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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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I sat 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.


AFTERWORD


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

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

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

Anna teased Jake about being able to play with her ass. Want to hear more about that? Sign up for my newsletter and get all the sexy details in this bonus story.

If you sign up for my newsletter, you’ll not only stay up to date with any new releases, you’ll also hear about sales and freebies when I partner with other authors to bring you amazing stories you’re going to love.

[image: ]


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


INK STAINED: THE TATTOO PARLOR HOTWIFE


[image: A woman with tattoos on her arms looks sexily at the camera. Text reads “Ink Stained: The Complete Series” by Grace Beaumont]


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: The Complete Series 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."


BET ON THE HOTWIFE


[image: A woman in black lingerie has playing cards tucked into her stockings. The text reads: Bet on the Hotwife by Grace Beaumont]


For my 43rd birthday, my husband has given me the present of touring the East Coast on our motorcycles...and sharing me with younger men who think I'm the hottest woman they've ever seen.

Tonight's just a little different. There's a poker tournament happening in this little town, and my husband is itching to play. But since we're not from around here, we can't get in. So it's up to me to convince everyone running the game that my husband deserves a chance.

As more than one man has an objection, I'm sure I'm going to be busy tonight. And that's just fine with me. I'll take as many men as I need to to get my husband what he wants. It's just another fun way to be his hotwife.

___

Read Bet on the Hotwife.


ABOUT THE AUTHOR


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