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“So your husband isn’t just letting you sleep with other men, he’s encouraging you to do it?” My friend Anna is staring at me in total disbelief.

I can’t entirely blame her. If someone had explained what the hotwife lifestyle was to me a month ago, I’d never have believed that my husband, Will, would go for something like that. Much less that he would bring it up and tell me he wanted to try it.

It had taken me a minute to understand that he really meant it, but once I did, and once I gave it a try…there was no looking back.

My husband had just opened a tattoo parlor in our small city, and I’d been politely ogling all the gorgeous men he’d hired to do tattoos and piercings. One by one, he arranged times when they could use me, finding different ways to leave me completely brainless with lust and utterly sated. Kevin, Gabe, Nathaniel, and Dylan had each given me a new experience, something I’d dreamed of, but not something I had ever thought I’d get.

But I have no idea what will happen next. Until now, the men Will’s chosen have been men I’ve known. Men I’ve desired already. What if he were to share me with a stranger, someone he knew but I didn’t? He’s certainly been becoming more active in the business community. Or what if he were to allow more than one of the men to share me at once?

My entire body squeezes with desire at the thought. Will knows that I’ve fantasized about being with two men—or more—at the same time for years. He used to be too possessive for us to even indulge in that fantasy, and I was okay with that. But as we hit our forties, my sex drive sped up while his slowed down, and while it was fine, he decided that I needed more.

And now, he’s allowing—encouraging—things I never dreamed we’d experience together. Maybe he wants this to be the next thing that happens to me. And maybe this time, he’ll decide that just hearing about it, or listening, isn’t enough. What would be the next step? My body flutters at the thought.

I know something is happening today. The shop is closed. He told me to go out with Anna, telling me just that he had something to arrange. That he’d call or text when it was time for me to come home.

Getting dressed this morning had been a challenge. Anna and I were just going to a casual café for lunch, so I wasn’t going to get all dolled up, which made a lot of fancy lingerie impossible. I like a lot of things, but the feeling of denim pressing into me through crotchless panties isn’t one of them.

So I’d elected for a sheer blue set of bra and panties. On their own, they were fairly conservative compared with what I’d worn to some of these encounters, but they left absolutely nothing to the imagination, from the color of my nipples to the well-trimmed state of my bush.

I drag myself back to the moment and look at Anna. She has her chin in her hands and is staring into the middle distance, clearly considering something. “I wonder if Mike would ever go for something like that,” she says, almost to herself. “We’ve played with voyeurism once or twice. It’s really seemed to get him excited. And I definitely didn’t mind it.”

I grin. “Maybe you should bring it up,” I say. “I never thought of doing this with Will, but I have to tell you—I’ll never go back.”

Anna nods to herself, and I’m sure she’s debating how to say “Hey, honey, I’d like to sleep with other men that you choose for me,” in a way that doesn’t sound threatening. Although her relationship with Mike is so solid that I doubt anything could really shake them. She knows him well. If she thinks he might go for it, there’s a good chance he will.

It would be nice to have someone to compare notes with about this. I don’t have a ton of female friends that I’m close enough with that I want to share the details of my sex life. But Anna and I could absolutely talk about all the nitty gritty. The only reason I haven’t started describing the intimate details of my men today is that we’re in public. I’m not sure the patrons of the local coffee shop want to know exactly what I’ve been up to in the bedrooms (and living rooms) of men who are all at least ten years younger than me.

I smile to myself when my phone vibrates in my pocket. A flurry of excitement runs through me when I see a screen notification for a text from Will. I tap the message open.

Come home. I’m in our bedroom, waiting for you. I’m not alone.

My heartbeat picks up speed. Anything I should bring?

The reply is quick. Just you.

“Is that Will?” Anna’s gaze is almost hungry. Yeah, she’s definitely going to go home and talk to Mike. I’m excited for her, and I’m even more excited to find out about Will’s surprise.
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Idrive home quickly. My body is on fire; my nipples are tight and my panties are wet. Every man Will has shared me with has been more exciting, more arousing than the one before. I have to laugh to myself it’s a little. There’s got to be a ceiling to this. How can it keep getting more amazing?

