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      This book continues the story that began with A Hotwife Soccer Mom. It can be read as a standalone, but for the best experience, please consider going back and reading the series in order. I’ve included a link to the FREE introduction to this series at the end of the book.
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        “I have too many fantasies to be a housewife. I guess I am a fantasy”

        MARILYN MONROE

      

      

      

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            CHAPTER ONE

          

        

      

    

    
      “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.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            CHAPTER TWO

          

        

      

    

    
      After we’d rested from the intense impromptu fucking, Brad squeezed me, then shifted up and sat against the headboard. I smiled and leaned against his chest, lying between his open thighs. His hands ran up and down my sides. I was content to rest naked in his arms, but I lifted one leg, tapped the fox charm on my ankle, and tilted my head to look up at him.

      “This means something,” I said. “Please tell me.”

      “It is a symbol, but it’s not….” Brad paused like he was weighing what he wanted to say, then squeezed me, leaned forward, and kissed my forehead.

      “Will and Christi are swingers,” he said. “It’s her story, but Will confessed it to us at a poker night. It got my mind reeling because I’ve had voyeuristic fantasies for most of my life. After I married you, I’d have dreams of watching you fuck other men. I suppressed it for many years as just fantasies. I knew I loved you. I do love you.”

      I nodded as I listened, then turned and laid on my belly, my breasts pressed into Brad’s thighs. His cock was soft after our lovemaking and fit snugly between my tits. I smiled as his cock thickened. I looked up at him, kissed his belly, and nodded.

      “I’m listening,” I said. “I’m interested in hearing the full story. I love you. I don’t judge you for your fantasies. So far, I’m very much a fan of your fantasies.”

      “I love that you are, Jen. I keep looking back at those tapes and seeing what Coach saw and what he told you. You came alive more than you know. I know you felt something shift, and I want you to live out your awakened fantasies. That’s what the charm means. It means you’re open to fuck other men and then come back to me, your husband. They call it stag-vixen.”

      “So I’m the vixen, and you’re the stag.”

      “Right. I still love you, and you are still my wife. We’re not swinging or swapping. I’m not interested in fucking other women. I want to watch you come alive while you fuck my friends.”

      “Just your friends?” I asked with a wink, then I kissed his chest. “I want what you want. I want you to pick and choose. I’ll follow your lead. I’m just surprised that Christi wants to watch. I’m curious about what you’re saying, but I trust you. You are my husband, and that’s never going to change.”

      “Will told me during poker nights that they are more into the swinger lifestyle than I am comfortable with. Will is more like a vixen, and Christi likes to watch him fuck other women. So they’re like us, only mirrored.”

      “How would it work?” I asked. “If she watched?”

      The idea that my best friend, a girl I had known since college and we’d been in each other’s weddings, would watch me fuck her husband made my clit pulse at the illicit thought. Christi had curly, wild, brown hair and deep-blue eyes. The idea of her watching me be a slut for her husband should have wrapped me in shame. Instead, hearing how Brad explained it and how much he enjoyed watching me fuck Coach—I was turned on.

      “I’ll work out the details,” Brad said, “It will take coordination. I might need to call Christi since she’s the one that leads Will.”

      “So, Will doesn’t just fuck anyone?”

      “No, as he explained, when they go to a party, Christi picks out a match for him, then she watches.”

      “What about the other partner?” I asked. “If Will is fucking someone’s wife, what does her husband do?”

      “Will says they watch, usually away from Christi. Some will participate with Will. It is different for each couple. They also sometimes play with unicorns.”

      “Unicorns?”

      “Single bi-sexual women in the swinging lifestyle.”

      My eyes must have widened because Brad’s grin grew wider. “According to Will, it’s just him and the other women. Christi isn’t bisexual.”

      “Oh.” Strangely disappointed, I shook my head, ridding my impulsive thoughts of Christi kissing another woman. Would she want to kiss me, touch me, while her husband rammed me with his cock? “So, again, how would this work?”

      “I’ll call Christi and set up something,” Brad said. “Are you okay with that? Does that work for you?”

      I dipped my head and licked Brad’s cock. It had stiffened between my breasts as we talked, and now the talking was over.

      “I’ll follow your lead, lover.” I nodded, then focused on giving my husband the blowjob he deserved.

      I bowed and slid my tongue along his slit, collecting a precum dollop and savoring the musky taste. I lifted my eyes to look up at Brad as I slid my tongue along his length, lapping and spreading my saliva along his shaft. His eyes darkened, making me grin as I wrapped one hand around his rod and spread my spit over his hot flesh.

      I licked more, savoring the taste of my juices from earlier, then wrapped my mouth around his crown and dipped my head down to take him into the back of my throat. I shifted on my knees, then moved my free hand to cup and knead his balls. They felt heavy, and I moaned around his cock as I sucked and stroked.

      “Fuck,” Brad said, pushing fingers into my hair and gripping. “You’re so good at sucking my cock.”

      “Mmm, I want to taste you.” I popped my lips off his cock, then let a mouthful of drool dribble over his head. My fingers spread my slick saliva over the curve of his swollen crown. He shuddered out a moan, and I felt his dick throb in my hand. “Mmm, you like that? Are you going to fill my mouth with your cum, baby?”

      I dropped my mouth and opened my throat, pushing my head down to take him to the root. My nose pressed against his short, trimmed pubic hair, and I felt Brad’s hand press against my head. My eyes rolled back as he casually controlled my depth and held my mouth on his throbbing cock. I wagged my tongue along the bottom of his shaft, feeling the vein throb. Brad tugged at my hair and allowed me to pull back with a gasp. My hand stroked eagerly. I could tell he was close, and I shifted on my knees to be near the object of my lust.

      “On my face, in my throat, or all over my tits?” I asked in a low, husky tone, I wanted to feel his shaft pulse and watch his cum shoot out, but the choice was his to make.

      “On your tits,” Brad growled as he reached to cup the sides of my breasts and press them together.

      “Yes, sir,” I moaned, then we stared at each other as I gripped his shaft and stroked him firmly.

      I kneaded his rigid pole while watching his eyes stare into mine. He finally blinked, and that was my cue to drop my gaze to his pulsing cock. I watched as it throbbed in my hand, then shot ropes of his thick, white cream into my tanned cleavage. I stroked and milked his shaft as he emptied his load onto my soft skin. I grinned back up at Brad as his cock stilled, then I dropped and sucked the last of his offering from his slit.

      “I made a mess,” I cooed, collecting a strand of his cum on a fingertip and sucking it off. “Do you want to watch me clean it up?”

