. I moved faster on Jake’s cock, driving myself down on Xander’s fingers as he worked me wider and more open. I heard myself making hungry little noises with each stroke, craving the pleasure that was starting to roll through me.

“Such a slut,” Jake murmured in my ear. His fingers found my nipple and pinched it hard, twisting the sensitive flesh and making me whimper. “You’re so hungry for it. So desperate to have me in your ass again.”

“Yes.” Xander had three fingers in my ass now, and he was thrusting into me in a rhythm that matched Jake’s. Every stroke left me so full I could barely breathe, then emptied me out so hard and fast I cried out.

“You need to give me one more,” Jake said, twisting my nipple harder and making me curse. “One more and I’ll fuck your ass. You can ride Xander’s cock and show your husband that you’re desperate to be a double-stuffed slut. Is that what you want?”

I couldn’t make words. I was nothing but hunger, driving myself down on their bodies over and over again. My cunt was spread wide on Jake’s cock, my ass open on Xander’s fingers, and the orgasm swarmed up my body like an electric shock. I screamed, slamming down on both of them hard and fast and eager. They fucked me through it, drawing out the pleasure like taffy and torture.

The moment my body relaxed at all, they both pulled free from me. I distantly heard Mike say “Four,” and then Xander was there, lifting me off Jake’s cock.

“My turn,” he murmured, and then slammed home into my cunt. Jake had spread me wide, but Xander was longer than he was, and the invasion of his thickness stung. I had to swear and force myself to relax to take him. He didn’t give me a moment to adjust, just pulled me down onto him hard, fucking up into me as he leaned back. I distantly wondered why he hadn’t rolled me onto my back when I felt Jake’s cock pressing between my ass cheeks.

“Oh fuck,” I whimpered.

“That’s right, Anna,” he said, his voice soft and firm. “You’re going to take my cock in your ass now. I hope you’re ready.” His lips brushed my ear. “Because I am.”

He wrapped an arm around my shoulders and held me steady as he lined his cock up with my ass. Xander slowed down, rocking up into me just enough to drag his long cock over that sweet spot that made me scream. Jake spread me open, my ass burning as he pushed deeper and deeper. I groaned and cursed and fought the instinct to push back and try and take him all at once. I’d shown him how I wanted it, and I trusted him to remember. To understand.

“Fuck, you’re so tight,” he whispered. He rocked back just a little, then urged forward again. I wrapped an arm around his neck, clinging to him. Xander reached between us, found my clit with his thumb, and taunted it with little circles.

“Jake,” I whimpered. “Oh fuck. Jake.”

“That’s right,” he said. “Tell your husband who you belong to.”

Mike’s low sound tipped me over the edge. My body shattered with a groan, spasming around Xander and fucking down onto Jake’s cock. The head of his cock pushed past the tight ring of my ass, and the pleasure ripping through me dialed up to a million. I screamed as they filled me to the brim, so much that I wasn’t sure I’d be able to breathe. I cursed and swore as they fucked into me, rocking me between them, dragging overall the deepest, sweetest spots that filled me with electric heat. I didn’t stop coming, didn’t stop groaning and screaming with wave after wave of pleasure. “More,” I managed to gasp.

And then there was a cock in my face. Mike’s. He’d stripped, and he stood beside us, his rock-hard cock tapping at my lower lip. The tip was weeping; I could see in his face how close he was to the edge.

“It’s okay,” Jake said in my ear. “You’ve swallowed both Xander and me. He’ll be easy.”

Mike swore and shoved the head of his cock against my lips again. I opened for him, and Jake fisted his hand in my hair. He shoved me down on Mike. I struggled to breathe, but Jake kept the rhythm for me, rocking met between the three of them as they filled every one of my holes. I screamed around Mike’s cock.

I screamed Jake’s name as the pleasure crested and broke into the most earth-shattering orgasm of my life.