Unless there’s more than one man waiting in my bedroom along with Will.

I shiver with anticipation. After Nathaniel and I, Will and I talked a little about one of my favorite fantasies: being fucked by two men at the same time. I’d gotten a little taste, with a man fucking my ass while he filled my cunt with a toy, and it had given me some of the most explosive orgasms of my life. The idea of it not just being a toy, of it being another man’s cock? The idea makes me whimper without even being touched.

When I’m home and walking up the stairs, another layer of excitement flows through me. One of the few things Will forbid was me ever having another man in our bedroom. I’ve been fucked absolutely senseless in our guest room, in our living room, and in another man’s house. Never here.

But Will himself told me to come to the bedroom. This is going to be special, whatever it is. And clearly, Will is here. I grin at the idea of him watching while whatever this will be plays out. I am definitely enjoying showing off for my husband..

I’m almost as nervous as I am excited.

The door to the bedroom is closed. I take a deep breath and open it.

The first thing I see is Will, relaxing in a dining room chair placed in the corner of the room.

The second—and third, and fourth, and fifth—things I notice are the men from the tattoo parlor. Nathaniel, Gabe, Kevin, and Dylan. All of them are watching me with hungry smiles, and I feel my body respond to their gazes. My nipples tighten and my breath catches just a little.

“Hi,” I say. I don’t know what to say next. I’ve never been in a room with four men who’ve used me in various ways while my husband grins, his erection already tenting his pants.

“I hope you like your surprise, love,” Will says.

“You see,” Nathaniel says, stepping forward so that his muscular form and his lightly graying hair focuses my attention. “Something all of us have talked about is what a hungry slut you are.”

The word has been an endearment from all of them, and everything in me responds in a flash fire of need. My cunt is gushing wet, my lips part, and all I can think about is what they’re going to do to me. I daydreamed about two men. What is going to happen with four?

I don’t know, but I want to find out.

“We talked about having two of us share you. Spit roasting you. Using you. But we realized. Two men isn’t enough for a slutty woman like you.”

“No,” I say, my voice barely more than a whisper. “No, it isn’t.”

“You dreamed about taking two cocks, didn’t you?” His voice is low, smooth, and it makes part of my brain drift softly away. I nod. “We’re going to see how you do with four.”

My eyes go wide. A woman only has so many holes. What are they going to do?

Dylan is behind me. He wraps my hair around his fist and pulls so that my head tilts back, my next exposed. Gabe flashes a panty-melting grin at me before moving forward, nipping at my jawline as his hands come to my breasts. He tweaks my nipples and makes me gasp, then twists them hard and fierce, sending me up on my toes.

“Let’s get her out of all those uncomfortable clothes,” Nathaniel says.

Dylan lifts my t-shirt over my head while Gabe works my jeans. I shift with them and let them move me, but I don’t work to assist. I’ve given myself over to them entirely. I want to be used. I want to be taken.

There was a time when standing in front of four gorgeous men with my heavy breasts and my stretch marked belly would have been terrifying. They have made me feel like a goddess over and over, though, and I don’t have any shame with them.

Dylan keeps my head pulled back. I’m looking up at the ceiling, not entirely aware of who is touching me and how. But everything is sensation. My breasts are lifted out of the cups of my bra, and what I thought was harsh touching is gentle now. Every twist has me up on my toes, whimpering and begging for more. Fingers dip into my panties, pressing my lower lips open and flicking ever so lightly at my clit. “Shit. Shit, shit, shit.” I’m panting with need. Talking about my adventures with these men left me hungry and wet before I even got home, and the anticipation has me dancing on pinpoints. These simple touches are enough to leave me edging toward orgasm.

Nathaniel laughs. “How long have you been craving this, slut?”

I can’t make words through the waves of sensation. I am doing my best to grind down on the fingers that are now spreading my cunt open, thrusting in and out of me in slow, steady movements that are designed to torment me. All I need is pressure on my clit, and I’m ready to explode. “Forever,” I manage.

“Just two men?”

Nathaniel’s voice is teasing, taunting. He already knows the answer. “No.”

The fingers fuck into my cunt harder, and I cry out. My hips are bucking with the thrusts, and the fingers curl enough to stroke that deep spot. I’m on the edge, I need just a little bit more. Anything more.

