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        It wasn’t my fantasy to have another man fuck me. At least, it wasn’t until my husband, Brad, told me his fantasy. That he wanted to watch another man fuck me, that he wanted to watch another man make me come. 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 who made my core clench and my mouth water. Luckily for me, Coach Sprague is newly divorced. This is the perfect time to make myself available for his filthy fantasies.

        Do you want to know how I did this and what happened next?

      

      

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            TO THE DEGENERATES

          

        

      

    

    
      This is dedicated to my erotica writing friends.

      
        	To those who welcomed me to be a part of the Ultimate Hotwife Valentine series

        	To those who wrote sprints with me late into the night.

        	To those who read and encouraged me through doubts and concerns.

      

      I used to write alone, lost in my thoughts. Now, I’ve been accepted into a group of writers, readers, and friends. The community of degenerate friends and their support is a huge reason why this book exists.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            PROLOGUE

          

        

      

    

    
      Valentine’s Day started briskly. It was the first morning of the soccer season, and I was all decked out in tight, black, Lycra running tights, a black sports bra, a light windbreaker, and my new, red trainers. My nipples tightened into hard points in my sports bra from the stiff breeze. I’d need to update my athleisure wardrobe with warmer items if spring were delayed this year. I’d been obsessed with tight, formfitting clothing since I’d started working out like a fiend for the past six months. I had worked hard to look this good, and I knew my high beams wouldn’t bother any of the men I was scouting.

      My obsession with fitness had grown as my daughter got interested in soccer last season. I’d examined myself alongside the other soccer moms waiting in their cars or along the sidelines at practice. I hadn’t felt good about myself, so I decided to change my lifestyle, and diet and exercise were just the first steps. I ramped up my training in the off-season, and I thought I looked fucking hot.

      My husband, Brad, thought so too. He was always complimenting my hard work, and the fitness routine spread into our bedroom. During our lovemaking a few weeks ago, he’d confessed his dirty secret. He fantasized about watching other men fuck me—specifically his friends. I was shocked, initially, because Brad and I always kept it steamy in the bedroom. What more did he want? Was I not enough?

      I didn’t know that my husband got off on the idea of watching one of his friends rail me. He also intuitively understood that I held fantasies about his sexy friends. It took an intense discussion before I understood his voyeurism. His desire to watch me live out my fantasies didn’t include him fucking a floozy on the side. He didn’t want an open marriage or to start swinging. He just wanted to watch me fulfill some of my filthy fantasies with his close friends. I was okay with performing for my husband and riding one of his friends, as long as Brad continued to love me.

      My fantasies grew to include more hot-blooded visions of rough fucking, maybe bondage, maybe pain. Brad was a considerate lover, but our sex was often gentle and passionate. My focus on fitness and how I felt after a hard workout made my sexual desires grow into more intensely physical fantasies. I confessed these to Brad regularly, which also fired Brad’s imagination to watch a man physically dominate me.

      Together, sharing our dreams, the fantasies grew into me being physically overwhelmed and dominated by another man while Brad watched. The more I thought of that, the hotter I got. Brad confessed he would enjoy watching me via a camera so I could get lost in the sensations without distraction.

      After all of our sharing, I was more than ready to board the train to Pound Town. Brad assured me he’d only love me more if he could watch my dirty desires come to life.  I assured him I would return to him, to our bed, to his fucking glorious cock. The more we discussed our sexual desires, including me fucking his friends, the more we fucked like bunnies. I was itching for the whistle to blow.

      Speaking of whistles, Coach Sprague blew his shiny whistle loud and clear, and that drew my attention to the tall, muscly, newly divorced man coaching our daughter’s soccer team. Brad had told me that Coach Sprague’s divorce was final. He was one of the first of Brad’s friends I’d fantasized about when I learned his marriage was on the rocks. He was ex-military, muscled, tattooed, and wore a short beard—the epitome of a Greek god.

      I lifted my phone in one hand and aimed the camera at Coach Sprague, snapping a picture of him pointing vaguely down the pitch. I swiped and sent the photo to Brad, then added a text.

      
        
          
            
              
        Jenny: I choose Coach Sprague

      

      

      

      

      

      It only took a few seconds for the white dots to appear and let me know Brad was responding. Brad had left the choice of who I wanted to break my fidelity with up to me.

      
        
          
            
              
        Brad: Approved. When?

      

      

      

      

      
        
          
            
        Jenny: Tonight. You can handle keeping the girls in the media room for a movie, can’t you?

      

      

      

      

      
        
          
            
        Brad: Where, the gym?

      

      

      

      

      
        
          
            
        Jenny: Yes, that’s on the other side of the house. I can make all kinds of noise.

      

      

      

      

      
        
          
            
        Brad: I’ll make sure the security cams are running. Invite him early to the party. I’ll talk to him and let him know I’m on board.

      

      

      

      

      

      
        
          
            
              
        Jenny: Are you excited?

      

      

      

      

      
        
          
            
        Brad: Fuck yes! Love you.

      

      

      

      

      

      I smiled as I slipped my phone into the side pocket of my running tights. My tight pussy was giving me pings as I let my eyes rake over Coach’s muscular physique and that promising package in his gray sweatpants. He was pushing all of my buttons.

      
        
        
        Fuck, was I going to do this?

      

      

      

      My nipples tightened to stiff points the more I thought about it. I stood on the sidelines and undressed Coach with my eyes. I imagined the size of his cock. I dreamed of how his large hands would feel gripping my full breasts. My panties dampened the more I thought about it, and I needed to press my firm thighs together to soothe the sudden ache.

      I shook my head, trying to clear the lust from my brain. I turned to the field and watched my daughter and her friends race after the ball. Their laughter, cheers, and growls of frustration as they played their favorite sport mirrored my emotions as my mind kept cycling through what I was planning to do.

      With my husband’s blessing and encouragement, I would fuck Coach. Would we ever be the same? Was I going to ruin this idyllic life I lived with a selfish fuck of our daughter’s sexy coach?

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            CHAPTER ONE

          

        

      

    

    
      When practice was over, I walked over to talk to Coach Sprague. On my way, I unzipped my windbreaker to casually show off how my push-up sports bra accentuated my natural cleavage. Goosebumps rose over my tanned bare abdomen, which was starting to show evidence of the ridiculous ab workouts I’d been doing. My weekly tanning sessions helped give my skin a tawny tone. I knew I was hot, but I downplayed it most of the time outside the bedroom.

      I lifted my baseball cap off my head, swinging my natural blonde hair out from the hole in the back and letting my long messy ponytail swing behind my head.

      That got Coach Sprague’s attention, and his usually dour frown turned up at the edges. That’s a good sign. I gave him a brilliant smile and shifted my hands behind me to hold my hat. It also lifted my boobs, which Coach Sprague definitely noticed before his eyes snapped back to meet mine.

      “Coach, thank you for all you do for our girls!” I said as I stood closer than usual, looking up at him.

      “Jenny, please, I’ve told you before, call me Craig,” he said in a low, rumbling voice.

      “Craig Sprague?” I asked, wrinkling my nose. “I’d rather just call you Coach,” I giggled, “I mean, that’s what you are, isn’t it?”

      “I coach our kids, yes,” Coach said with a nod.

      “Well, you look like you work out,” I said and ran my hand up the back of his upper arm feeling his bicep and tricep. “You know your way around the gym, I bet!”

      “I strength train daily,” Coach said, his words a bit tense as my fingers massaged into his muscles through his light jacket.