      Brad did me one better and pushed me onto my back, then scooped up the big gobs and fed them to me, then lowered and gave me a tongue bath ’til my tits were gleaming from his spit.

      “Let’s go shower,” Brad said. “I want to be inside you again.”

      “You’re the boss, babe.” I giggled and hurried to the shower for more.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            CHAPTER THREE

          

        

      

    

    
      I hugged my mother and Sammie. “Be a good girl and listen to your grandmother.”

      “I wish I could have slept over at Macie’s,” Sammie sighed. “I hope you and Daddy have fun. I’ll miss you.”

      “I’ll miss you too, sweetheart.” I leaned and kissed her head and nodded toward my mother.

      “Take your time, Sunday,” My mother said. “You and Brad deserve some time to yourselves. No hurry. I plan to make Sammie a big breakfast and then we might go shopping.”

      “To the bookstore?!” Sammie squealed, then hugged her grandmother.

      “Thank you, mom, I owe you. Sorry for the short notice.” I shrugged even as I felt my core flutter with butterflies.

      I hurried back to my minivan and sped back home. Brad was in a hurry to leave and had been smugly silent about our plans. I knew we were going away for two nights, Friday and Saturday. That it was a long drive to get to where we were going. Brad had taken Friday off so we could drive early and have more time. I parked in our garage and headed to our bedroom.

      “Are you going to tell me where we’re going?” I asked Brad, standing in my tights and sports bra. I dropped my light jacket to the floor and gave him a look.

      “Nope,” Brad said, pulling two closed roller bags near our door.

      “You packed our bags. I didn’t even get to choose my outfit,” I complained.

      “Oh, don’t worry.” Brad laughed. “I know you have only sportswear, so I’ve switched things up. I have all your sizes on my phone, so I knew what I wanted to buy. You’re not wearing any of your normal stuff while we’re there, Jen.”

      “Where is that?” I asked again, giving him a demure smile, and pulled off my bra.

      “There.” Brad smirked at me.

      “Will and Christi will be there, won’t they?

      The confident bastard shrugged. He’d been mysteriously silent since we’d talked about my anklet and what he’d revealed about my best friend and her husband. I could imagine many things, but it would drive me crazy to guess. Brad knew I didn’t like surprises, and his smug expression irritated me.

      “This isn’t what consent looks like, Bradley.” I sassed. His eyes brows raised, and he chuckled.

      “You’re wearing the anklet,” Brad said, pointing to my sandaled feet and the silver fox charm that dangled across my foot. “You’ve consented to me being in charge and that you’d go along with my plans.”

      “So, we are meeting Will and Christi,” I said.

      “Or Steve, Dylan, or maybe Coach again,” Brad stated confidently.

      
        
        
        Asshole.

      

      

      

      Resigned to my fate, I skimmed off my yoga pants. I looked at my husband, standing naked before him, and shrugged. He pointed to a silky red slip dress suitable for a nightclub lying on our bed. It was tiny and revealing. I wasn’t used to wearing dresses, and while I was okay with displaying my body in the tight clothes I usually wore, this was very different.

      “I could just go naked,” I sassed with my hands on my hips.

      “That’d be fun to explain to your mother when you pick up Sammie Sunday morning,” Brad chuckled, non-plussed.

      
        
        
        Fucker.

      

      

      

      I’d selected a buff pair of panties underneath the revealing dress. Also on the bed was a new pair of black stiletto pumps, and that was it. I took a deep breath and pulled the dress over my head and down my body. It clung to my curves like a second skin. I could tell that it did little to hide how hard my nipples were by the way Brad looked at me.

      “This is a bit scandalous,” I said. “Where are we going?”

      “Go get in the car, Jen.” Brad said as I slid my feet into my pumps.

      “I bit my lip and turned to follow instructions. I had to admit I was turned on; my pussy was wet, and I knew the panties would be dark with my arousal. I slid into my seat, and the dress skirt rose to mid-thigh. I pressed my arms together and looked down at the deep cleavage in the low-cut top. I chewed on my lip again as I dropped my purse at my feet. I slid off the pumps.

      Brad loaded our bags in the back and slid into the front seat. Then he looked at me and my bare feet. His eyes turned to me, and he shook his head.

      “Your pumps stay on, and please give me your panties.” His look brokered no argument.

      I smirked. I could play the hotwife role now, which excited me. The thought of any of his friends fucking me had gotten my pussy aroused since he said we were going on a getaway. I unclipped my seat belt, then pushed my hands under my skirt to hook into the waist of my panties and pull them down my thighs. Settling back into the rich leather, I lifted my feet and pulled the buff, cotton panties off my feet.

      The anklet jingled against my skin and caught some sunlight as we drove down the highway. I gathered the underwear in my fist, and I could feel the dampness in the crotch that betrayed my arousal. I handed the bunched cotton to Brad, who pulled them up to his nose and inhaled with a grin.

      “You seem to enjoy the suspense,” Brad said with a smirk. “It’s going to be a few hours. Are you comfortable?”

      I nodded, then looked out the windows to the sign we were passing. The highways in the Dallas area were always busy, but the name Houston on the overpass sign we just drove under gave up at least the direction we were headed.

      “Houston?” I asked to see if he’d give me a little hint.

      “Galveston,” Brad said and pulled on a pair of sunglasses. “You should take a nap. You’re going to have a jam-packed weekend.”

      “I wouldn’t know.” I smiled, relaxed in my seat, and closed my eyes.

      I had to admit the unknown aspect had my imagination driving me crazy. He was right. It could be any one of the four of Brad’s friends that had haunted my dreams for weeks. I made myself comfortable, spread my thighs, and lifted my skirt exposing my bare sex. If Brad was going to torture me, I’d torture him back.

      I closed my eyes and relaxed, and started daydreaming of Coach and how it felt when he’d fucked me hard over the soft surface of my exercise ball. I thought of Steve and his lithe, firm swimmer’s physique and what it would be like to ride his cock with my hands pressed into his hard pectorals. Then I flipped to the image of Dylan. His tattooed forearms always had me wondering what other ink he had on his broad, bulky body. How would his bushy beard feel between my smooth thighs? Then, as I was finally relaxing, I thought of Will. He wasn’t a physical specimen like the rest of Brad’s friends, but I knew he had a wicked sense of humor and a dirty mind. But the last thing I thought about as I faded to sleep was Christi’s blue eyes. I wondered how her lips would feel against mine.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            CHAPTER FOUR

          

        

      

    

    
      I felt Brad’s fingers squeeze my thigh, and I shook my head to clear the cobwebs in my mind as I woke up from the dream. I looked out the window to see the Gulf of Mexico, the gentle waves rising and crashing into sandy beaches.