“Did you want to be a gang-banged slut?”

The words are almost enough to send me over the edge. Just the thought, the dream of being used so intensely that I lose track of who is doing what to me, where all I need to do is be used, makes me groan with desire.

Kevin laughs in my ear. “I think she’s going to get off just like this.” The fingers—his? I don’t care—move faster, and my body is so close to spiraling out of control. I want it so much. I’m desperate for it. “Should we let her?”

Nathaniel waits. He was the one who spent time showing me how good it felt to wait, but I don’t know how long I even can. I’m so needy, so desperate, and I can’t hold back.

“Fine,” he says, and the word is like a gift from the heavens. My body shatters, exploding into stars. My knees go weak and I scream as I pulse around the fingers fucking my cunt.

As the aftershocks roil through me, I feel the men shift me around, moving me to lie down on the bed. I collapse willingly enough, thinking that they’ll give me a moment’s respite to breathe. They’re not interested in that at all.

There’s the soft sound of a plastic bottle, and then lubed fingers are probing at my ass. I groan and spread my legs wider. The rim of my asshole screams at the pressure, and I love it. I grind down onto the fingers, still craving, even as my body is twitching and needy.

There’s another laugh, softer. Gabe. “She’s going to need to be a lot looser to take Kevin.”

My eyes fly open. Kevin is agonizingly big. He fucked my ass before, and it was so much I almost couldn’t take it. Even as sub-spaced out as I am, I know I’ll be even tighter if someone’s fucking my cunt as well.

The thought of the pain makes me gush, wet and heavy.

“We can make that happen,” Nathaniel says. “Look at your husband, slut.”

I force my eyes open and look to the side. Will is staring at us, his eyes wide as if he doesn’t dare to blink. He’s got his cock in his hand, and he’s stroking himself gently. I’m struck by how he’s giving this to me. How he wants me to have this. To be the one who gives it to me.

And then there are two fingers pushing deep into my ass, and I stop thinking. I feel fingers on my clit, followed by a hot tongue, and it doesn’t matter than I just came, my body is aching all over again. I can’t keep my hips still. My hips buck up into the eager mouth on me, desperate for everything, anything I can take.

“Open your mouth, Haley.”

I had closed my eyes again without noticing. I open them and look up at Dylan. He’s stripped naked, and he’s kneeling over my chest. His cock brushes against my lower lip. “Open,” he says. “Or I won’t ask nicely.”

I open my mouth, and reach up to take his cock. He’s salty with pre-cum and it makes me whimper. I want to choke on him, swallow him, be completely full.

He lowers himself down on my mouth slowly at first, letting me adjust to his fat cock. He’s not the biggest of the four of them, but he’s no slouch, and when he starts to pick up the pace, fucking my face harder, it’s work to take him. He pushes past my gag reflex over and over, and I’m groaning and desperate to keep up.

The mouth on my clit and the fingers in my ass pick up the pace, and I’m being fucked in three directions. Almost all the way full.

The thought is enough to send me over the edge. It doesn’t matter that I don’t have Nathaniel’s permission. I’m screaming around Dylan’s cock, surging against the fingers and the mouth that are using my body. I feel my cunt clench again and again.

Dylan curses above me, and then he’s coming. He sends the first wave down my throat, making me swallow hard to take his cum, and then he pulls out, spraying the rest of his load over my face. My orgasm breaks harder as the cum runs down my cheeks, and teeth close lightly on my clit, scraping over my most delicate flesh, and the surges redouble before they really start to fade.

The waves of pleasure roll and roll, and when my body finally collapses, there’s a vague sense of loss. If I came that hard, surely they’ll be done with me, but I haven’t had anything but fingers inside of me. I wanted so much more.

I hear Gabe laugh, down between my knees. “Yeah,” he says. “Yeah, I think she’s loose enough to take it now.”

My mind tries to come back together. To take what now?