      “Perfect,” I purred. I moved my hand from his arm and placed my palm flat against his chest. “You can coach me. I’ve hit a stall in my routine, and I need a little advice. You’re bringing Amelia to our house for the team’s Valentine’s sleepover. Why don’t you come early and have a beer with Brad? Then later, you can give me some pointers.”

      I dropped my eyes down to his waist as I finished the sentence. He gave a long swallow when I lifted my eyes to his.

      “Yeah,” he managed. “I don’t have any plans for Valentine’s Day and wasn’t looking forward to cooking for myself.”

      “Then it’s a date.” I smiled and brushed my fingers across his broad chest, feeling the planes of his pectorals. “Come early. Samantha would love to have Amelia over for a while before the rest of the girls show up. You can help Brad set up the media room for the Disney marathon.”

      My pussy was already chiming in as I felt how firm Coach was across his chest. He was built like a fucking Mack truck. His light jacket strained as he lifted his arm to stroke through his short, trimmed beard. He looked like he could probably bench press me.

      I wasn’t tiny. I was taller than most of the other soccer moms. I’d concentrated on building core strength and cutting fat, so I wasn’t as skinny as I was before I started training. My curves had melted some as I added muscle mass. But my boobs were large and round, and my routine had made my ass firm and juicy. I loved how my ass looked in the mirrored wall when I wore my boy shorts and sports bra in my home gym.

      “What time?” Coach asked, his deep voice breaking me out of my reverie.

      “Well, the invitation is for six. Why don’t you come by around five?” I said. “Brad could use some help with the electronics, I think. He bought some fancy, new, something shiny. He’s always absorbed with some new hobby.”

      I waved my hand. My husband loved his gadgets. He provided for our lifestyle very well, and we had an expansive mansion with two wings. The media room was large enough for the twelve sixth-grade girls to have their choice of recliner as they watched the home theater. At the same time, I could work out with Coach in my private gym on the opposite side of the house.

      “Five, then.” Coach nodded, lowered his hand to grip mine and pull it off his chest, and then shifted to hold it in his massive fist like we were shaking hands. “Amelia and I will be there. I’ll have Connie pick her up in the morning. It’s her weekend. Thanks for inviting me, Jenny. I’ve been a bit lonely.”

      I noticed his eyes drop to my breasts, and I gave an encouraging shimmy, nothing too flashy. The other moms were circling out of range. I smiled up at him and squeezed his hand.

      “I promise. You won’t be lonely tonight.” It was my turn to dip my eyes down to admire the bulge in his sweats, then look up and bite my lip. “I promise you a fun night of adult company.”

      His eyes grew slightly darker, or a cloud passed over the sun. Except there were no clouds, just brilliant blue skies. His look made my pussy applaud and my clit swell. I was going to do this tonight.

      
        
        
        I couldn’t fucking wait.

      

      

      

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            CHAPTER TWO

          

        

      

    

    
      After leaving the soccer pitch, I was on edge for the rest of the afternoon. My pussy was clenching in anticipation, and my clit felt like a marble rolling between my thighs. I couldn’t rub the need away with Samantha in the back with her friend Abby, so I pressed my thigh tightly together and clenched my inner muscles as my hips rocked slowly. I was torturing myself because it only made me hornier, and I knew I couldn’t come while driving.

      When we got home, the two girls raced to Samantha’s bedroom on the opposite side of the house. Watching them rush toward the stairs, I felt like running to my room and finding relief. But I was a responsible soccer mom and could control myself like an adult.

      “Sammy!” I called in a voice that made her stop and turn around before hitting the first step. “You both need to take turns showering before the party, no one wants to sleep next to stinky soccer stars. So figure it out.”

      “Okay, Mom,” Sammy said, bouncing on her tiptoes. “Can we play one game on the PlayStation first?”

      “No,” I said. “Shower first, games later. I’ll need your help with some things too.”

      “Fine,” Sammy said with a pre-teen sigh, and Abby nodded. Together, they turned around and trudged up the stairs.

      I waited until they were on the landing and turning down the hall before I spun on my heel and hurried to my room. I stripped off my windbreaker and pulled my black sports bra off as I entered our main bedroom.

      “What do you think you’re doing?” Brad said, looking up from his computer desk in the corner.

      “Baby,” I said, pulling my breasts free and feeling the rush of watching my husband’s eyes drop to my rack. “I need to relieve some pressure before Coach gets here. Are you going to help me or fiddle with your gadgets?”

      He grinned as he stood up and sauntered over to me. “You’re not going to touch your needy cunt at all,” he said in his low, dominant voice that made my pussy leak and my eyes widen.

      “What do you mean?” I whimpered. “I just need a little.”

      I shimmied out of my tights. My bare, waxed pussy felt like it was already glistening as I pulled my feet out one leg at a time.

      “I mean,” Brad said, stepping next to my naked body and wrapping his arm around my waist, pulling me against his chest, his thigh pressed between mine. “I want you to be extra horny tonight. I want you to be unable to think about anything else but getting Coach’s cock in your needy pussy.”

      Fuck, my hubby loved to torture me, and I was here for it. He loved to take complete control over me in the bedroom. But damn, was I horny… My pussy drooled down my bare thighs as I ground my hips into his leg like a horny little puppy.

      Brad looked down at me and chuckled at how needy I was. I frowned at him but didn’t stop grinding. My eyes widened as his hand slid down to brush over my clit. I shuddered, close to the edge, and my eyes closed. They slammed open again when he stepped back, and I was left bare and exposed, humping the empty space where my husband had stood.

      I looked down, searching for him, and found Brad crouched down, looking at my bare pussy. He leaned closer to my needy center and then the fucker blew a hot breath over my exposed petals. His hand gripped my thighs and held me open so he could blow his warm breath over my insistent clit.

      I closed my eyes and held my thighs open, submitting myself to his gentle torture. If he wanted to lick my pussy to a quick climax, I was more than happy to be a subservient toy for him. My hips flexed forward, wanting more direct stimulation.

      
        
        
        *smack*

      

      

      

      “Ow!” I grumbled. “What was that for?”

      “For being such a needy slut.” Brad grinned and gave me a peck on the lips. The asshole didn’t even kiss me properly, and I whined.

      “You need to get in the shower and get yourself all pretty for Craig,” Brad said, twisting me around and smacking my ass to get me moving. “No playing in the shower, either… I’m serious, Jen.”

      “Fine,” I huffed, but inside I was boiling. It would be hard to keep my fingers out of my needy pussy, but I knew Brad had the best intentions. I tempered my inner needy slut and concentrated on the shower ritual and washing my hair.

      The shower didn’t take that long, and the clock was ticking closer to five o’clock at an abnormally slow pace. I blew out my hair with my hair drier, then fixed it up into a messy bun; I was going to be working out, after all. My hair was versatile, and I could curl it into tantalizing waves of gold if I went out on the town. For Coach, though, a simple messy bun would do, and I hoped it would tempt his fingers to grip and pull.

      Mmmm, fuck, that sent a zing to my already swollen clit.

      I flipped through my closet full of athleisure outfits and pulled out a pair of white boy shorts and a matching white sports bra with a strappy racer back. I slipped on the two tight elastic articles of clothing and pulled them into place. The boy shorts pulled tight into my center, the legs only going about two inches from my crotch. The bra was tight but pushed my round breasts into a delectable valley of cleavage that I was sure would catch Coach’s eye. I modeled in my mirror.

