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      I tossed my keys into the kitchen counter and kicked off my shoes. I’d just gotten back from dropping my 12-year-old daughter, Samantha, off at her friend Amelia’s house for an overnight. While I was there, I talked with Amelia’s dad, Craig. I called him Coach when we spoke face to face because he was the coach of the girls’ soccer team that Samantha played on. His last name was Sprague, and I refused to call him Craig Sprague — that’s just weird. It was fun to flirt with Craig and only call him Coach, mainly because he always insisted I call him Craig.

      Craig wanted Samantha to stay over because Amelia was upset. Craig’s wife had moved out, and this would be her first night without her mother. I empathized with that. My heart was always tender for the other girls on the soccer team going through life’s challenges.

      I felt terrible for Coach, too, though I thought his life would eventually be happier without his shrew of a wife around. I lingered too long flirting with Craig because he was a fucking Adonis. He was ex-military, muscled, tattooed, and wore a short beard. I wondered how it would feel against my inner thighs.

      My arousal over his physical looks aside; the whole ordeal had disturbed my mind. We’d heard rumors of their impending breakup. Brad–my husband–and Craig were good friends, so I knew second-hand that Craig had found out about his wife’s infidelity. I heard they’d tried counseling over the months since then, but it had only worsened things. The divorce was in the works and would be final in a month or two.

      I padded upstairs into the master bedroom and flopped on my back on the bed. Brad was working at his computer over on the other side of the room and stopped turning in his swivel chair. I rolled over to my side and propped my head up on my hand.

      “You wouldn’t cheat on me, would you?” I asked.

      “Hell, no,” Brad said and got up to join me on the bed. “I’m still afraid you’ll figure out that you’re out of my league. I sometimes can’t believe that I’m your husband.”

      “Stop.” I smiled and rolled onto my back while Brad pushed my shirt up and kissed my belly. I combed my fingers through his short hair. “I am the one that lucked out when I met you, honey.”

      Brad’s fingers lifted the bottom of my sports bra until my breasts spilled out, and I arched my back to press my breasts up. My nipples stiffened, feeling the beginning of that familiar ache of need. I moaned and tensed from Brad’s hungered growl before he enveloped my nipple with his lips. My core fluttered, and I rolled my hips, seeking friction against my core as my clit swelled with arousal.

      It was always easy to spark my libido, and I was soon panting with arousal. I gripped my bra and top and pulled them over my head. The feel of my breasts bouncing unencumbered by my tight bra made my core twinge with arousal. Brad swept his hand up to hold my throat, and my eyes closed at the sensation of his grip. His mouth moved to my other nipple as his other hand slid under the waistband of my yoga pants and inside my panties.

      “You’re wet,” he growled as his fingers slid past my engorged clit and pressed between my lips.

      “You make me wet,” I gasped, my hips lifting into his grip.

      “It wasn’t hanging out with Craig?” Brad asked, pulling his lips from my nipple as he rose on his knees.

      I looked at him quizzically, my head tilting. “No, baby,” I said, which was a lie. “I’m married to you. That means something.”

      I rationalized that fantasies were normal, and Brad was a wonderful husband, a caring father, and an incredible lover. I was pleased being his wife.

      “What if I allowed it?” Brad said as he hooked his fingers in my yoga pants' waistband and pulled them and my panties down. “What if I wanted to watch you fuck another man?”

      “You’re fucking with me.” I laughed, but my pussy clenched. I shook my head and laughed, sitting up to cup Brad’s bulge in his shorts. “This is the only cock I want, the only one I need.”

      I rotated and moved my hands to his hips, pushing his shorts down and releasing his cock. My fingers encircled the familiar shape and stroked, loving the feel of his hot shaft. The satiny feel of his steely rod moving through my fingers made my mouth water. I licked my lips and lowered my mouth to kiss his crown.

      “I’m not fucking with you.” The hushed growl echoed in my mind. His fingers gripped my hair and pushed my lips away from his cock. “What about Steve? His blond hair and swimmer’s physique. Be honest. You’ve fantasized about being this close to his cock. Haven’t you?”