“Up on your knees, slut,” Nathaniel tells me. My limbs are shaky, but I do what he says. Nathaniel stretches out on the bed, his heavy cock erect and jutting upwards. My mouth waters. I want to suck him off so badly. But Nathaniel has different plans. He wipes off my cheeks and chin so that I won’t be dripping cum on his face and chest, then shifts me until I’m kneeling over him. He lines his cock up with the opening of my cunt. I groan and try to shift down to take him, bury his cock in my hungry body. But he holds me still.

“I’m not going to make you wait this time,” he says, quietly. “You don’t need to have permission. Here’s what’s going to happen instead. You are going to get fucked and used in every hole until I think you are really and truly satisfied, until your body absolutely can’t take any more. And I decide when that is, understand? I decide when you’re done.”

I moan. I can relax completely, let myself be used and moved and taken in every way that they want. My only responsibility is to feel it entirely. “Yes, Nathaniel. Yes, please.”

He laughs a little, patting my cheek. “It’s so cute that you’re weighing in on this.”

Then his hands are on my hips, pulling me down and splitting me open with his cock. He’s big, really big, and I have to work to take him. He lets me have a tiny bit of freedom, to pull back and let my juices soak him before he drives his cock into me, bottoming out deep and spreading me wide. I cry out. His thick cock is pressed directly against that sweet spot in me, and as he starts to move, guiding me in the rhythm he wants, the ridged head of his cock is dragging over that spot. When he slips his thumb between us and circles my clit, I shatter, coming hard and fast. He doesn’t stop moving in me, fucking up into my cunt and making me scream as the pleasure extends and extends and extends.

Someone is behind me. Kevin. I feel his impossibly thick cock pressed between my ass checks. He pulls me back against him, his fingers tweaking and twisting my nipples as I buck and grind on Nathaniel. “Good,” Kevin murmurs in my ear. “Good. Just like that, you filthy slut, take what you’re given. You’re going to take everything we have to give you. You’re going to take it and relish it.”

“Yes,” I moan, knowing it’s exactly what he wants to hear. “Please.”

Nathaniel slows, and I hear a plastic top flip open. There’s cold lube against my ass, and then blunt fingers pressing me open again. I groan heavily. This is so close to what I want, and I’m so tight like this. I can feel my cunt stretching around Nathaniel, and the burn in my ass as Kevin works the lube into me is intense. I breathe deep, keeping my body relaxed and soft. I want this. I want it so much, and they want to give it to me.

Will wants them to give it to me. Oh god.

Kevin laughs. “I think she’s going to come again, before I even put my cock in her.”

They’re right. I’m close, so close. They push me back up so I’m closer to sitting, and then Gabe’s heavy cock is in my face. God, I want my mouth around something so much, and when the head of his cock brushes against my lips, I open for him eagerly. My throat is softer and more open after the way Dylan used my mouth, and it’s easy for me to take Gabe all the way down to the hilt, even as big as he is. “That’s right,” he groans. “Choke on my cock, you beautiful slut.”

That tips me over the edge. Kevin’s fingers in my ass, Nathaniel’s cock in my cunt, and Gabe so far down my throat that it’s almost hard to breathe, and I’d be screaming if I could make enough sound around him.

Gabe curses and pulls out. He’s swollen and thick, and I know just how close he is. He’s still stroking his cock, but he’s not trying to come.

Not yet.

As the waves of orgasm take me and release me, I feel the head of Kevin’s cock against the opening of my ass. Nathaniel shifts so that he’s kneeling on the bed, and I’m almost sitting in his lap. Kevin’s cock pushes forward, spreading my ass open, and even with all the lube and all the orgasms, he’s huge. He spreads the tight circle of my ass, and I’m whimpering at both the burn and the desperate need for him to be inside me, even if it hurts.

“Please,” I whimper. “Please, please please.”

Kevin laughs softly in my ear. “I like listening to you beg,” he says. “Keep doing it. Keep begging for my cock in your ass.”

I groan. Yes. Anything he wants. “Please,” I moan. “Please. Fill my ass. I want you slamming into me. Please.”

“And what about me,” Nathaniel teases. “I can feel how much he’s stretching you. I can see that you’re working so hard to take it. Do you want me to pull out?”

I shake my head furiously. I can’t tell how far in Kevin is, but it’s enough that I feel like I’m going to break. I’ve never craved anything as much as this, as much as I want to be completely filled by them.

