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        I don’t mind working, holding my ground intellectually, artistically; but as a woman, oh, God, as a woman I want to be dominated
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      A Hotwife Poker Prize is the third book of my Hotwife Soccer Mom series. It’s written to be read individually, but for the best reading experience, you should start at the beginning. The first book, Discovering Our Hotwife Fantasies, is free and a great introduction to Jenny and Brad’s fantasies.

      You can find all of the Hotwife Soccer Mom books here:

      read.hankdolworth.com/HWSM

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
            CHAPTER 1

          

          
            JENNY'S OUT OF PATIENCE

          

        

      

    

    
      “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 and promised 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, shook his head, looked at me, and shrugged. “We’re booked through the Fourth of July, and 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 myself 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 grumbled, 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, flipped the lock, 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 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 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 thoughts. 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 understand 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.”

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
            CHAPTER 2

          

          
            BEGINNING MOVES

          

        

      

    

    
      “Be sure you wake up in time for school, Sammie,” I said, kissing her atop her head.

      “I willlll,” Sammie moaned. “I know what to do, and Grams will be up to make me breakfast like she always does. I’ll be fiiiine.” Sammie twisted away and strode into my mother’s house, leaving me on the doorstep.

      I smiled at my mother and hugged her. “I’m sure her pre-teen mood will improve if you let her have some ice cream. Just not too much.”

      “Sammie will be fine,” my mother said, kissing my cheek. “Go enjoy your husband before your house is beset with his beastly friends.”

      
        
        
        Did her eyes twinkle?

      

      

      

      “They’re not that bad, Mom,” I chided and returned to my van.

      “I’m sure you can handle them, dear!” she called just before I slammed the door.

      I’d only be handling one of them if Brad’s plan for the night went as planned. He told me everyone would be there since he’d spilled the beans that I was tonight’s trophy. All five of them were getting situated when I left with Sammie. She had her things for overnight, and Mom would take her to school in the morning. The plan was for me to pick her up after school. I’d get her things back from my mother along the way.

      I couldn’t believe it had been over four months since the wild beach house weekend. Being watched by my best friend, Christi, while her husband fucked me from behind had been intense. They’d ended up staying into the afternoon, but we didn’t get to have any more fun before it was time to return home. Since then, we’ve spent some family weekends at the beach house with Sammie. My hotwife adventures came to a halt due to other obligations. Brad’s company had gotten busy. He was flying to a new city every week and didn’t want me to play while he was gone.

      “I want to be there for safety. I trust my friends, but I think I should always be present as a safety observer,” he’d shrug.

      “You just want to watch.” I smiled and kissed his cheek. “That’s okay. I like the ending when you reclaim me the most. Kinda hard reclaiming me from Chicago.”

      I didn’t realize how much I needed a good hard fucking until I went without for a few weeks. Brad’s trips had increased, and he’d spent two weekends on the road. I stress-tested all my toys while he was gone. When he finally returned, I dropped Sammie off at my mother’s for homecoming. We didn’t get out of bed until Saturday afternoon or get much sleep.

      Brad was back at it Sunday night, and a month and a half had passed before I knew it. The vixen charm on my anklet kept reminding me that Brad had made me his hotwife and that he wanted to watch me fuck his friends. That charm teased me every day I was alone while Brad was away.

      The next time Brad was home, we left from the airport with Sammie to drive to our beach house for spring break. It was a lot of fun, and Sammie was enamored with the warm gulf waters and our saltwater outdoor pool. Brad and I had fun too, but we had to keep it quiet with Sammie in the next room. We dropped Brad back off at the airport after the weekend and went home alone. It was ten days before I saw Brad again.

      He was home for a few weeks, and that was when I put my foot down. Since he’d made me a hotwife, I was a little worried about how badly I wanted another experience. I was constantly horny. I masturbated repeatedly. I even bought backups of my favorite sex toys to keep them charged. I had faith in my husband, but he needed to step up and plan things better. I didn’t want to step out on him, but I was worried. I needed a cock that wasn’t attached to Brad, and I didn’t know how much longer I could go without it.

      I pulled up to the house and let myself in. I peeled off my light jacket, revealing my black, slitted bralette and toned abdomen. My task now was to play hostess to Brad and his four friends. I felt arousal pulse in my core as I peeled off the sweatpants I’d worn to my mothers and checked my reflection in the bathroom mirror. I’d been to the sports bars that catered to male patrons, and my outfit was sexier than any I could remember seeing.

      I pulled some snacks from the cupboard, turned on the oven to preheat it, then started plating things on trays. I put in trays of hot wings, mozzarella sticks, and pizza rolls when the oven dinged. While they were cooking, I went to the fridge, pulled out a six-pack of beer, and then snagged a bottle opener from the drawer.