      Before I could answer, his fingers pulled my lips against his crown. I closed my eyes, and the image of Steve’s handsome, clean-shaven face looking down at me flashed in my eyes. I lapped at Brad’s leaking pre-cum and shook my head, making an “uh uh” sound as I sucked on the only cock I’d had in my mouth for fourteen years.

      Brad groaned as I went to town on his cock, hungrily sucking his crown. His moans turned into a chuckle at my eagerness, and I opened my eyes to look into his face. Then I had to blink a few times to replace Steve’s blond hair and green eyes in my vision. Brad’s fingers pulled at my hair, and I winced as he pulled his cock out of my mouth.

      “I think you’re lying,” Brad said. “How about Dylan? Ever thought about having his thick cock driving into you?”

      I shook my head again and bit my lip at my dishonesty. Dylan was a bald, bearded construction foreman that had started joining Brad’s poker nights. His dark-brown eyes and knowing grin had captured my attention more than once since Brad’s four friends started playing cards at our house regularly. He wasn’t as tall as Craig, the soccer coach, but his lean frame was sturdy. I had to remember to bounce my eyes from the promising package between his thighs.

      “Just admit it,” Brad taunted, leaning down and kissing me. “I have hot friends to go with my hot wife.”

      I kissed him desperately. The talk of infidelity had my core spiraling. I didn’t want to cheat on my husband. I loved Brad with all my heart, and the thought of cheating on him and fracturing our family scared me. I didn’t want my selfish fantasies to result in destruction, as Craig’s wife’s selfishness had. It didn’t sit well in my stomach.

      “It wouldn’t be cheating,” Brad said as if he was reading my mind. “I’d still be in control. I’d watch you. I’d make sure you were safe. I love you, Jen. I want you to live your fantasies.”

      I whimpered against his lips as he pushed me onto my back. I spread my legs instinctively, welcoming his body between my thighs. I lifted and wrapped my legs around his hips as he lowered over me. My eyes searched his, my mind a mix of lust and confusion.

      “Why are you asking this?” I asked. “So you can find another girl to fuck on the side while I’m fucking your friends?”

      My need was palpable. My hips rocked up to grind against his cock. Brad looked into my eyes and shook his head slowly. His hips rolled back then he guided his shaft along my slick lips. Then I felt him poised at my entrance.

      “This is the only pussy I want,” he growled as he thrust into me.

      I screamed at the exquisite stretch of his cock shearing into me. The hard strokes punched into me. My hands dropped to his ass and gripped, pulling him into me. I was breathless with need, my juices soaking his shaft, dribbling down between my ass cheeks as my husband possessed my cunt as if he owned it. He possessed me. I was his, every part of me. Whatever he wanted, I was game. If he wanted me to fuck his friends, I’d do it.

      That realization shattered my mind as my orgasm flooded through my nerves. My thighs shook and tightened as Brad forced them open so he could continue his onslaught. He knew me. He knew I was thinking of his offer and that I would follow his lead. I stared into his eyes and nodded.

      “I’m yours, all yours….” I blinked, refocusing after another wave ripped through me. “Always. Forever.”

      That pushed Brad over the edge, and my body shook with his final thrust. The heat of his spending flowed into my quivering core. I shuddered as his mouth dropped and captured my lips in a deep, soulful kiss. My hand ran up his back and lightly raked my nails along his spine. He rested on me breathlessly for a timeless moment.

      When I caught my breath, I pushed at Brad’s chest until he rolled over. I shifted up on my knees and straddled him, pressing my tender pussy against his shaft. I rocked my hips, and he groaned at the sensitivity when my clit rode over his crown.

      “Are you serious?” I said breathlessly, watching his eyes. “You’re not teasing, playing a game?”

      He shook his head, his hands lifting to cup my breasts. I shuddered as his thumbs brushed over my rigid nipples. I slowed my hips, knowing that I wanted more, but I wanted to have this discussion before I lost myself to a more lustful need.

      “I’m serious,” Brad said. “I want to see you fuck one of my friends. Maybe all of them.”