“What kind of woman wants two big men filling her cunt and her ass at the same time?”

I know what he wants me to say. “A hungry slut,” I groan.

“That’s right,” Kevin says, and then he drives his cock forward. The swollen head of his cock presses deep into my ass, pushing past that last bit of resistance, and then they’re both inside me. I’m full, I’m completely full, two men fucking me at the same time. I scream as an orgasm ripples through me at the sensation. It’s like nothing I’ve ever felt, so full and deep that I think I might die and I don’t care.

And then they start to move. Slowly at first, letting me adjust to the pace, and then faster. They shift their rhythm so that when Kevin fucks forward into my ass, I’m driven farther onto Nathaniel’s cock than I think I can take, and when Nathaniel shoves his thick cock into me, Kevin slides farther into my ass, farther than I thought anyone could be. I’m pinned between them, and there’s no way I can move, no way I can do anything but take it.

And then Gabe is there again, his cock pressing into my open mouth. He wraps my hair in his fist and drives me savagely down onto his cock. I can feel how close he is from the wave of pre-cum on my tongue, from the thick veins on his cock that I can feel as he stretches me out.

I was wrong. This is full. This is what full feels like. Every hole used, every bit of me stretched. Every bit of me taking as much as possible.

I come then, a long and urgent orgasm that leaves all three of them moaning as my body clenches down. I feel Gabe’s body tighten for just a moment before he comes, spurting thick ropes down my throat as I choke, trying desperately to keep up. I can’t, and his cum dribbles down my chin as he pulls free, gasping.

Kevin yanks me down on his cock, hard. He’s so impossibly thick, I feel like I’m going to explode with the savage pace he’s setting. When he comes, I scream again, the hot feeling of his cum slamming into my ass setting off another chain of pleasure, my body clenching down on him. He fucks me through both of our orgasms, the pleasure dragging and draining me. I’m limp as he pulls out of me. The sense of loss makes me whimper.

And then there’s Nathaniel. Huge, gorgeous Nathaniel, fucking my cunt fiercely. We’re the only ones on the bed now, and he flips us over so he’s on top. He’s setting a brutal, savage pace. He grabs one of my knees and hooks it over my shoulder so that he’s still slamming deep into me, even at this angle. He’s dragging over that sensitive spot, but I’m so limp and senseless that the pleasure doesn’t seem to build.

“Oh,” he murmurs. “No, you’re not done. There’s more for you to take. Do you know how I know?”

I manage to shake my head, and he taps my cheek very lightly with his palm.

“Because I’m not done with you yet.”

And then the pleasure is building, tightening. He slips his hand between us again, twisting and teasing my oversensitive clit. The orgasm that comes is softer but still amazing, bowing my back and making me clench down on him as wave after wave rocks my body.

He curses, and I know he’s getting close. I know he’ll hold back as long as he wants to. As long as it takes for him to be sure he’s used me to the absolute limit. And past it.

“Look at your husband,” he says. I do. Will is still in the chair. His pants are gone, and he’s stroking his cock savagely. He’s moments away from coming. “Tell him you love him. Say thank you.”

“Thank you, Will,” I say. “I fucking love you.”

He spits a curse. His back bows as cum spills over his hand. Nathaniel turns my face back to look at him.

“I’m fucking you in the bed you share with your husband. You’re dripping cum from almost everywhere. You’re a hungry slut who’s had every hole filled. And you’re going to come for me one last time. You have one more in you. I can tell. Do you know how I can tell, Haley?”

He’s right. The pleasure is building again, deep and thick, and the head of his cock is still dragging over that sweet spot. I can feel every stroke, and his rhythm is absolutely punishing. “Because you’re not done,” I whimper.

“And I’m using you until you’re done,” he says.

The words explode in my cunt. An orgasm like I’ve never felt, never dreamed of, rips me apart. My back bows and I’m screaming. Each of the men are kneeling over me now, and as Nathaniel leans back to give them room, they all come on my body, rope after rope of hot cum coating my stomach, my breasts, my neck, and my face. The pleasure is never going to end. It will last forever. I will die in this orgasm, overwhelmed by how deep it runs.