      
        
        
        Galveston.

      

      

      

      I smiled at Brad. “You let me sleep a long time, lover.” I leaned across the console, kissed his cheek, and nibbled his ear. “Do you think they’re already here?”

      “Who?” Brad asked with a sly smile.

      “You’re still going to keep it a surprise?” I tried to pout cutely. I’d had some wild dreams during my long nap. My pussy was damp and sticky, and my nipples ached. “You’re being unfair. I’m not going to say no to whatever you have planned. You may as well tell me.”

      “What’s the fun in that?” Brad smiled and leaned towards me as he coasted to a stop light on the offramp of the freeway. “Kiss me, wife.”

      I smiled and kissed him, a short but promising peck on the lips. He’d get more this weekend, but I wanted to be a bit of a brat since he wasn’t being forthcoming with the details of this weekend’s getaway. He laughed and reached for my hand, and I interlocked our fingers and squeezed his hand.

      “I love you, honey,” I said. “I love that you’re planning things for us. I trust you in everything. You know that.”

      “I love you too, baby,” Brad said. “It won’t be too long now.”

      We exited the freeway, and Brad drove towards the beachfront and then turned onto a road parallel to the shoreline. A few houses lined the road, with only sand and sea on the other side. Brad pulled into a driveway and then underneath the house, which was built on top of large concrete columns that lifted the house ten feet higher than the ground. I squeezed Brad’s hand.

      “What’s this?”

      “Our Airbnb,” Brad said. “It was rebuilt after the last hurricane, now well above the storm surge level.”

      “You’re a nerd, you know that, right?” I looked and saw an empty parking space beside our car and sighed. “Who else is coming?”

      “We’re meeting them at the restaurant down the street,” Brad said. “Help me with the bags and then we can walk down and grab a drink while we wait.”

      “So it’s a them?” I asked, raising an eyebrow and then winking. I got out to help with the luggage in the back.

      “Them as a pronoun isn’t specific to singular or plural.” Brad pulled the bags out of the back, and I grabbed his gear bag with his laptop and other things he always keeps.

      “Nerd,” I giggled. I enjoyed teasing him, but I also loved how he knew all sorts of trivia. “Are you really not going to tell me who’s coming?”

      “You’re the one who will be coming,” Brad said with a wink, then laughed and lugged our bags up the stairs.

      “That is a given,” I agreed feeling my clit pulse at the thought.

      I decided to go with it. Not knowing so far had me soaking wet with anticipation. I followed Brad up the stairs and admired my husband’s butt and firm thighs. While not a behemoth like Coach, I loved Brad’s body, especially his ass.

      We reached the top of the stairs, and a large deck surrounded the house. Brad walked to the front door and pulled his phone out of his pocket. With a few taps and swipes, he nodded, punched a code into the electronic lock, and the latch opened. I pushed the door open and walked into the large, open-concept living room. Along the far wall was an extended bay window open to the spread of blue skies, blue sea, and sandy beach just outside the house-on-stilts.

      “This is amazing!”

      I dropped Brad’s gear bag by the countertop off to the side. I tore my vision away from the incredible view to see a kitchen to the left. When I turned to the opposite side, I saw a pair of doors to what I guessed were separate bedrooms. Brad stepped past me and opened one door, and I followed him into a large bedroom with another broad, expansive view of the Gulf of Mexico. Brad plopped our bags on the bed and started unpacking.

      “Go check out the house, babe.” Brad nodded outside. “I’ll unpack, then we’ll head to the restaurant.”

      “You don’t want my help?” I asked, looking over his shoulder, but he’d held the suitcase closed, sensing me peeking.

      “No peeking. Go.” Brad’s dominant growl had my core clench, and I giggled nervously.

      “Okay, but you’re taking this secrecy thing too far.”

      I turned and walked back into the main room, my dress clung to my curves and brushed my thighs. I felt the anklet tickle my skin as I clicked across the tiled floor in my heels. I entered the living room and looked through the large windows at an extended deck. I wondered how to get outside. I saw a switch on the wall adjacent to the bedroom I’d just left, and I walked over and pressed a button. The windows all started sinking into the floor, and I realized that they slid down under the floor level of the house. It joined the outside and the inside, and the surf’s roar filled the room.

      It was incredible, and I walked out onto the deck and realized the entire thing was enclosed by a fine mesh screen that would keep bugs out of the patio deck and now the whole house. To the side, opposite the kitchen, was a hot tub, a door leading to the exterior deck, and a set of steps down to the beach below. I shook my head, at a loss for words.

      I felt Brad’s arm around my waist, and he kissed me behind my ear. I sank back into his comfortable embrace and turned to seek his lips. We kissed, and I kept turning in his arms, lifting my hands behind his head and stroking my fingers through his hair.

      “This would be a wonderful place to vacation,” I said, looking into his eyes.

      “I hope so,” Brad said. “The mortgage payments are going to be a little bit of a challenge.”

      “You bought this?” I blinked, surprised.

      “Surprise! We always wanted a vacation home, so I moved around some money and came up with a down payment. We can rent it out as an investment when we aren’t using it.” He grinned.

      “So can we pick a weekend to come as a family? Sammie would love this.”

      “Yeah, that’s what I thought. We deserve a place to get away from the grind.”

      “This isn’t only a vacation home, is it?” I asked with a wicked grin.

      “No,” Brad blushed, then nodded. “This can be our discreet hotwife house, where you can entertain my friends. What do you think?”

      “I think you’re good at keeping secrets. I’m also so happy you think about making this experience safe for me and us.”

      We kissed again, then Brad pulled away and looked into my eyes. “Let’s head to the restaurant. The next part of your surprise is waiting.”

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            CHAPTER FIVE

          

        

      

    

    
      The restaurant was only at the end of the block, barely a quarter of a mile. Like the houses, the establishment was on concrete columns, and we walked up the stairs to the main level. The space was split, with some tables on the outside and some along the deck facing the beach. There was a large bar, and a sizable dance floor as well. I looked past it all and grinned when I recognized Christi and elbowed Brad.

      “Not much of a surprise,” I said with a grin.

      I hurried with arms up to meet Christi halfway to where Will sat at their reserved table. Christi squealed as she hugged me, and we both laughed. Then she pulled back, her eyes sparkling as she gave me a knowing wink.

      “You look hot in your little dress. You okay with this, babe?” She nodded down at my anklet. “I never expected you to be so wild.”

      “I could say the same,” I smirked. “You’ve been keeping secrets from me, and I want to hear all about it.”