I felt Mike’s cock pulse as he tipped over the edge. He let out a low grunt, then yanked his cock out of my mouth and sprayed his cum all over my face and neck. Xander swore, and his thrusts into my body got harder, more vicious. “Take it, you fucking slut.” I felt him explode deep in me, ropes of cum spraying into my body with his release. He was so big that cum was leaking out of me before he even pulled out.

And then there was nothing but me and Jake. I whimpered at the feeling of being so empty, but then Jake surged forward, filling my ass, and I didn’t know how I’d ever felt that way. “Fuck, Jake, fuck.”

“You’re not done,” he snarled. I could feel the tension in his body. He pushed me down, shoved me over onto my back, then slammed his cock back into my ass. It burned, and I didn’t care. I rolled my hips to meet every stroke of his cock. “You’re not done because I’m not. You’re done when I say you are. And you’ve got more to give. I can feel it.”

“Yes,” I managed. My body was ragged at the edges, but I could feel the need there, the last bit of release that I could drag out of my sore cunt.

“Play with yourself,” he said. “Stuff your cunt with your fingers. I don’t care. I want to feel you coming around my cock again, like I’m the only one in the fucking world. Come and scream my name so your husband can hear you.”

My body was taut with need, and it only took a few swirls of my fingers before I was arching again, screaming Jake’s name. He came with a roar, spilling thick waves of cum in my ass, painting me bright white. The heat set me off again, weeping at the aftershocks tearing through my weary body. He fucked me through both of our orgasms, and then his arms went soft. He sagged onto the bed next to me, panting.

“Five,” I heard Mike say. His voice was exhausted, but so pleased. “Not bad.”

I forced my eyes open to stare at my husband. “Not bad?”

Mike shrugged, his eyes gleaming. “I suppose he’ll just have to try again another time.”

My heart gave a little surge. “I guess he will.”
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The men held me until I caught my breath, and then led me into the bathroom to help me clean up. I was drenched in cum and sweat, and I shaking with exhaustion. When I’d showered and washed my hair, Jake and Xander said good night, and Mike bundled me up into bed. He wrapped his arms around me, pulling me tight against him.

“Hey, love,” I said.

He pressed his lips against my hair. “Hello, beautiful.”

“It’s hard to think of what to tell you about what happened when you were here the whole time.” I tried to make my tone teasing, but I felt just a little nervous. What if Mike decided we were done, even though he’d told Jake that he’d have another chance?

“Tell me how it felt,” Mike said. I could feel his cock stirring against my thigh. “Did you enjoy yourself?”

I laughed and reached between us, stroking him as he hardened. “I thought that was clear.”

He groaned a little, thrusting into my fist. “Tell me.”

I adjusted my grip, letting him set the pace he needed. “I felt used,” I said. “Degraded. Humiliated. Just a thing for men to use.” I gave it a beat, let him feel the heat of my hand. “And I fucking loved it.”

He swore. “Anna, god.”

“You gave me this,” I said. “And I loved every second of it. I loved being spit-roasted and double-stuffed and used.”

He shoved me onto my back and buried his cock in my cunt. I took him easily, wrapping my legs around his hips and angling him so that his cock slammed deep into my most sensitive spots. I was exhausted, but I always had a little more to give the man I loved.

“I loved that they filled me with their cum,” I said, rocking my hips to meet his thrusts and listening to him swear. “I loved that they made me a filthy, wrecked mess. I love that Jake came in my ass.” I took a deep breath. “I want that again.”

Mike groaned. His thrusts sped up, his movements harsher. His fingers found my clit, teasing and taunting my exhausted body. I followed him, spiraling up into pleasure as he ramped up. “Yes,” he said, his voice tight. “As many times as you fucking want.”

“Do you want to watch me get fucked by other men?”

He growled something that was probably yes. My body tightened, one sharp movement away from release.

“Do you want to see me used?”

“Yes,” he said. I felt his body spasm, felt his cock pulse, and the wave of his hot cum that slammed into my cunt sent me over the edge with a long scream. I arched into him, taking his cum and luxuriating in the rough, hot feel of my husband filling me.