      Tonight would be the first cock I’d have inside me that wasn’t my husband’s since I walked down the aisle in all white. It felt poetic to wear all white on my debut as Brad’s hotwife. That it was Valentine’s Day was also a bit romantic—should I wear red? Shaking that question off, I chose a pair of soft, pink, cotton sweats that I pulled over my white shorts and rolled the waist over so they hung lower on my hips. Then to top it off, I  picked a gray, scoop-neck sweatshirt. The collar hung down one shoulder to show the stark white of my bra strap in contrast to my tan skin.

      I looked in my mirror and posed, checking myself out. My brown eyes were popping with the light makeup I’d applied. My lips had a natural tone that matched the hue of my nipples (thank you, TikTok trend!), and my golden blonde hair was lifted messily behind my head. A few tendrils hung in curls along my cheeks.

      Yeah, Coach would like that. Fuck, I hoped Coach would pull my hair, force my head to tilt and my back to arch. A thrill shot through my core at the thought of Coach’s huge muscles putting me wherever he wanted me. Would he bend me over the bench and hammer me from behind? Would he slam me against the wall and rail me against the door?

      I was dreaming of the promise of the bulge in his sweats. Was he long? Thick? Both…?

      I was ready. Fuck. I was more than ready. The doorbell rang, and I checked the clock. It was 4:45.

      
        
        
        Fuck yes, Coach is early.

      

      

      

      I slid my white-painted toes into my red runners and hurried to the front door.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            CHAPTER THREE

          

        

      

    

    
      Brad beat me to the door only because he was pacing in the living room. We both were excited for the night to come. It was too bad he had to keep an eye on the girls. I knew he had security cameras everywhere; knowing him, he would monitor the gym from his phone. He would ensure I was safe, and I knew he’d be watching as much as he could. Coach Sprague was a physical specimen, but Brad wasn’t a chump; he held three different mixed-martial-arts belts.

      Brad opened the door with a big smile. “Craig, good to see you! Amelia, I think Sammy is in the kitchen. Do you remember where it is?”

      I trembled and grinned at Coach as he shook hands with Brad. His eyes were all over me, but then he quickly looked back at Brad. I noticed Brad had tightened his handshake and was leveling his friendly grin, and Coach gave a little nod of understanding.

      “Here, I’ll show you, Amelia.” I smiled and took her hand. “Glad you could make it, Coach. I really can’t wait for our workout.”

      Amelia looked at me. “Oh, is Daddy going to coach you too?” she asked, clearly proud of her father.

      “I hope so. I have some special spots that I need his help on.”

      Fuck, okay, that was a little bit filthy. I hoped the sexual tension was invisible to twelve-year-olds.

      “He’s great; we’re undefeated, you know!” Amelia bragged as if I didn’t just hint that Coach would be filling up my spots soon.

      “I know, your team is super good!” I smiled, turned my back on the men, and led Amelia toward the kitchen. Sammy and Abby had pulled out some paper plates and utensils. I looked over my shoulder to grin and wave back at Coach. Brad smiled at me and lifted an eyebrow. I nodded; I’d be a good hostess. I had this part of the mommy business down.

      As the rest of the team arrived, I greeted them and ushered them into the kitchen to help with baking sugar cookies and mixing different colors for the heart shape cookies that would be coming out of the oven.

      Another stretch of time and the pizza delivery arrived. I busied myself with arranging the pizza on the bar counter on the other side of the kitchen island. The plates, napkins, and forks were already laid out. I’d had this day circled on the calendar for a while. It was only in the last couple of days that I decorated the day with hearts that reminded me that I’d decided my physical monogamy days were expiring tonight.

      A little chill ran up my spine as the girls dug into the hot pizza and started eating. A dozen twelve-year-olds were chaotic, but the close-knit team also had a few interlocking cliques that all got along, so the mood was cheery. I helped myself to a slice of thin-crust pepperoni and twisted a cold protein shake open. Time to prep for my workout. Would I need to carb up? Up my protein… I was pretty sure I’d have at least one dose of concentrated protein before the night was done.

      My clit swelled at the thought, and my nipples perked up in my snug sports bra. I looked and pulled down the collar of my sweatshirt. Yep, the high beams were on. I looked at the kitchen clock on the wall. How much longer were the boys going to talk? I pressed my thighs together and leaned over the edge of the counter. Watching the girls chat and laugh at the other end of the counter, I closed my eyes for a second to imagine large hands gripping my waist.

      “Ack,” I screamed as I twisted around to glare at Brad, who had snuck up behind me and gripped my hips.

      “Something on your mind, hun?” Brad grinned with a wink.

      I turned and leaned into him and wrapped my arms around his neck so I could whisper in his ear. “You know damned well that something is on my mind,” I hissed, then kissed his neck. “Coach’s cock, hands, and all those muscles. What did you do with him?”

      Brad wrapped his arms around me, his beard tucked against my neck, his lips just under my ear. “He’s in the gym. I told him about the security cameras and our agreement. He knows I’ll record and watch. Craig is waiting for you.”

      He pulled back and looked into my eyes, “I love you, Jennifer,” he said soberly. “This doesn’t change a thing. I’ll always love you.”

      “I love you too, Brad.” Why the fuck was I crying? The man made me a mix of feelings and lust with what he wanted and how he planned everything. I hugged him again, and he rubbed his hands up and down my back.

      “Tease him for a bit, baby,” Brad said. “I need to get the girls in front of the movie and the speakers on high. Can you do that for me?”

      “Oh, of course,” I said. I imagined my mouth would be too full to make much noise at first.

      Brad gave my ass a firm smack. “Go have fun, I’ll be watching.” His voice was low as he let me go and walked towards the girls.

      “Okay, who wants to watch a movie?” His sudden shout excited the girls, and they started shouting out the names of Disney movies. The only name on my mind was Coach. My insides tightened as I forced myself not to sprint to the gym.

      With one last glance at my husband, daughter, and all of her best friends, I turned my back and walked into the unknown.  My skin felt alive, goose pimples spreading along the base of my spine. It felt like my clit was throbbing, and I was sure my tight, Lycra shorts were almost soaked. White was probably a good choice since it wouldn’t show a damp patch. Though I didn’t think I’d be wearing them long. I didn’t know exactly what would happen in my home gym, but I was so fucking ready to explore it.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            CHAPTER FOUR

          

        

      

    

    
      I pulled my sweatshirt and sweatpants off, leaving on my red training shoes. I wanted to have at least the appearance of a gym outfit to start. I tucked the outerwear in a cubby in the laundry room next to the gym door.

      I hesitated with my finger on the doorknob. Would Coach be naked?

      I closed my eyes, twisted the doorknob, and stepped inside. He had his back to the door and didn’t notice me enter. He was focused on his reflection, paying attention to his form as he slung twenty-pound dumbbells like they were practically weightless, doing lateral raises. I did the same exercise earlier with five-pound weights. Fuck, Coach was strong.

      I walked directly toward him in my white sports bra and tight boy shorts. Keeping my shoulders back and my tits pointed right at him, I stared at his reflection. The amount of weight he was slinging effortlessly was a concern, should he be distracted. His arms were thick and muscled, his wingspan wide, and his back muscles rippled as he finished his set. I waited behind him until he lowered the weights to his sides.

      Coach’s eyes finally focused on mine in the mirror’s reflection, and I bit my lip. He dropped the weights to the padded gym floor and turned around. Our eyes met again, and I tilted my head and grinned at him. His eyes darkened as he ran his brown eyes down my body. I shuddered, my nipples crinkled, and I felt my hands shake. I buzzed with adrenaline as I took another step toward his bulky form.