      I pushed my ass into the door to the formal dining room where the game was being played, then turned slowly to reveal my outfit to our guests. The room was dead quiet as all eyes fixed on me, and I felt my pussy clench as I surveyed the room.

      I panned past Coach, knowing he was off-limits and would probably leave soon. I still felt his eyes drop to my tits and then down to my black bikini-covered pussy. I heard his low growl and imagined his cock swelling. Too bad he’d need Felicia’s permission to have another go at me. I opened a beer, placed it next to Coach, and walked past him to Will, who sat beside him.

      Will turned to look at me while I pulled out another bottle. I winked at him, and he bit his lip. I caught a flash of the feral look in his eyes from the beach house. The way his hand moved under the table, I knew he was adjusting his thickening cock. His stacks of chips were meager, and I understood what Brad meant when he said Will wouldn’t last long. That certainly wasn’t true at the beach house.

      I walked past Will, trailing my fingers along his shoulder, then pulled out a beer for Dylan. The bald, bearded, tattooed bodybuilder sat in the next chair. He turned to look at me, and his steel-blue eyes widened as I handed him a bottle.

      “Thanks, Jenny. Ain’t you a site for sore eyes.” His low laugh raised goose pimples along my forearm.

      “Why are your eyes sore?” I asked with a wink.

      “Well, it’s certainly not from looking at you.” He winked and tipped the beer toward me before pulling on the bottle and returning to his cards.

      I paced past him to the tallest man in the room and held out his beer.

      “Steven,” I smiled. “It’s been too long since you’ve been over. Welcome.”

      Steven’s pale blue eyes sparkled as he winked at me. “I’ve been as busy as your husband. We’ve been trading war stories. We need to have another block party.”

      “Are you going to help me with the food?” I asked, holding my hand on one hip and pushing it out. “You guys and your guests are always so hungry.”

      “And thirsty.” Steven laughed and sipped his beer. His eyes held mine briefly before they dropped to my breasts, flicking back up. “So thirsty.”

      “I can tell,” I laughed. “I’m going to switch you to soda if you’re thirsty. I don’t want you stumbling around drunk.”

      I patted his chest. I didn’t need to worry about any of these guys. They were always courteous and helpful. We’d been friends since before Sammie was born, and it was only in the last few months that I’d crossed the line and started fucking Brad’s friends. I wondered how much they talked to each other. Did Steve and Dylan know that I was available for them to play out their wildest fantasies?

      I returned to the kitchen, took the snacks out of the oven, and turned it off. I plated the treats nicely; I’d had my reputation as a party hostess to maintain. Satisfied, I carried the trays to the room and backed into the door. I could feel their eyes watching my ass, and I confirmed I had their full attention when I turned to start setting the trays down.

      I stood beside the table and watched Brad as he dealt another hand. I settled onto his thigh after he finished dealing. His hands pulled me back against him, and his warm fingers stroked my belly.  I leaned and kissed him softly, then whispered into his ear.

      “How much longer til the challenge starts?” I was curious if the men knew the stakes yet.

      “Soon.” He kissed my cheek. “Be patient a bit longer.”

      The bets started, and chips were tossed onto the table. Coach and Will pushed in big bets while Dylan and Brad folded. Steven peeled up his cards, then pressed them down. He looked at Coach and Will, and, for the first time, I noticed their stacks were both lower than his. Steven paused, then looked at me with his devilish smile.

      “All in.” Steven pushed his chips into the center of the table.

      Will grinned and pushed his last remaining stack. “I needed to double up!”

      Coach pushed in his stack. “Call!” Then he looked down at his watch. His body language told a different story than his confident words betrayed.

      It was about to get interesting.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
            CHAPTER 3

          

          
            THINNING THE FIELD

          

        

      

    

    
      Brad dealt the three cards of the flop; the five of spades, the king of clubs, and a queen of diamonds. Coach flipped over his two cards: the ten and the jack of hearts. Will had the king of diamonds and the ace of spades. Steven turned over a pair of fives—clubs and hearts. Will and Coach groaned as the three men stood to wait for Brad to deal out the last two cards.

      I looked over at Dylan, who had been out of the hand. He let his eyes wash up and down my body with nothing at stake in the game. I noticed his gaze drop to my breasts, and I turned to give him the best view and winked at him. He grinned and returned the wink. The three standing men focused on the cards, and I blushed at Dylan’s boldness while perched on my husband’s lap.

      “I need to deal, babe,” Brad said. “Go sit with Dylan.”

      I whipped my head around and looked at Brad with narrowed eyes. Had he already told all of his friends about our agreement? Coach and Will knew, but had he already told Dylan and Steven? How many other people knew that I was Brad’s hotwife? My pussy clenched at the thought, though. When Brad gave an almost imperceptible nod, I leaned and kissed him, then rose and walked towards Dylan.