      Christi hooked her arm through mine, and we walked to the table. Brad had passed us and taken a seat next to Will. I sat next to my husband, and Christi sat between Will and me. I looked at him and grinned, and the look he gave me would’ve melted my panties off—if I were wearing any. I squirmed slightly in my chair and picked up the menu. I was suddenly full of nerves, and my arousal was ramping up. I had so many questions, but I wanted to return to our beach house, strip naked, and start the shenanigans.

      Brad nodded to a waitress, and she nodded back. She was busy with another table, so we had a little time before she came to take our order. I picked up the glass of ice water and took a long sip from the straw. I felt flushed and hot, and my bare pussy was leaking. I looked at Brad but felt the eyes of Will and Christi staring at me. I had never felt so shy nor so aroused.

      “How about we order takeout,” Brad said. “Are any of you hungry?”

      “We could return in an hour or two,” Christi suggested. “I’m sure we can find something to do with our time.”

      This time I did look at my friend, and she winked at me and then lightly licked her lips. I leaned towards her to whisper in her ear, feeling suddenly bold. “I want you to watch. I want to watch you when your husband makes me come.”

      “I can’t fucking wait,” Christi said. “You’re so fucking hot, Jen.”

      I felt a chill race up my spine at the praise, then looked over at Will, and his dark gaze made my core clench. Will wasn’t a big stud like Coach or a swimsuit model like Steve. He wasn’t rugged like Dylan. We’d typically interact like comfortable friends. But tonight, Will was sending off alpha-dominant vibes with a predatory look in his eyes. I shivered and suddenly felt frozen, like a deer in a headlights.

      Brad grinned at the three of us, then leaned forward and raised his hands. He lifted a brow at Will and Christi. They both reached for Brad’s hand, and I saw his fingers curl to tighten. He looked at each of them and then talked in a low voice.

      “This is what’s going to happen.” The confident voice of my husband made my core tighten, and I loved him even more for taking control. “I’m going to order takeout and wait for the order here. You three can go ahead and get comfortable. Before anything starts, I want you to unpack your bags in the guest bedroom. Security cams record all angles, so I’ll know if you break my rules. I won’t hesitate to cut you off.”

      Brad leaned back and let go of their hands, “Any questions?”

      “None from me,” Will said, smiling and more relaxed.

      Christi stood up and nodded. “Yes, sir.” She mock-saluted with a grin. “Don’t want to piss off daddy bear.”

      “Go have fun,” Brad said as they held hands and returned to the entrance.

      I sat and looked at Brad. “I can wait with you if you’d like.”

      I was torn between hustling to catch up with Will and Christi or staying with my husband.

      “Go have fun, baby.” Brad stood and pulled out my chair. “I won’t be long. I love you, Jen.”

      I stood, put my arms around my husband’s neck, and kissed him firmly. “I love you so much, Brad.”

      I looked at him for a long moment, then heard Christi’s whistle that I recalled from too many sorority events in college. I grinned broadly, squeezed my husband again, then hurried in my black stilettos to the entrance and down the stairs. I slid between my best friend and her husband and hooked my arms through their elbows.

      Adrenaline was rushing through my nerves, and I felt tense. I was about to violate my wedding vows again and fuck another man with my husband’s knowledge and permission. The illicit thrill I felt at that fact only doubled when I glanced over at Christi and saw her eyes full of lust. Eyes that would stare at my naked body as her handsome husband penetrated me. Fuck, I was so turned on my pussy was leaking down my thigh.

      Will directed us to their car and clicked the fob to unlock the doors. Christi walked to the passenger side while Will opened the rear door behind the driver’s seat. We all got in, and I shifted into the center of the bench backseat of their SUV. I watched as Will adjusted the rearview mirror, and the feeling that I was prey again crawled up my spine. I turned to look at my best friend, and her heated gaze caused goosebumps to ripple up my arms.

      “I’m going to tell you what to do,” Christi said in a low tone I had trouble recognizing. “I want you to strip everything but your pumps off right now and hand me your clothes.”

      I nodded. Her tone did something to me, and all I wanted was to obey. Shifting forward, I pulled at the hem of my skirt until it slid under my ass. Gripping the sides of my silky red dress, I lifted and pulled it off and handed it to my best friend. I blinked at her realizing that was the only thing I’d worn since I’d handed my panties to Brad when he got in the car.

      “Good girl,” Christi smirked. “Now spread your thighs and show my husband your needy cunt so he can see if he wants to fuck you.”

      I shuddered at the filthy words from my most trusted friend’s mouth. I felt my skin blush in light humiliation at her tone and words. My thighs opened quickly as if they had a mind of their own, and I shifted my gaze to the rearview mirror and Will’s dark eyes. Would he talk at all or watch me while Christi directed me like a puppet master?

      “Fuck, you’re glistening wet,” Christi said huskily. “Have you been thinking of my husband’s cock?”

      I nodded. It was no use denying it. I was thinking about many of Brad’s friend’s cocks. I was also thinking of something that might break the mood, but I was too horny to hide it anymore.

      “I was also thinking of kissing you,” I said as my eyes flicked to look at my friend boldly.

      “We’ll see, slut.” Christi said, then she swung around to face the front, “Drive, baby.” Her tone softened to talk to her husband, then grew deep again. “Keep your slutty fingers away from your needy pussy. It won’t be long.”
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      I kept my legs spread lewdly, and my hands gripped my inner thighs near my knees to keep my fingers from my leaking lips. I could feel my arousal pooling and my labia thickening, spreading open like a flower in bloom. My nipples were tight and felt like rocks. I stared into the mirror, but Will concentrated on driving, and Christi never looked back. I felt like a sex doll, a plastic mannequin on display, and it fucking pegged my arousal even more.

      I always did try to show off and gain attention. I’d fantasized about making out, heavy petting, or even getting railed in public. Those dreams were more with clothes pushed aside, hidden in the shadows. Being spread wide—openly nude—to the eyes of anyone that could look through the windows was fucking hot. I knew the windows were covered in dark tint, and my mind understood I was hidden from the side windows. The entire expanse of the front windshield was another thing altogether. I was nakedly exposed and saw drivers coming down the narrow beach road. Could they see me?

      I was a shivering mess when Will turned into our garage and parked. I looked back and forth from the back of Christi’s head to the rearview mirror, where Will stared at me again. My nervous smile only made his eyes darken. Then Christi pushed at his arm, and he looked at her.

      “Get the bags, baby,” she said as if I wasn’t naked in her back seat, soaking wet at the idea of taking a turn with her husband’s cock. “We’ll meet you upstairs.” Then she looked back at me and crooked a finger. “You—follow me.”