      “Happy Valentine’s Day, “I said and sank to my knees in front of him.

      “Jenny.” his voice was low and deep, and I shuddered.

      I reached up and boldly curled my fingers into the waistband of his shorts and lowered them down. I looked at him and found his eyes. I tugged his shorts down, and his cock sprang free.  When I felt it bob in front of me, my gaze shifted to the thick veiny, shaft as it bounced. I licked my lips but continued to push his shorts down his muscular thighs past his wide calves, leaving them in a bunch around his ankles.

      “Jenny,” Coach growled again. “Are you sure you’re okay with this?”

      I couldn’t help but grin as my eyes lifted to his, and my hands gripped his thickening shaft. The fucking tree stump wasn’t fully hard yet, and I could barely fit my hand around the circumference.

      “I’m more than okay with it,” I said. “I’ve been dreaming of this cock since I ogled you on the sidelines.” I lowered my mouth and drew my tongue along the slit, collecting a pearl of precum. “Are you okay with this?”

      I didn’t wait for an answer before opening my lips and circling his crown with my tongue. I sucked him into my mouth as my eyes looked up into his stern face. I wanted to see his desire, his need. I wanted to crack his severe façade, so I held his gaze, working my tongue around in circles and feeling his cock stretch deeper into my mouth. His eyes slid closed, and I would’ve smiled to myself if my mouth wasn’t stuffed with his cock.

      “Fuck, Jenny,” Coach said, and I felt his thick fingers push through my hair and hold on to my messy bun. Feeling his grip and the tightness in my scalp as he tugged made my cunt clench. This was hitting all my buttons, and I sucked hard on his thick cock, pulling it to the back of my throat.

      Coach shifted his legs as I bobbed on his thick shaft, my tongue lapping and swirling. My mouth filled with drool as I sucked him deep. He kicked off his shoes and then shifted his feet free of the tangle of his shorts. I pulled my head back, looked at him, and stroked up and down.

      “Is that a yes, Coach?” I teased. My core rippled with anticipation, and nervous butterflies flew in dizzying patterns. “Tell me to suck your monster cock, Coach. I’m your needy slut for as long as you need me to be.”

      “Fuck, yes. It’s a fucking yes,” Coach growled, and his grip on my ponytail tightened as he drew me back against his cock. Hearing his confident tone quieted the butterflies in my core. I focused on his thick cock, and my eyes narrowed to stare at him. I licked both sides of his shaft, savoring his musk and flavor. My hand pushed his cock against his ripped abdomen and stroked from root to tip. I flexed my hand along his belly as my mouth opened, dropped, and sucked in one of his heavy balls. I moaned at the taste, the weight, and the texture of one nut, bathing it with my spit and then moving to its twin to feel how heavy they were.

      “I bet you have a lot of cum stored up, don’t you, Coach?” I moaned, closing my eyes and pushing my nose into his groin. “I want it all. Will you empty your balls in me, Coach? Please?”

      I could feel my pussy soaking my tight shorts as I begged for Coach’s cum. I rose on my knees as my hand pulled his cock down, my mouth enveloped his crown, and my tongue lapped up and down the oozing slit. As I collected more of his tangy precum, my eyes rolled back. He may have said something, but all I heard was a growl as Coach’s strong hands gripped the sides of my head.

      I looked up at him as his hips thrust into my mouth. He pulled back sharply, dragging a mouthful of drool that spilled down my chin and dripped onto my tits. He fucked my mouth firmly, and I shuddered at his firm grip and complete control of my head. My eyes fluttered and then steadied, and I stared up at him. I wanted him to see I was his obedient whore, his cock-sucking slut. I begged him with my eyes.

      I felt Coach’s cock tighten, swell, then pulse. It thrummed against my lips as his cock shot a thick stream of his cum onto my tongue. After the first pulse, Coach pressed deep to drill into my throat. I fought off my reflex to gag and focused on sucking and swallowing as he jerked and filled my mouth with his pent-up seed. I used my tongue to clean the stray strands. He let go of my head, and I pulled off his cock, sucking at his slit and then licking to clean every drop.

      Suddenly Coach pulled me off the mat by gripping me under my arms. I lifted my legs around his hips and levered my body into the air. I was much smaller than Coach, but I wasn’t light. I felt as light as a feather in Coach’s arms.

      “My turn,” Coach growled and walked to the press bench.

      I leaned and kissed him impulsively, my arms around his neck. Then pulled back and whispered in his ear, “Anything, Coach. I’m up for anything you want, anything you need. Use me.”

      I shivered at the thought of what this powerful man could do to me.

      “Lie down, Jenny,” he said in his deep Coach voice. “I said it was my turn.”
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      I felt the cool leather under my shoulders as Coach laid me on the bench. He stood, towering over me, his cock still thick as it bobbed above my head. Naked below his waist, Coach reached behind his head, hooked the back of his t-shirt, and hauled the top over his head. My breath caught as I took in the planes of his pectorals, washboard abs,  and the irresistible V-shaped lines that drew my eyes to his cock.

      “Strip. Jenny.” His voice was low and no-nonsense, which made me shudder.

      I reached under my breasts to pull my sports bra up, looking at him as I pulled it over my head. I could feel my breasts bounce slightly and smiled at how he stared at my tits, wetting my lips with my tongue as I dropped my bra on the mat and cupped my breasts. My nipples felt like rocks as I arched back, offering my chest to this rugged man.

      “Shorts, too,” he growled as he turned away from me, walking towards a set of shelves.

      His naked backside, from his rugged thighs to a rigid set of buns, made my mouth dry. He exuded power with every step, and I hurriedly pushed my shorts off my hips, raising my ass off the bench. Pulling my knees to my chest, I worked my thin, Lycra shorts down and over my red trainers.

      “Leave the shoes.” His deep voice startled me.

      I pulled my hands back, lying naked on the bench, Coach towering over me. He grabbed my hands and quickly wrapped a doubled jump rope around my wrists. He tugged the rope through the folded end, tightening the thick round nylon against my wrist. I shuddered at the smirk on his face as he hauled my arms above my head and then tied them down to the bars under the headrest of the bend.

      “Whose turn is it, Jenny?” Coach drawled as he walked back to the foot of the bench.

      “It’s your turn, Coach.” I didn’t recognize my thready voice. It sounded odd in my throbbing ears.

      I took a long, slow breath through my nose. I needed to relax, and it was hard watching Coach’s dark eyes as he sank to his knees and gripped my ankles.

      “You can do anything you want,” I said again, more confident, and, I hoped, sexily.

      “I intend to,” he said, hiking my ankles over his thick broad shoulders, spreading my thighs open wide, and dropping his mouth to my bare slick folds. His growl, just before his lips made contact with my flesh, sent a shockwave of arousal to a part of my brain. I tried to reach for his head to pull him against my leaking pussy. I’d forgotten he’d bound my wrists, and I flopped back down.

      His tongue swept in long strokes through my center, then lashed back and forth along my labia. I whimpered and lifted my hips, craving more pressure, more friction. Why wasn’t he licking my clit? I needed him to batter my button with his thick tongue.

      His hands gripped my hips and pulled my hips down. “My turn,” he growled again as he savored my flavor. My juices were leaking out of my cunt and flowing into his mouth. I could hear him swallow as he devoured my sex, tongue curling into my opening and pressing deep.

      “Fuck, yes… Don’t stop, please,” I begged.