      “This isn’t a trick, so you can bang some trollop?”

      He laughed and ground his hips. “You’re the only trollop I want in my bed. The only woman in my arms, under my roof.”

      His eyes turned serious, and his hand lifted and ran his thumb along my cheek. I stared down at him, stilling on his thick cock as our eyes searched each other.

      “This isn’t a license to cheat,” Brad said. “I only trust my friends with you. They aren’t going to try to steal you away. You are still my wife. I’m just opening up the circle for you to have more fun. Plus, I want to watch.”

      “Only three?” I grinned. It was my turn to tease. “So, Will is off limits?”

      Brad’s eyes widened, his grin grew, and he shook his head. “No, you can fuck Will too.”

      I laughed and reached down between us. “You want me to fuck bald Will with his round, dad-bod tummy?”

      “Fuck, yeah!” Brad said as he felt me guide his crown back inside me.

      I groaned as I slid back down his familiar cock. My eyes closed as I started to fantasize again, with more clarity about what it might feel like to ride Craig or Steve. I tipped my head back and moaned, rolling my hips to squeeze Brad’s cock. I inhaled deeply, then opened my eyes and leaned down to kiss my husband, pausing just over his mouth.

      “You and I,” I said. “We’re forever. You have to swear, Bradley. I don’t want Samantha to lose her family.”

      “Never, baby,” Brad said. “We are forever. I love you.”

      His hands grabbed my ass and pulled me into his thrust. My hands slid behind his head, our noses inches apart. Our mouths opened, breathing in moans as we coupled in our familiar rhythm. I pushed all thoughts from my mind and focused on my husband’s eyes. Together, we rode to the peak and then fell apart simultaneously. I captured his mouth with mine, and our tongues battled.

      I slumped against his chest, my ear hearing his heartbeat, my fingers making patterns in his chest hair. I felt his hand running up and down my back, and I felt the safety of his embrace. I lifted and kissed him lightly, brushing my nose against his.

      “Give me some time,” I said. “I’m game, but I want to think about it. I want to pick the first one, okay?”

      “Take your time, lover,” Brad said soberly as he held me in his arms, “I’ll try not to pressure you. You’re already my dream girl, but I want this for you. I can feel how this stirred something inside you. I’m excited to see you explore this side of yourself.”

      “It’s amazing how you know me better than I think I know myself.”

      “Soulmates, Jen.” Brad smiled and kissed me.

      I kissed him back, loving being in my husband's arms, even as my mind flickered through the handsome faces of his friends. What was going to happen?
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      Jenny

      It wasn’t my fantasy to be with another man. At least, it wasn’t until my husband Brad told me his fantasy. He wanted to watch another man with me, for me to fulfill all my filthy fantasies with another man. He knew I’d always be his, but he wanted to share me with some of his friends.

      My mind went immediately to Coach Sprague, the massive ex-military muscle man that made my core clench and my mouth water. Coach Sprague, newly divorced from his shrewish ex-wife, is freely available, and I’m going to make myself available for every one of his fifty fantasies.

      Come and find out!

      A Hotwife Soccer Mom

      part of the Ultimate Hotwife Valentine series

      Explore the entire series: https://mybook.to/hotwifevalentine
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      Sometimes it takes more than two to tango.

      This multi-author series explores the lives of women who fulfill their dirtiest fantasies with more than just their husbands.

      Get in the mood and fall head over heels with these naughty hotwives and the men who love them.
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      Hank Dolworth is the nom de plume of a technology educator who had to stop flying around the world and is trapped in his home office attending too many Zoom calls. To cope with this high-stress environment, in his free time, Hank likes to write story-driven erotica and erotic romances.

      Hank's spicy stories are packed with sizzling sex, mind-melting orgasms, and heartwarming romance. While not always having a happy ever after, his endings always end up happy for now.

      Living in Texas, Hank also enjoys hot, spicy, rich, melt-in-your-mouth barbecue, time with his family, and working with other erotica writers to improve his craft.

      Find out what Hank's been up to by signing up for his newsletter, which is easy to do when you visit:
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