And then I feel Nathaniel grunt, and one last, heavy wave of cum is pulsing deep inside me. The orgasm crests again, and I’m still screaming, my cunt clenching on him, drawing out wave after wave of pleasure as it milks his cock. He splashes the inside of me, soaking me everywhere.

The pleasure finally, finally ends, and I am completely boneless and brainless. He pats my filthy cheek.

“There,” he says. “I think the slut is satisfied.”

I groan, my cunt giving one last, exhausted pulse around his cock, and know he’s right. I’m used more than I ever thought I could be. Just like he promised.
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It takes time for everyone to clean up. They clean my body, wiping off the cum that’s gotten everywhere, absolutely destroying Will’s and my bed. We’ll have to remake it before we fall asleep, or we’ll have to sleep in the guest room. I get four soft kisses, four promises that I did well, that I took everything, and that they loved everything that happened. I can’t manage more than happy whimpers and silly grins.

When they’re gone, Will craws up into the bed next to me and pulls me tight against him. “I love you so much,” he says, kissing my hair, my cheeks, and my neck. His cock is half hard against me. Any other night, I’d reach between his legs and stroke him, feel him get harder and thicker in my hand. Right now, I can barely move. I manage to wrap myself around him, holding him tight. “Did you enjoy yourself?”

I manage to muster my words together. “Yes,” I work to say. “Yes. Thank you so much. That was so good. Thank you.”

“Tell me your favorite part.” He’s nuzzling into my neck, and his cock is hardening against my stomach. I throw my leg over him, shifting around and urging him forward until his cock is lined up with my cunt. I’m always ready for my husband.

“Being filled,” I say. He pushes forward, burying himself in me. I’m so soaked and boneless that he doesn’t have to go slow. He fills me up and moves in me. “Being filled everywhere. Taking both of them at once, and then having Gabe in my mouth. It was so much I thought I’d die. And I didn’t care.”

He groans. There’s a soft pleasure building in my core at his heavy, hungry thrusts. We adjust ourselves until I’m up on my knees, my head resting on one arm while I press my fingers into my clit. I’m so sensitive, so sated, that I can’t imagine more, but as he fucks me faster and harder, I feel need circling in me.

“More,” he says.

I know what he wants. He’s so thick in me, and he’s moving so fast. “And then every single one of them came on me. I was such a mess. I was covered in cum, and so much that I couldn’t tell who had fucked me where. I was soaked in other men’s cum.”

Remembering it makes my body clench, my cunt tightening and pulsing. It’s enough to send him over the edge, groaning, and at the feeling of his cum deep inside me sets off a chain of pleasure that is just for him. My cunt milks him as he spurts in me, and I whimper at the warm heat.

We collapse together. I’m messy all over again, and he hugs me tight to his chest.

“You’re incredible,” he says, kissing my neck through my hair.

“Thank you for all of this, Will,” I say. “This was incredible. I never dreamed you’d do this for me.”

“You deserve it,” he said. “You’re my beautiful, hungry slut.”

I don’t care that our bed is a disaster. He kicks off the covers so we’re lying on clean sheets and holds me tighter. I’m drifting off to sleep, relaxing in my husband’s arms, completely sated.

Yeah, the hotwife thing is definitely working for us. I hope we keep it up forever.


AFTERWORD


Thank you so much for reading. I hope you enjoyed it as much as I enjoyed writing it.

This is the fifth book about Haley, the Tattoo Parlor Hotwife, and Will, her eager husband. You can see the entire series here. The books don’t need to be read in order, but Haley and Will’s relationship and hotwife experiences do develop over time. To the best of my knowledge, this will be the final book about Haley and Will—though I never like to make promises!

This is far from the last hotwife book you’ll see from me. If you want to keep up to date on new releases, make sure to follow me on my Amazon page. You can also sign up for my newsletter; you’ll get a free bonus story about Haley getting the chance to interview a new artist for the tattoo parlor; Will won’t hire him unless Haley’s satisfied.

When you sign up for my newsletter, you also get to hear about special sales and freebies that I’m sure you’re going to love.

Thanks again for reading. I hope to talk to you again soon.
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