      I fucking begged at his first touch. I felt like such a needy slut. Knowing that I was feeling so slutty with another man’s mouth lapping at my cunt only made it that much hotter. I whimpered as my hips tried to shift against Coach’s firm grip.

      He curled his thick tongue inside me and fluttered it. He wrung me out with the devilish movement of his wicked tongue, waggling and slashing. I lost track of what he was doing and closed my eyes to feel his tongue work its magic. I arched my back, even as his grip on my hips kept me glued to the bench. My hips wormed against his tongue eagerly. I was ramping up to a peak, and I didn’t want him to stop.

      One meaty hand slid from my hip and reached for my breast. His large hand covered my ample breast easily, and his firm grip made me moan. His fingers kneaded my flesh, and I panted, overwhelmed by this man between my thighs.

      “Coaaach!” There was pleading in my voice as his thick fingers kneaded my breast and milked up to my rigid nipple. His other hand slid down my hip and under my thigh. I felt his thick finger slide under his short beard, which had my inner thighs tingling. I let out a breath as his fingertip pressed into my opening, and I cried out as he pushed in deep.

      “Fuck… Fuck…” I whined, spiraling higher. Coach’s tongue finally found my clit and lapped at my tender button. I crashed into an orgasm that erupted from my center like the epicenter of a fucking earthquake. My thighs clamped against his head as my hips rippled automatically. I rode his fingers as they pumped in and out, pushing me to another peak as he hungrily licked and slashed across my clit.

      Breathless, my eyes closed and my back arched. My arms strained against the rope, and Coach didn’t waver. Fingers swirled inside me, coaxing the third wave as I cried loudly. The echo of my cry crashed into yet another as Coach raked his teeth over my pulsing clit, and I swear I went into orbit.

      Then his hands pushed my thighs apart like I wasn’t clenching. He rose over me, gripping my inner thighs and stretching me open. His eyes dropped to my pussy and then my breasts before finally meeting my eyes.

      “I want another turn,” he growled as his cock twitched over my still-spasming cunt.

      
        
        
        Oh fuck, he might kill me with orgasms.
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      I blinked at Coach in a daze. “You can have all of my turns,” I managed, still catching my breath from the series of mind-melting orgasms his tongue had pulled from me.

      I felt wanton and needy as I lay spread under him. When I dropped my eyes to his thick cock, I swallowed back a catch in my throat. I was about to have another man’s cock inside me. A cock that wasn’t my husband’s. I bit my lip, trying to hold back the sudden welling of tears in my eyes. Coach paused, and I shook my head, frustrated at my timidness.

      “Your turn, Coach,” I nodded, reaffirming my willingness. “But untie me, please. I want to touch you too.”

      I knew this was Brad’s fantasy, to watch me with another man. The thought of Brad watching as another man penetrated me made my pussy clench. I looked around as Coach walked up to untie my wrists.

      It was enough time to find the camera’s blinking red light. Would Brad see me? I stared at the blinking red light, then mouthed, “I love you,” and blew a kiss.

      Coach walked back to the end of the bench, and my eyes dropped down and followed his hand as he gripped his firm, thick cock. I bit my lip, looking at him and nodding. I pushed my legs open and dropped my hand to my pussy. I could still feel the remnants of my orgasms as I stroked from the bottom to the top and then spread my lips apart.

      “Still your turn, Coach.” I nodded and locked my eyes on his.

      The door pushed open, and Coach and I both turned, a bit alarmed before we saw who it was. Brad’s smile settled me down, and Coach grunted and waved. Brad closed the door, turned the lock, and then leaned against it.

      “I didn’t want to miss this,” Brad said, “and … you were a little loud.”

      I blushed, “I thought I might have…” I shook my head, at a loss for words. I was happy Brad was here, and his presence made all my doubts and fears evaporate. This was for him.

      I reached with my other hand for Coach’s cock. The touch of my fingers brought his attention back to me, and he licked his lips. “Are you ready, stud?” I purred getting more into the moment with my audience in place. “It’s your turn again.”

      “Fuck, yes,” Coach growled and then straddled the bench as I pulled his cock and guided it to my opening. He settled down, leaning over me, and his hand reached and cupped my breast while I stroked his cock. It was hot and thick and hard again, and I licked my lips as I felt his tip press into me. I stared at him, my head tipped back.

      “Fuck… you’re so fucking big,” I groaned as Coach stretched me open, my tight walls fluttering at the feeling of his cock pressing in. He rocked back and then thrust again slowly filling me. He took it slow as my pussy stretched and acclimated to his girth.

      I turned and looked at my husband. His jeans and boxers were bunched at his knees, the cock I knew so intimately gripped in his hands. I smiled at him for a moment as he stroked his cock, watching another man fuck me. Then my eyes closed as Coach found his depth and started to punch his hips, driving his shaft into me in a steady beat.

      “Fuck… yes… fuck me, Coach… fuck my tight pussy, make me feel it…” I babbled. I felt like I was on fire. My cheeks felt hot, my nipples hard as a rock, and my fingers gripped one breast and pulled at that hard point. My body flexed and swayed to his heavy thrusts. My breath caught with each slap of his hips against my thighs.

      I felt that spiral of arousal twist inside me, like Coach’s cock was stirring up a cyclone. My eyes slid open, half-lidded and staring at the dark eyes of my daughter’s soccer coach. That felt so filthy, my mind wandered to the young girls enjoying an innocent movie while one mother was railed by their coach. Fuck, I’m a dirty slut, and I felt good about how being a filthy whore because my husband’s fantasy empowered me.

      “Fuck, Coach… fuck me… make me come… fill me up. I want you to come inside me!”

      Coach’s hand whipped up, wrapped against my throat, and held me down. My pussy clenched around his cock as he held me against the bench, his thrusts firing harder, punching into me. My body was alight with trembles. Even with his massive hand against my throat, I felt nothing but lust and need boiling in my core.

      “You’re a sexy fucking slut, Jenny,” Coach growled, lowering to stare into my eyes. “Come apart around my cock. Shatter for me, fucking come like the needy slut you are.”

      His words were growled whispers under the surface of my increasingly loud moans. They struck the fuse, and I practically felt it zip up my spine like a line of flame before I exploded. My back arched, and my hips rippled. I felt my insides clench around his relentless railing as my heated spending coated his cock with my juices. My eyes were half closed, and I stared at him as he tossed his head back.

      His hips crashed forward, deep inside me, his cock throbbing as I felt his heat. He jerked into me as another wash of hot cream coated my insides. I lifted my legs and wrapped them around his hips. I pulled at him as he drove into me. My hips jerked as another wave of orgasm rushed through my nerves.

      Coach’s hand slipped off my neck, then pushed behind my head. I wrapped my arms around his neck, and we kissed. Our lips crushed together, mouths open, tongues desperately tangling together. Our gasps for air settled into an easy pattern and then synced. I inhaled his exhale, we shared our breath as our bodies relaxed, and I felt his weight pressing me into the bench.

      I turned to look at my husband, but the room was empty. It was just Coach and me.
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      “More,” I breathed when I looked back at Coach after noticing my husband’s absence.

      I didn’t know why Brad had left, but I felt he wanted me to have Coach to myself. It was intuitive, and I knew I had Brad’s consent. I had sucked Coach’s cock and tasted his cum. He’d licked me thru a series of orgasms and fucked me while my husband watched. I still wanted more. Maybe I was a needy slut, and that thought made my pussy clench around Coach’s shaft, still lodged within my tight sheath.