      She got out and opened my door wide, exposing my nakedness to the air. The parking was open, but there wasn’t anyone that I could see. The beach was on the other side of the concrete wall, and pillars obscured most of the views to the side. I slid to the side and stepped out in my black heels. Christi slammed my door shut and then waved for me to go ahead.

      “Show us the way, princess.” Her condescending voice had another wave of shame ooze through my nerves, and I walked up the stairs to the top level. The door faced away from the ocean, but the top tier was exposed to the sun, sky, and anyone passing by along the road. Facing the door, my back and bare ass were exposed. I looked at the electronic lock and realized I didn’t know the code to open it.

      “Ummm. We need to call Brad,” I said meekly. “I don’t know the code.”

      “He texted it to me, you dumb slut,” Christi sneered, then giggled in my ear. “You’re fucking sexy, Jen. This is a game I like to play.” Her voice was warm and calmed me as she wrapped her arms around me from behind, her breasts covered by her top pressed into my bare back. “If it gets to be too much, say, ‘Gardenias.’ That’s your safe word. Okay?”

      I nodded and bit my lip. My friend ran her fingers over my abdomen, tight with tension. She slid her fingers down and cupped my pussy, and I let out a moan at the softness of her touch.

      “Why that word?” I asked, trying not to press my sex into her fingers.

      “It reminds me of the perfume you used to wear.” She nipped my ear and then circled my clit, making me shiver. “You want to kiss me? I’ve been dying to kiss you. I don’t play while Will fucks, though. Can you be patient, slut?”

      I nodded and leaned back into the soft chest of my best friend as she petted my naked sex. She kissed down my neck and then lightly bit at my shoulder. Her hand pulled back and smacked my clit firmly, and I shook at the harsh slap, followed by a moan from the sting. Fuck, she knew how to play with my senses.

      “Stand up, slut,” Christi said in a deep, no-nonsense tone. “Let’s get you inside.”

      Will was trudging up the steps behind us carrying their luggage as Christi moved around me and punched a code into the door lock. The door clicked, and she opened it wide and stepped back, waving me in. I stepped forward into my new beach house in just my heels. The heavy presence of Will was right behind me as I stepped into the living room. I sensed him move off to the right toward the bedrooms. I heard the door creak as it closed partway and felt Christi moving closely behind me. She pushed past me and sat in an overstuffed leather chair, her back to the ocean view, and her eyes drank in my naked body.

      I shivered as she watched me. Her eyes started at my eyes and searched my expression, then slowly lowered and examined my bare breasts, my toned and sculpted abdomen, my waist, and down to my waxed pussy. She paused and tilted her head, then her gaze dropped to my firm, sculpted thighs and trim calves, then to my stiletto-clad feet.

      “Take off the heels, slut.” Her deep, commanding voice returned. “Turn, I want to see your ass.”

      I kicked off my pumps, then leaned, picked them up, carried them back to the kitchen counter, and placed them on the floor under the countertop. Then, with my ass pointed at my best friend, I bent over, rested my elbows on the counter, and spread my feet apart. I shuddered as I exposed my bare ass and naked pussy to my best friend like an offering. What would she do in return?

      The room was silent, and I heard Will moving around in the bedroom. I could see through the door and noticed his shadow. The front door whirred as it unlocked, opened, and then Brad met my eyes with a grin. He gave me a wink and then wordlessly placed the take-out bags on the counter before me. Then he walked past me and sat in another overstuffed armchair near Christi. They started talking in a low voice, ignoring that I was bent over the counter, brazenly exposed, with my juices sluicing down my thighs.

      “Okay, honey,” Christi spoke loudly. “Come out here and fuck this slut. She’s about to whine.”

      
        
        
        It was go time, and I was ready for it.
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      I turned to the door as Will strode through , just as naked as I was. My eyes dropped to his crotch and were rewarded by his fully engorged manhood bobbing as he walked toward me. The dark look in Will’s eyes made me shudder, and my thighs tightened automatically. He walked up behind me,  pressed his cock against my ass and leaned over my back. His fingers pushed into my loose hair, and his grip tugged my head back.

      He leaned his mouth near my ear. “Tell me your safe word, Jen.” His voice was quiet, the kind tone I knew so well.

      I smiled and relaxed my neck. “Gardenias, Sir,” I whispered.

      “You’re good with this, no reservations.”

      “Fuck me, Will. I want you to rail me, fill me with your cum, treat me like your whore. And I want our spouses to watch every fucking thing.”

      Our voices were quiet, filthy whispers between good friends. I smiled at him, and Will returned the grin, then his mask fell, and the stern dominant expression returned. I shivered. Was I ready for the intensity Brad was exhibiting?

      The time for second guesses was over, Will leaned down, and his shoulder pressed into my side. I was lifted as if I weighed nothing. Will’s strength was surprising, but he was as powerful as Coach. His body was softer, more of a dad-bod vibe, but his grip was solid, and I relaxed over his broad shoulder. His hand reached and smacked my ass, gripping tightly as he turned, and walked into the living room. He lowered me down on my back atop the square-padded ottoman.

      I looked up, and Will shifted me down until my head hung over the side. I was angled so the length of my bare body was spread out for the benefit of our observing spouses. I slid my hands under my ass. I’d submit myself to Will however he wanted. He smirked at my gesture. He stepped closer while stroking his cock. He was circumcised, and the crown was swollen—almost purple. Dribbles of pre cum dripped from his slit, and I couldn’t resist licking my lips.

      “You want this cock, slut?” Will asked, and I nodded.

      His hand lowered, and his fingers tipped my chin back as he crouched down and pressed his fat head against my lips. I stuck out my tongue and lapped at the stream oozing from the tip, curling the end to pull the drop into my mouth and savor it. Will pressed his cock further, and I opened wide as he pushed deeper into my mouth. I swirled my tongue around the tip and then concentrated on using my spit and drool to coat his hot shaft. He went slowly but inexorably deeper, pushing into the back of my mouth. He thrust deep, and I felt the opening of my throat stretch around his girth.

      My eyes widened at the intrusion. It never failed to surprise me. Brad loved to fuck my throat while I was laid over our bed. Will’s cock was thicker, and I had to consciously relax my throat. I closed my eyes and sank into the mindset of being just a toy used for pleasure. It was easy to submit to my husband, but there was an odd tightness in my chest as I offered myself to my best friend’s husband. Will growled and grabbed my tits as he slowly fucked my mouth. I flattened my tongue along the top of his shaft as his crown slid under it and into my throat.

      “If your cunt is as tight as your throat, I’m going to enjoy fucking you.”