After, we sagged back into the mattress together. We cleaned up again, and when he pulled me into his arms, there was nothing but sleep on either of our minds. “You’re fucking gorgeous, Anna,” he murmured. “Anytime you want to do this, I want you to.”

“Good,” I said. “I think being your hotwife is the best birthday present I ever could have gotten.”

He laughed and tugged me a little closer. We drifted down into sleep together.


AFTERWORD


Thank you so much for reading! It’s no secret that writers couldn’t do everything they do without the people who read these stories; I appreciate you more than I can say. If you want to share the love and help other people find my dirty little fantasies, the best way to do that is to rate and review this book. I appreciate you!

If you’d like to stay up to date on everything I’ve got going on, hear about new releases, and find out about special deals and freebies, sign up for my newsletter. If you do, you’ll get a special set of bonus stories that I wrote for the Professor’s Hotwife series:

You can also follow me on Amazon to get announcements whenever I’ve got something new coming out. (Amazon just may take a while to let you know!)

Keep reading for more temptations from sexy older vixens and the hot young studs who are going to give them exactly what they need.
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The Tattoo Parlor Hotwife

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."

https://mybook.to/InkStainedComplete
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The Biker Bar Hotwife

My husband and I have been together for years. We're perfect together, but the bedroom part of our marriage has slowed down over the years. I'm as ready to go as I ever was, but my husband...less so. When he suggests that my birthday present is a roadtrip down the East Coast on our motorcycles, I'm over the moon. At least we'll be together, and maybe the road dust will shake up something hot in our marriage.

But once we're on the road, he confesses his own filthy fantasy. He wants to share me with other men in every dirty biker bar and rundown dive we can find. I'm self-conscious at first; I'm not a perky young thing anymore. But as soon as I walk into a bar, I find a hot young stud who is more than willing to take me, use me, and leave me screaming. Soon, this is our lifestyle. I'm a happy hotwife, and I'm never looking back.

The Biker's Hotwife is a bundle of five hotwife shorts published as part of The Biker Bar Hotwife series, including The Biker Bar Hotwife, Hotwife on Display, Hotwife in Demand, Bet on the Hotwife, and The Hotwife's New Belt. Each story is a scorching tale of a slutty vixen desperate to be used and the hot young stud (or studs!) eager to show her just how gorgeous she is. Her stag husband is there for the ride, enjoying every moment of his gorgeous wife getting exactly what she deserves.

https://mybook.to/BikersHotwifeComplete
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When my husband has yet another late night meeting, I need to find some way to fill my time…

My husband and I have been married for more than a decade, and he's my best friend. But he's been busy with work, and my needs just aren't getting met. I didn't think there was much to do other than take care of myself until one of my best friends mentions how her husband turned her into a hotwife, and how good things are now in her bedroom. I left my knit night intrigued...but I didn't think there was any way my husband would ever go for it.

But when I get up the courage to bring it up, it turns out that he's more than into it. He is hungry for me to go find a man who is going to use me the way I need to be used. A late night trip to my local yarn store turns into the evening of my dreams when a gorgeous, much younger man is behind the register. He's more than happy to step up and show me just how much a woman like me can give. Before I know it, I'm getting a private lesson in pleasure—and I know I'm never going to give up being a hotwife.

I hope my husband is ready to listen, because I have a lot of story to tell.

The Hotwife's Private Lesson is a flaming hot story of Claire, an older vixen with needs and the man who is more than ready to meet them. She's never going to walk into the private room at the back of the store again without blushing. And it will be worth every second.

https://mybook.to/HotwifesPrivateLesson


ABOUT THE AUTHOR


Grace Beaumont loves writing stories about slutty older women getting exactly what they need from the hot young men who will worship they like they deserve—all while their husbands watch and enjoy, of course. She plays with themes of bondage, spanking, and denial, and the smallest soupçon of submission.

Follow her on Amazon to see all of her latest releases.


Copyright © 2024 by Grace Beaumont

All rights reserved.

No part of this book may be reproduced in any form or by any electronic or mechanical means, including information storage and retrieval systems, without written permission from the author, except for the use of brief quotations in a book review.
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