      “More, hm?” Coach’s grin felt like the fox’s inside the hen house. “I like that idea.”

      “It’s Valentine’s Day, and you’re free to indulge.” I smiled and ran my hands down his chest. His powerful muscles rippled under my fingers as he pushed up and stood. I whined at the feeling of emptiness when his cock slid out of my pussy.

      “C’mon, stand up.”

      He held out a hand and helped me to my feet. Then he dropped his hand down my hip and turned me towards my stretching area. This was my gym. Brad used it sometimes, but I’d picked every piece of equipment, designed the layout, and knew it intimately. Coach pointed at my exercise ball.

      “Bend over that,” Coach instructed. “Face the mirror, and watch yourself.”

      “Why would I want to watch myself?” I asked, a little shocked at the question.

      “You watch your form when you lift, don’t you?”

      “Yes,” I admitted. “It helps me see my progress.”

      “Exactly,” Coach said. “Brad and I talked, and, at first, I didn’t agree with him. I had a different opinion of whether you were ready for this.”

      “Ready for what?”

      “Jenny, lie down on the fucking ball,” Coach said. “Trust me, you’ll understand.”

      I looked down at Coach’s body. His cock was still hard, his hand slowly stroking with a firm grip. I bit my lip, then nodded and walked away from him.

      I shifted my hips and looked at my reflection in the mirror as I approached my yoga ball. Seeing my naked reflection in the mirror was jarring. My tits were pert, and my nipples were hard. My face had a rosy blush, and my flesh was shiny from our exertions—the curve of my hips and how my eyes ran down my firm legs. Not only did I feel sexy—I was sexy.

      I reached and rolled the ball into the center of the mat, then looked at Coach as I sank, bending my knees. I nodded. “What do you think you understand about me?”

      “You’re a sexual person, Jenny,” Coach said, walking towards me, our eyes locked in the mirror. I leaned into the ball, my elbows and forearms resting on top as the orb compressed under my weight. “You came alive just now, with me. That’s not because of me. It’s because of you.”

      I rolled forward, my body shifting over the top of the ball as it moved until my hips rested on the circumference. My ass lifted and pointed at Coach. I moved my red sneakered feet out, spreading my thighs, offering Coach a look at my bare pussy. I wondered if he could see his cum leaking from my lips.

      I nodded into the mirror as I took in his words. I did feel alive, and I also felt connected to my husband. I knew I loved Brad deeply, but getting railed by Coach ignited something deeper inside me. It felt like an awakening, and I felt alive. I craved more than just Brad’s body. Though he never failed to tell me, I was beautiful, and our sex was always fulfilling, this was different—more profound. My entire being vibrated at the realization. Fulfilling Brad’s fantasy lit the fuse of my own, a kink I didn’t even know I had.

      I wanted to fuck other men. I wanted them to feel like gods that they could fuck me. Was it vanity that I knew I was sexy? Why did it excite me to know that other men lusted after me? Was I just a horny slut that’d had her first taste of another man’s cock and only wanted more?

      I closed my eyes to stop my thoughts from spinning. I wanted to fuck Coach one more time tonight. After that, Brad and I would talk and find a way to make each other’s fantasies real. I wanted to know if he still fantasized about other men and me. Did watching Coach ruin or sour his kinky fantasy? I was ready for more, and I hoped Brad wanted more too. My pussy clenched at the thought of Brad’s friends lining up for their turn with me.

      I felt Coach’s firm hands on my ass, and I lifted my eyes into the reflection in the mirror. He raised a brow as I rolled back into his hands.

      “You get it now, don’t you? I can see it in the way you’re looking at me.”

      I nodded and then looked at him with lustful need. “Fuck me, Coach. Don’t hold anything back… Fuck me HARD!”

      The slap on my ass was a surprise, and I’m sure my flaring eyes caught Coach’s attention. “That’s exactly what I’m going to do, Jenny.” He growled and spanked my ass harder. I lifted my eyes to the mirror and then panned to the reflection of the red blinking light in the security camera. I smiled and blew a kiss toward Brad, then focused back on Coach as he gripped my ass.

      Coach’s fingers curled into my ass cheeks and pushed me forward, rolling me over the ball. My ass was lifted high. I groaned at the shift in my weight and anticipated his next move. He pressed his cock against my opening, then thrust down hard. The ball compressed and then sprang back, pushing me up as Coach drew back. Fuck, what a weird feeling, almost weightless for a moment with Coach’s cock just in my opening.

      Coach growled and drove back and then ground his hips, keeping the ball compressed under our weight. Fuck, it felt good being stuffed full of his cock. He started to rock his hips as the ball stabilized, and I shuddered. It was slower than I wanted, but the feeling of being slowly stuffed full of cock and then drawing out to be stretched again and again soon had me spiraling up toward another peak.

      He was an athlete and soon found the right pace and beat to pound into me harder and harder while I rocked and rolled on my exercise ball. His broad chest pressed against me, holding me down as his hips rose and snapped to drive his thick cock deeper and deeper. His muscular arm wrapped around my shoulder and under my chin, pulling tight against my throat

      “Look at yourself,” Coach growled, “Look at your eyes. You fucking love getting railed. You love this so fucking much. Getting drunk from the feeling of another man’s cock driving into your tight fucking cunt.”

      His words were low growls right behind my ear. My eyes flicked back and forth in the mirror, looking at Coach, then snapping back to my reflection. My mouth hung open, and my breath was a series of short pants, moans, and grunts. I loved the feeling of his cock ramming into me, and I soon spiraled to the pinnacle.

      “I’m a fucking needy slut. I need your cock. Fuck me, you bastard, rail me, fucking hammer me. Fuck. Me. AAiiiighhh”

      I came hard, my eyes flaring as I forced them open to watch myself. My cheeks flushed red as my breath caught in my throat. The feel of Coach’s weight, his firm forearm against my throat, the heavy pounding of his hips slamming into me. I shuddered as another gush of juices flooded his cock, and I watched him come apart.

      His head rocked back as his back arched, levering his hips to push his cock so deep, it felt like it would tear me apart. Then the heat of his cum billowed into my depths, and I shuddered through more peaks, eyes closing as Coach held me tight.

      He rolled off the ball and took me with him, still jammed inside my clenching channel. His hand dropped from my neck to my breast, and I moaned as he kneaded it. My ass rocked back into him, and I savored the feel of his slowly softening shaft still inside me. We rested together until Coach stirred.

      I looked at him in the mirror, and the direction of his eyes told me he was looking at the red digital clock above the mirror. I closed my eyes when he squeezed me tight.

      “Time to go,” Coach said. “Are you good?”

      I laughed brightly, “Yeah, Coach, I’m fucking awesome. Let me show you out.”

      “Rest here,” Coach said. “Brad said he wanted me to swap with him for the movie’s last hour.”

      Coach got up and dressed, while I rolled to sit cross-legged on the mat. I’d have to sanitize the mat in the morning. The random thought swam in my mind as I sat in a puddle of my own making. I closed my eyes, rested my palms on my knees, and focused on breathing. It always helped if I found my center by breathing after a hard workout. Fuck if Coach didn’t lead me through a doozy. I heard the gym door open and, after a moment, the click of the lock. I kept my eyes shut and just breathed.
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      Sitting naked and cross-legged on the mat of my gym, another man’s cum leaking from my pussy, and trying to breathe slowly was an exercise in concentration. My hands rested on my knees, and I focused on expanding my chest as I inhaled, making my stiff nipples more apparent. Blowing out my breath through my nose for a measured count of three did soothe me. Until I drew in the next breath, and my pointed nipples would throb again.