      I purred around his cock, and my hands slipped from under my ass and lifted to grip his thighs. I pulled him into my mouth. My fingers pressed into his hamstrings, feeling the steely muscles under the softness of his skin. I closed my eyes, sank into a warm submissive space, and forgot I was the focus of two sets of eyes across the room. I felt Will’s thrusts speed up, going deeper, harder. I wanted to encourage him, but his thrusts were relentless. I opened my eyes, but couldn’t see anything from where I was hanging off the edge upside down, so I closed my eyes again. I squeezed Will’s ass as he pounded into my throat. I felt tears and drool slide down my cheeks, stinging my eyes as his flared head pulled my spit out with each thrust.

      I tasted his cum before I felt his shaft throb. Will slid his cock back, his head just at the entrance to my mouth. I moaned and closed my lips around the rim, feeling his shaft ripple, then the heat of his cum pumping into my mouth, splashing against my tongue. The ropes sprayed into the back of my mouth, and I sucked and swallowed, wanting to savor every drop. I loved that I could make a man lose his mind. The feel of his cock throbbing between my lips gave me a sense of power even as I lay passively under his slowly pumping hips. I sucked and licked, cleaning every drop of his cum and my spit from his thick cock. I lifted my hand to squeeze the base. I needed more, and I stroked Will’s cock to keep him ready.

      “I took a blue pill, slut.” Will’s laugh made my core clench. “I’ll stay hard, don’t you worry.”

      My clit felt like a marble between my engorged lips. Will stepped back and then walked around to my legs, lifting them and rotating my body on the ottoman. He stopped when my head was still craned over the side of the ottoman, facing our spouses. I felt Will lower my ass to the ottoman’s surface and then his beard tickled my thighs. Even upside down, my eyes were locked on my husband’s cock as he stroked his fist slowly up and down. With a pan to the right, I saw Christi spread out in her chair, one leg dangling over the arm. Her fingers had pulled her panties to the side and traced just inside her pink petals.

      I licked my lips. I wanted my mouth on my husband’s cock, and to run my tongue along my best friend’s sex. I moaned out as Will’s tongue slid along my lips, spreading me open, then flicked over my engorged clit. I was dripping like a faucet, and the first touch of my bundle of nerves made me clench. I didn’t come, but I knew I was on edge. I’d been on fucking edge all day. Now I was nothing but a wanton slut needing tongues, fingers, cocks, and tits. I wanted to sink into a mosh pit of flesh surrounded by the warm bodies of my lovers.

      I was the show. I was the entertainment, the slut, the center of their attention. All three of them were focused on me as I writhed under Will’s tongue. My back arched, and I gripped my tits, squeezing hard, pinching my stiff nipples. I watched my husband and friend with a heated gaze and gasping moans. My hips were cycling, finding the right angle to press into Will’s tongue, to grind my clit against his nose. The growls and slurps of his licking and sucking echoed in my ears, along with my moans and gasps.

      Suddenly, I broke apart. My body shivered, and my thighs clenched tightly around Will’s head. My hands reached and held him to my vibrating core. My hips rocked and rolled, extending my peak. My breath caught; I couldn’t breathe. I only wanted to fall into the bliss cycling in my nerves. I rutted against him like a needy fuck toy, moaning like a whore. When I couldn’t take any more, I fell back, my eyes fluttering and staring at my husband. His hand was covered with his cum. I turned to look at Christi; she was splayed back spread wide, panting as hard as me.

      “I’m not done,” Will growled, and I felt him tug my body back towards him.
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      I lifted my head to stare at Will. His hands were wrapped around my ankles as he pulled me back onto the main surface of the ottoman. The world turned as he flipped me over. My tits flattened against the leather ottoman, warm and slick from my body heat and sweat. I pushed my knees under my hips and pressed my hands toward my husband and best friend.

      
        
        
        *Smack*

      

      

      

      Will’s hand connected with my ass, one cheek then the other. I saw stars when he didn’t hold back, and my brain was so overrun with hormones from my prolonged orgasm that I felt the slap sting, but it quickly turned to warmth as my body processed the pain as pleasure. I pulled my hands back to press my shoulders up, twist my neck, and toss my hair across my back. My blonde strands were dark from sweat that clung to my cheeks as I looked back as Will lined up behind me.

      “Fuck me,” I pleaded. “Fucking make me your slut—your whore. Ruin me, fill me with your cum.”

      I was beyond caring what Brad would think about my whorish needs. What Christi would feel about the change to her properly mannered friend no longer mattered to me. I needed cock, and I needed it hard. I pushed my hips back, spreading my knees. Will’s hand smacked, then grabbed my firm ass. He pulled me back and pressed his broad crown into my drooling slit. With one hard thrust, he buried his thick cock deep inside me.

      He bucked hard immediately, and I shivered at the feeling of his hot cock driving into my tight cunt. I squeezed myself around him with my eyes closed and my head tilted back. Then I lowered my head to rest on the ottoman and submitted to Will’s steady thrusts. I blinked slowly as I sensed a shadow over my vision. I momentarily worried that it was too much, that Brad would pull me away and end this farce. Instead, it was the deep blue eyes of my best friend.

      “You are a sexy slut, Jen,” she said softly. Then I felt her warm lips press against mine. I opened my mouth and curled my tongue around hers. Our kiss deepened as my body swayed into her, then back as Will continued to fuck my clenching pussy. I felt every stroke of his cock as I sucked on his wife’s tongue. I lifted my hand to comb through her dark brown hair. We slowly parted from the heated kiss, and I felt my lust spiral in my core, a tsunami building behind it.

      I crashed into another peak as Christi shifted and held my head in her arms. Her breasts were bare, and I leaned into the heat of her body as waves of bliss overcame me. Moans and screams echoed my lust, my passion. I became nothing but a bundle of nerves crashing from one peak to another until I felt Will slam in deep and his heat spread into my core. I shivered and bucked into the final peak, then my body relaxed—wholly spent. My eyes closed, and I felt drool spill from my lips onto Christi’s breast. I slipped into darkness.
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        * * *

      

      My eyes fluttered open, staring into Christi’s blue eyes. Her brown hair was draped over her head, and I felt her warm palms softly rubbing my cheeks. She smiled softly as my eyelids fluttered.

      “There she is.” she whispered, “Welcome back. Did you tell Jesus hello for me?”

      I giggled, realizing I was sprawled nude in my best friend’s lap. She lowered down and kissed me gently on the lips, I traced my tongue across her lips. I closed my eyes and savored the warm tenderness of her soft touches.

      “You are so sexy, Jen,” Christi said. “I’ve been around many swingers, gals that fucking love sex. You are beyond all of them. The way you move, sound. Fuck, babe.”

      I blushed from hearing her praise and then grinned. Ever since I watched myself in the mirror with Coach, I’d been increasingly aware of what a sexual being I was. Sex with Brad fulfilled me, but letting go and losing myself to absorb the sexual needs of another man did something indescribable to me. I couldn’t describe it other that it was like breathing pure oxygen. Every part of me felt more alive and in tune.

      “So,” I started to speak, then couldn’t find the words. I looked up at her and then bit my lip. “We’re still friends?”

      I felt tears well up. For every part of me that needed and craved this higher sexual need, another part of me still felt shame at fucking my best friend’s husband. Christi smiled, then ran her thumbs along the bottoms of my eyes, collecting my tears and then sucking off of her thumb.

      “I’ll always be your friend, Jennifer.” Her sober tone and use of my full name gave me goosebumps. It grounded me, and I sat up, hugged her, and kissed her under her ear.

      “I’m glad,” I said. “I need someone that knows me, the real me. Do you know what I mean?”

      “Yeah, Jen. I get it.” She smiled and nodded. “I need that too. We can talk more later. You need to hydrate and eat.”

      I nodded, and Christi slid off the ottoman. Brad dropped onto the surface beside me and pulled me into his arms. I hugged my husband tightly and kissed under his jaw, his light bit of stubble a familiarity I needed. He handed me one of his t-shirts and I pulled it over my head and covered my breasts.

      “Let’s get some food in you.” Brad smiled. “I love you, Jen. You’re amazing, baby.”

      I smiled and nodded and turned to stand. My knees quivered a little as I stood up, and my thighs ached like I’d finished a good set of squats or leg presses. I exhaled as I pulled the t-shirt down to cover my bare ass. I walked towards the kitchen counter and smiled at Will, who was leaning against it. I wrapped him in a big hug, relaxed against him, and enjoyed the feel of his arms around me and his comfortable squeeze.

      “Thank you,” I said shyly. “You were great.”

      “Fuck,” Will said, handing me a plate of food. “You were incredible.”

      Was he blushing? I giggled and kissed his cheek, then whispered, “We’ll have to do that again. Think we can convince our spouses?”

      Will laughed and grinned at me, and I recognized the happy smile of my friend, “I think we could, honestly. While you were resting, I overheard them scheming about a summer vacation.”

      My eyes widened, and I looked down at my plate. Grabbing the shrimp po-boy in both hands, I took a huge bite. I winked at him as I chewed, then closed my eyes.

      
        
        
        This was a fucking good po-boy.
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      After we ate, I drank what had to be a gallon of water. We all dressed up to go back to the establishment down the street. Christi and I dressed in little dresses. I wore my silky red slip dress, and Christis wore a similar number in black. We both wore black stilettos. Will and Brad word nice slacks, loafers, and untucked, button-up shirts. We walked in the cooler evening air listening to the dance music flowing down on us from above.

      Once in the bar, Christi and I swayed into the clump of bodies dancing to the EDM music while our husbands went and got drinks. Dancing with Christi had always been fun, but tonight she took charge and pulled me back against her. I ground back into her, laughing, and she kept her body close to mine. Our frenetic dance moves attracted a group of younger guys, but Christi’s confident glares kept them at arm’s reach.

      When we noticed our husbands watching us from a high-top table, we weaved back through the crowd and joined them. Brad handed me a tall margarita, and I took it with both hands, then turned and settled my ass into his lap. He wrapped one arm around my waist, holding me close, his lips against my ear.

      “I can’t wait to get you into bed,” Brad growled. “I need to remind you that you’re mine.”

      “As if I could forget.” I turned and smiled at him. “Thank you, love. I… I don’t know what to say, but thank you.”

      “Babe, I loved it. I loved watching you and how your entire being was in the moment. It’s something I don’t need any camera feed to remember.” Brad pressed his forehead against mine, eyes seeking mine. “You came alive, and I’m glad we are exploring this side of you. Only more to come, I assure you.”

      I drained my drink, hungry for my husband’s touches, “Take me home, lover. Take me to bed.”

      Brad took a last drink of his gin and tonic and nodded at Christi and Will. They nodded back and pointed to the dance floor. I took that to mean they would stay and dance, so I slid off Brad’s lap and headed to the stairs. Brad was right behind me, and I reached back to grab his hand as we hurried down the stairs and headed back to the beach house.

      Once inside, I started undressing as soon as I got inside the door. Brad followed right behind me, unbuttoning his shirt. I headed for the bedroom, and Brad shook his head. I looked at him and tilted my chin down in question.

      “How do you feel about the hot tub?” Brad grinned.

      “I am strongly in favor of hot tubs.” I returned his grin, tossing my dress into our room door and standing in just a thin, red thong. “Can we soak naked?”

      “Damn right,” Brad growled, kicking his loafers toward my dress. My thong followed, then his pants, underwear, and slacks flew behind them.

      I giggled and jogged out the open glass doors, and I realized that Will fucked me earlier with the windows down the deck wide open. I blushed as I slowed to climb carefully into the hot water. Brad hit a button, and the jets turned on, making bubbles in the light steam of the hot tub. Brad climbed in and settled into the seat. I leaned against him and straddled his thighs.

      “Hi, lover,” I said and kissed him slowly, letting my tongue sweep over his lips.

      “Babe.” Brad grinned, and his hands cupped my ass, pulling me deeper into his lap.

      I felt his cock press against my bare lips, and I rose on my knees and reached down to guide his cock into my opening. Brad nodded at me as I sank and moaned as he filled me. I was aware of the music down the street, the sound of the ocean waves, and the light breeze that made its way through the screen. I slowly rode up and down with my arms around my husband’s neck.

      “You’re mine, Jen.” His voice was low and serious. “That’s never going to change, ever.”

      “I know, baby,” I sighed. “I love you. I love the way you feel inside me. We fit.”

      I kissed him because I had run out of words. Our connection was stronger than ever. Our bodies moved together like a deep-seated memory. We feasted on each other’s tastes. Brad’s hand cupped and gripped my breasts, squeezing them and pulling his fingers to my nipples. I rocked my hips, riding him as my breathing shortened, and I felt the familiar spiral of an orgasm start to take root in my spine.

      “I need you, Brad.”

      My cries got louder as my breathing shortened, and I moaned and gasped as the water started churning and splashing over the hot tub’s sides.

      “What do you need, baby?” Brad growled, and his hands gripped my hips, stilling my rocking as he drove his cock up into me, taking over.

      “You. Your cum. Your cock.” I didn’t care who heard me as I moaned, feeling my insides flutter. “Fuck me, lover. Make me yours. Please!”