      “You’re beautiful,” Brad said in his deep soothing voice. “Fucking beautiful.”

      Suddenly I was on my feet and wrapped around my husband. My hard nipples pressed into the soft cotton of his polo shirt. One of my legs lifted around his hip, and I ground my soaked pussy against the ridge of his erection.

      “I need you,” I managed before my mouth pressed against his, our lips crushed together, lips hungry for each other. I parted from the kiss and looked into his deep, hazel eyes.

      “I love you,” we said simultaneously, then he smiled and laughed. His arms pulled me against him. “Did you have fun? It sure looked like you were enjoying yourself.”

      “You left,” I said with a flirty pout. “But yes, I did. I fucking loved it. I didn’t think I would, but… I did.”

      I shook my head, biting my lip. I felt a tear roll down my cheek, but I didn’t know why I was crying. Brad’s eyes softened, and then he softly kissed me.

      “You’re mine, and you’ll always be mine,” he assured me. “I was so excited watching you and Coach and knowing that when he left, you’d be back in my arms. I’d take you back to bed and show you how much I love you.”

      “Are you sure?” I managed, tears running freely down my cheeks. “I feel like such a slut. I’m not ashamed, I’m empowered by it, and I don’t understand why. Honey, I want more. I want to do this again. But I love you and don’t want this … to tear us apart.”

      “It’s not,” Brad said. “I promise. Why don’t you wash up? Take a soak in our tub, and I’ll get the girls settled down. Then we can talk more. I love you.”

      “I love you too.” I nodded and kissed him again, “I’ll meet you in our room.”
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        * * *

      

      After a long soak in a hot bath, I had a better handle on my shifting emotions. Feeling Brad’s arms around me in the gym had centered me and knowing that I was still his settled my nerves around opening our marriage. I hadn’t cheated; it was consensual. I assured myself that I’d include Brad in everything.

      Fuck, the thought of pleasing another man was making my pussy leak again. I slipped my fingers over my pussy, spread my lips, and circled my clit. My nipples came alive as I started thinking about the looks some of Brad’s friends gave me when we went to parties. I really was a slut, and that thought sent another zing of arousal that made me gasp aloud.

      “What is my sexy wife thinking about?” Brad’s voice startled me for a second.

      “My husband,” I grinned, tossing the covers off of me and displaying my naked flesh for his eyes.

      “Liar,” Brad growled, kneeing up the bed just as naked as I was, his cock hard and bobbing as he crawled over me.

      “I didn’t lie,” I moaned, feeling his mouth cover my hard nipple and suck deeply.

      I pushed my fingers through his hair, holding his mouth to my aching breast with one hand, the other dropping to stroke his cock. My thumb rolled over the top of his crown and spread the slick drops oozing from the tip.

      “I was thinking of my husband watching me fuck all his friends.” my voice was low, throaty with need and hunger. I didn’t want him to think for a minute that Coach had lessened my desire for the man I married.

      “Jen….” His voice vibrated against my skin, his beard brushing through the valley of my breasts.

      My breath caught in my throat as his lips surrounded and sucked at my other insistent nipple. My back arched, pressing my breasts into his mouth as my arm wrapped around his neck. I flexed my hand up and down his cock, feeling it throb in my grip.

      “Someone likes the idea of his wife getting railed by his handsome friends.” I teased and then moaned as his teeth sank into the base of my nipple, his tongue flicking the tip. “Fuck, baby, I need you inside me.”

      I must have been going crazy, but my always-strong libido was off the charts. I craved the feel of my husband’s cock inside me, even as I fantasized about his friends lined up to have their turn. I bit my lip and let go of his cock. My hands moved to the side of his head and lifted him from my breast.

      Our eyes locked, and I hoped he could see my love for him in my lust-filled gaze. His eyes softened, and he leaned and kissed me. I parted my lips for his tongue, groaning at the feel of his tip seeking mine. My hands ran down his sides, then back up to feel his chest, his chest hair running under my fingertips. He was my home. There wasn’t anything about my husband that didn’t make me throb with desire.

      I pushed him to the side and rolled into him, pushing him onto his back. I straddled his thighs and gasped at the feel of his erection sinking between my sodden lips. He grinned up at me as I ground my pussy against his rigidity.

      “I fucking loved watching you and Coach,” Brad said, then his hand lifted to my jaw. “I love you more. I love you, Jen. That never changed, baby.”

      I bit my lip, pressing my hand onto the firmness of his chest. I rose up and dropped my hand down to his cock, angled it up ’til I felt his head pressing into my opening, then dropped my hips until I was filled with my husband.

      “I love you, Brad.” I moaned as our eyes locked for a moment.

      My eyes closed from the emotion and the feel of his cock inside me. I rode him slowly, sensually. I hoped that he knew how much I needed him beside me. This new facet of me had me feeling insecure about where we stood. The more I rode his rigid cock, the more confident I felt. My eyes flicked open again to stare into the depths of my husband’s eyes.

      “I know, Jen,” Brad said, and I felt his hips lift to press deeper into me.

      My mouth opened and then we were speechless. Words lost to moans and grunts. I rode my husband feeling his cock stretch inside me. I ground onto him, watching his eyes darken with need. We both bit our lips. The dozen young girls sleeping downstairs pinged in my head. I’d fucked their coach while they watched Disney. I came on Coach’s cock, and he filled me with his cum while the girls had cake and candy. The dirty thoughts of my slutty behavior zinged through me, and I ramped to my peak.

      “Oh, fuck!” I cried, then dropped to muzzle my scream by sealing my lips against my husband’s willing mouth.

      I crested into a series of orgasms as I felt his arm wrap around the small of my back. His hips lifted, cycling his cock into me hard, fast, and deep. His growls against my lips made me whimper. I felt his cock swell and pulse, pumping his hot semen into my tight, clenching channel.

      Then we slowed, and I rested my head on my husband’s chest. I felt his fingers comb through my hair. His other hand ran up and down my back. I felt his love for me. I rose, leaned, kissed him deeply, and felt his mouth curl into a smile.

      “Who do you think should be next?” He smiled into my eyes, and I blushed because I was thinking the same thing.
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      Jenny

      “Excuse me?” I asked. “Say that again.”

      “I wanna watch,” Christi said, her blue eyes flaring as she spoke.

      “Watch what?” I was genuinely confused.

      We’d been having one of our regular coffee talks, spilling the tea over our other friends and about our kids. We were saying goodbye outside in the chilly air when my best friend grabbed my wrist, pulled me close, and whispered in my ear. Christi tugged at the new bracelet I was wearing. It was a little long, so I’d been playing with the chain hanging off the outside of the clasp all morning.

      “Oh, he must not have told you.” My best friend smirked at me and tugged on the cute fox charm on the bracelet. “When you go back and talk with Brad, tell him I wanna watch.”

      “Ummm okay.” I was more confused than ever, but the mention of my husband and the tug on the new bracelet had my pussy zinging. What was my husband up to?

      “And this goes on the ankle, babes.” Christi kissed my cheek as always and then walked towards her car.

      I blinked and looked at the new bracelet Brad had handed me this morning. He’d told me to wear it, and I liked the little fox-like charm that hung off one link in the middle. It was a little long, so the charm was off-center when I clasped it around my wrist. I unclasped and pulled it off my wrist, then bent and pulled the chain around my ankle. After clasping it correctly, the charm dangled along the outside of my foot. I stood back up and pointed my toe while twisting my ankle back and forth, and the silver charm slid over my foot, then settled into the same place.