      Brad nodded, biting his lips as our eyes locked into each other. Then we crashed into our peaks with shouts of bliss. I sank as his hips lifted and drove his cock deep and pumped, his hot seed blooming inside me. I kissed him breathlessly until our bodies quieted. I relaxed against his chest, and he rubbed his hands up and down my back.

      I was home. Brad welcomed me back and claimed me again. I was exactly where I needed to be.
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      Jenny

      “When, Brad?” I stomped my foot and pushed my hands into my hips.

      “Soon, babe,” Brad replied, holding up two hands in surrender.

      I started counting off on the fingers of one hand.

      “One, it was February when we started this hotwife lifestyle with Coach, right?”

      Brad nodded, his lips curled into a grin, “Yes, it was Valentine’s Day.”

      “Two, Christi and Bill visited our new beach house at the end of March. Do I have that right?”

      “Yep, that’s correct.”

      I bit my lip, promising myself I wouldn’t yell at my husband.

      “How many months has it been since I’ve,” I lowered my voice, “had another man’s dick inside me?”

      “Four months,” Brad said with a sad expression. “But babe, it’s been crazy at work. I’ve traveled twice a month, and the guys are all going full steam on their projects. Plus, we took Sammie to the beach house for spring break, and that limited any opportunities for hotwife fun with her there.”

      “I know all of that, dear.” I tried to sound sympathetic. “You being away has been frustrating, and you know you’re always my number one lover. I don’t want to lose this fire you built inside me. When?”

      Brad pulled out his phone and stared at the screen. Then he swiped up and shook his head, looked at me, and shrugged his shoulders. “We’re booked through the Fourth of July, then summer is a little better. We can maybe take a getaway while Sammie is at camp in August?”

      “TWO MORE MONTHS!”

      I covered my mouth as my eyes widened when there was a knock on our bedroom door.

      “Why are you shouting, Mom?” Sammie peeked inside the door to our room.

      “Um…,” I calmed my tone and looked at my daughter with a smile, “There are only two months until your summer camp, sweetie. We need to make sure you’ve got everything ready to go. We’ll need to make lists and shop for new swimsuits and things.” I was grasping at straws as I explained to Sammie about camp.

      “Do I have to go to camp?” Sammie sighed. “Can’t I skip camp, and we can return to the beach house?”

      “Absolutely not,” I snapped. I bit my lip and shook my head, calming my self as I lowered to a crouch to look my daughter in the eye. I spoke with a softer, more caring voice. “Sweetie, you do this every year before camp. You think it will be horrible, then you come back and say it was the best week of the year. We will go to the beach house when you’re back from camp. How does that sound?”

      “It sounds like one less week at the beach house,” Sammie groused, then shrugged. “I guess you’re right, though. Amelia wants to get away from her dad and his new girlfriend.”

      “How is Felicia?” Brad asked Sammie. “Weren’t you at Coach’s house yesterday?”

      “Yeah,” Sammie sighed. “I guess she’s cool. She’s moved in and isn’t a horrible person. Amelia thinks Coach is going to marry her before the school year.”

      It was my turn to sigh. That would mean Coach would be off the market for playdates. He’d told me he was getting serious with Felicia, a tall redhead with boobs half the size of mine. She was a yoga instructor and was thin and willowy like a reed. I had to close my eyes to push away thoughts of what Coach could do to her in the bedroom.

      “That will be nice,” I managed through slightly gritted teeth. “Amelia likes her, right?”

      “Yeah, Felicia is cool. She owns that yoga shop near the mall. She’s all laid back and chill. Amelia thinks she can get away with stuff….” Sammie slammed her mouth shut, then shrugged. “I’m going to go read in my room. What’s for dinner?”

      I let it pass because I needed Brad to know I was going crazy with lust after three months on the hotwife sidelines. “We’re ordering pizza. I’ll get your favorite and text you when it’s here. Have fun reading.”

      I smiled and kissed the top of her head. “I’m such a lucky mom to have such a good kid. I love you, sweetie.”

      “I love you too, Mom.”

      I knew she meant it even though her tone felt like she was rolling her eyes. I closed the door and flipped the lock, then spun, leveled my eyes at Brad, and tapped my foot impatiently. He was looking at his phone, then glanced up with a grin. He held up a single finger, and I crossed my arms over my breasts. Brad suddenly snapped his head up and looked at me.

      “Poker night!” he said confidently.

      “Poker night?” I echoed. “I thought those were all at Coach’s house since he didn’t have a woman to mess up the gambling fun.”

      “They were!” Brad said excitedly. “BUT!”

      “But what?”

      “Felicia moved in,” Brad grinned. “She told Craig that poker night was messing with her chakras. He can’t host the game anymore. Let’s volunteer to host again.”

      “You think we should volunteer?” I gasped in exasperation. “Before it moved to Coach’s house, poker night meant you banished me to our room to watch Netflix and chill. BY MYSELF!”

      “No, you’re missing the opportunity here,” Brad said with a cocky grin. “Can your Mom watch Sammie next Saturday?”

      “I can ask,” I narrowed my eyes. “Why? What’s the game? I want the whole story this time. Not weird anklet gifts and surprises like a new beach house.”

      “Fair,” Brad said with a shrug. “Okay, so we host the poker game. I want you to dress really sexy, serve us snacks, and get their blood hot.”

      “All four of them?” This was starting to have promise.

      “No, not that. Not yet,” Brad mumbled absently while chewing on his lower lip.

      I tilted my head at that statement but kept my arms crossed, and Brad shook his head like he was clearing his head. I stepped closer to him and then rubbed my hands up and down his arms.

      “You’re thinking silently again,” I chided.

      “Okay, so Coach is off the table. You’ve already had fun with Will. Will sucks at Poker, though…” Brad rattled off his train of thought, and I tried to make sense of it all. “He’ll be out of the game early. I can convince Coach to leave early. I think his parents are watching Amelia. He’ll want to get back to Felicia.”

      “Okay, again,” I began. “Less guy code and more explanation, please, babe.”

      “We’ll have a contest with you as the prize! The winner gets you for two days while Sammie is at Camp.”

      “In TWO MONTHS!” I practically screamed.

      “No, that’s the winner.” Brad’s confident grin broadened as he explained. “Second place gets you for the rest of poker night while  Sammie is at your mom’s.”

      My mouth fell open, and I inhaled a shuddering breath.

      “So, on poker night?” I asked in a hushed voice. “Just you, me, and the loser of the poker game?”

      Brad nodded slowly as my thoughts went through the scenario.

      “I’ll make a shopping list for snacks.”
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