      
        
        
        Why had Brad given me an anklet?

      

      

      

      I was distracted by that thought on the drive home, the anklet tickling my skin as I moved my foot. Its movement pinged my nerves and drew my attention to what I wore the way my wedding ring used to. I still enjoyed thumbing my wedding ring, but I’d grown used to its presence. This new anklet was like that, and my mind filled with questions. Was I supposed to wear it all the time? Did Brad know what it meant?

      I pulled into our garage and parked. We had a three-car garage and only two cars, so the first spot nearest to the house we’d converted into my home gym. I walked across the padded tiles of my gym, and the charm tinkled along my ankle with each stride. The little brushes caught my attention, and I recalled the conversation with Christi. The vague reference to watching had aroused me, and remembering it brought back the same sensations. Walking through the house and into my bedroom was similar, and my clit was buzzing from my growing suspicions that Brad was up to something.

      I toured the house to check on Sammie. She was in the nook we’d built beside her bedroom with a flat-screen TV and gaming systems. She wasn’t staring at the screen vacantly using the game controller but tucked into her bean bag chair, headphones on, and reading a book. I stepped closer and pulled one side of her headphones from her ears. She looked up at me with that delightful twelve-year-old smirk.

      “Homework done?” I asked, “Laundry? Cleaning? Chores?”

      I smiled as she rolled her eyes, “All done, Mom. I promise. Can I read my book now?”

      “Where’s your father?” I was pleased that Sammie was so conscientious. She had her periods of being a snuggle bug, but she was enjoying her independence, and I was glad to see it.

      “Your room, where else?” Sammie shrugged, then pushed my fingers off her headset and pulled the cup back into place.

      I kissed her forehead, turned around, and ducked my head into her bedroom to double-check she’d tidied up as I’d asked. I was blessed with Sammie. I took my role as her mother seriously and wanted to be her person throughout her life. I felt the tingling of my new anklet and wondered if this new hotwife path Brad and I were on would disrupt my relationship with my daughter. As much as I was excited about the increased sexual intimacy we’d enjoyed after my first hotwife encounter with Coach, I still worried that something might go wrong.

      I walked to my bedroom on the opposite side of the house to find Brad. The anklet didn’t make any noises, but the gentle movement on my ankle made me hyper-aware of its presence. I entered my bedroom and turned directly towards Brad’s nook, where he kept his desk, gadgets, and other nerd fares. I stopped beside him, and he looked up at me while I lifted my foot, jangled the anklet, and lowered it to press against his package.

      “Love,” I said in a sugary voice, “can you explain what this anklet means?”

      “Oh,” Brad had the decency to blush and looked a little cowed. “I take it Christi noticed?”

      “Only because I wore it as a bracelet and was playing with the longer chain,” I admitted. “She told me to tell you she wants to watch. What’s going on?”

      Brad grinned, lifted my heel off his package, and rose while holding my foot. I hopped back awkwardly while narrowing my eyes. Brad let go of my ankle, then bent over and pushed into me, lifting me onto his broad shoulders.

      “Hey! Put me down!” I laughed as he swatted my ass, carried me to the bed, dropped me on my back, and crawled over me.

      “I suspected she and Will were in the lifestyle,” Brad said, then muted my next question with a deep kiss.

      He pressed between my legs and ground his hardening shaft into the juncture of my thighs. I moaned into the kiss, my hand lifting to finger the short hairs of his neck. He kissed me deeper with a growl that made my pussy clench. I rolled my hips, pressing into his thickness. I was more than ready to fuck my husband. Since Coach’s visit, it was like Brad couldn’t get enough of me. I was swimming in instant lust, but the question still pinged in the back of my mind. I bit his lip, and he yelped. He parted the kiss and looked at me with a quizzical expression.

      “What does the fox charm mean?” My eyes flicked back and forth, focusing on his eyes.

      “It means you’re my vixen. It means I allow you to sleep with other men that I trust. It symbolizes that you’re my hotwife if we go to a swinger party.”

      “We’re not going to any swinger parties, Brad.” My eyes narrowed. “We’re not swinging. I’m fucking your friends. You don’t get to fuck Christi.”

      “I don’t want to fuck Christi,” Brad said with a grin. “I want to watch you fuck Will. If Christi wants to watch, we can allow that too. I don’t want to go to a swinger party unless you change your mind and want me to come and watch. I want you to explore this new facet of your sexuality and have fun. Jen, I don’t want to fuck anyone else. I only want you.”

      He punctuated that with another grind against my very wet pussy. The pressure on my clit from his hard cock made me moan and lift my heels behind his ass. The jingle of the anklet pinged like an alarm. My entire body was sensitized by Brad explaining what he wanted. My mind flashed back to watching myself in the mirror while Coach railed me on top of my exercise ball.

      “Brad,” I whined. “I need you to fuck me, please. Then we’re going to talk. But I need your cock inside me, please.”

      “Anything you want.”

      Brad tipped back and grabbed the waist of my yoga pants, peeling them and my thong down my thighs. He pulled them off and then tossed them over his shoulder. His hand traced my anklet, and he looked at me and kissed the charm. I bit my lip, wishing I knew exactly what it meant. I pulled my top off, and my sports bra followed while Brad pulled off his t-shirt and shucked off his shorts. He fisted his cock and stroked.

      “On your knees,” Brad growled. “Face the mirror.”

      I smiled a feline grin and turned towards the new mirror we’d installed. Brad had bought and installed it a few days after I told him about what Coach made me do. He reviewed the security tapes more than once to watch me look at myself getting fucked hard by the massively muscled body of Coach Sprague. Brad swiveled on the bed and gripped my ass with one hand and his cock with the other. Our eyes met as he swiped the head of his cock between my dripping folds, notched his broad tip into my opening, and drove into me hard.

      My eyes widened as I stared at myself in the mirror. Memories mixed with the familiar feel of my husband enjoying my body. His cock stroking felt incredible, even while I recalled the extreme stretch of Coach’s thicker cock as he plowed into my tight pussy. Brad and I stared at each other, and I could tell we were both reliving that night that changed me—changed us—for the better. He fucked me hard, and it wasn’t long until I could feel my orgasm swirling.

      “I need to touch my clit,” I moaned, wanting to push myself over the edge.

      Brad’s hand smacked my ass, and he shook his head. “Hold on,” he growled.

      His hand slid around my hip, found my clit, and strummed it like a bassist in a band. He knew my body so well, and my toes curled as I panted in need. I curled my fingers into the covers of our bed and pressed my hips back into his thrusts. His fingers danced perfectly around my clit, raising my arousal as his thighs smacked into my ass. My eyes fixed on my reflection, watching flushed flesh rise above my swaying breasts. I watched my mouth open and knew I was close. Two more strokes and my thighs clenched, and I lowered my head to the sheets and screamed out my bliss. In the next stroke, Brad slammed in deep and released his seed into my clenching core. He rocked his hips, his thick head pulsing and prolonging my orgasm, then slowed to a halt.

      He pressed me down flat and then curled beside me. His arms surrounded me, one hand dropping to my breast and finding my rigid nipple. My eye drifted back to the mirror, and I saw my husband gazing back at me. I smiled at him and closed my eyes, resting in the bliss our lovemaking always ended in. I still wanted to talk but was now secure in my loving husband’s arms.
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