      The room was silent, and I felt all eyes on me as Dylan pushed his chair back. He wore a pair of Bermuda shorts, and how his black t-shirt stretched across his broad chest sent a thrill up my spine. I guess our secret wasn’t a secret among Brad’s friends. I didn’t know how long ago he’d told them, but the thought they already knew stoked my arousal.

      I turned around and settled my round, firm ass into Dylan’s lap. His hands gripped my hips and guided me into place. I ground back into him, feeling his thickness press against my ass, then leaned back into his strong chest. Dylan’s arm wrapped around my waist, and I felt his hips grind into me. I lifted my eyes to scan the rest of my audience but didn’t try to silence my moan of arousal at the state of Dylan’s erection.

      Brad grinned and winked at me as he burned the top card. The other three didn’t even look at the table as Brad dealt the turn card—the eight of clubs. I lifted my eyes to pan across the three men. Coach was watching me with a grin and winked when our eyes met. His nod reminded me of our time in my gym, how he’d encouraged me to accept my sexuality and take on the mantle of a hotwife.

      When I met Will’s eyes, I felt his dark lust burning while he stared at me. I could also tell he knew the outcome. He would be going home to Christi soon. Christi and I had continued our weekly coffee meetings since the trip to our beach house. She and Will continued to enjoy swinging but also had grown closer since she watched me fuck her husband. We discussed getting together again, but Christi always deferred to Brad.

      I bit my lip as I felt Dylan’s cock grind into my ass. I wanted to let my mouth fall open and sink into the rising lust building in my core, but I held back. This wasn’t going to be a gang bang. I’d be given to one of Brad’s friends at night’s end. I looked forward to that but fantasized about being in the middle of all three of Brad’s available friends.

      Brad coughed to get our attention. There was no betting round since everyone was All-in. I focused on his hands as he burned the top card. He pulled the next card from the stack and turned it so only he could see it. Then he pressed it against his chest.

      “You all know the odds, I don’t have to tell you that any of you could win. If you go bust, you go home.” Brad said, his voice steady and deep, and he looked at me as he paused. “It’s not a secret between us around the table that Jenny is my hotwife. I enjoy Jenny seeking pleasure outside our marriage but only on my terms. She will be the prize tonight, but I have to explain the rules after this hand is over.”

      Will and Coach nodded; they knew the game. However, Steven looked at me with heat, and I felt Dylan’s hand grip my thigh. I’d be the prize for one of them, but I didn’t know if Brad had explained his stakes to his friends. I ground into Dylan’s stiffness slowly. Fuck, I was ready for the game to be over, but Brad was in control. I wouldn’t have it any other way.

      “Just deal the card,” Dylan said. “Fuck, you have a flair for the dramatic.”

      Brad grinned. Any of the standing men could win. There was a bit of luck at play. Brad liked that the game might be extended so he could draw out the anticipation. He flipped the card over—the five of diamonds. Steven grinned broadly. His four-of-a-kind was the winner and pulled the pot to his side of the table. Coach and Will groaned and started picking up their things off the table. Dylan squeezed my hips with one last grind, then pushed me up.

      “Go tell them goodbye, hot stuff,” Dylan said. “I gotta concentrate on the cards now.”

      I rose and turned to kiss Dylan’s cheek, whispering, “You want to be balls deep inside me, don’t you? You want to rail your friend’s wife while he watches.”

      I loved how Dylan’s eyes darkened at my dirty question. Yet he tilted his chin towards the two men packing their things. “Tell them goodbye like a good girl, Jenny.”

      I grinned and turned toward Will as he was closer. I hugged him and enjoyed the feel of my hard nipples pressing through my top and into his chest. His arms wrapped around me and dropped to squeeze my ass. He kissed me, a deep but short kiss. I flicked my eyes at him, and he winked. “Christi has a mutual friend coming over tonight. I gotta go anyway.”

      My eyes widened, and I grinned, “Sounds like a lucky girl. Have fun, Will.”

      Will pecked my cheek and stepped past me to leave. Then Coach pulled me against his muscular chest and kissed my forehead. I hugged him tightly and held on. His warm embrace comforted me as we held each other.

      “I need to get home to Felicia,” Coach said. He didn’t need to elaborate. I knew his morals meant our fun together had ended. He wouldn’t cheat on Felicia. I hoped he’d find some way to ask or admit to Felicia his desire to be with me again. The press of his hard cock against my belly betrayed that desire. I respected him too much to tempt him further, so I rose and kissed his cheek.

      “She’s a lucky girl too, Craig,” I said, finally using his real name. Our flirtatious banter would cool, but I was confident we’d remain friends. “We should go out, the four of us, to dinner sometime.”

      “I’d like that,” Craig said as he released me and left the room.

      I was alone with three men: my husband and his two friends, one of whom would be my lover for the night. I was ready to find out who it would be.
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            RAISING THE STAKES

          

        

      

    

    
      I strolled back into the room after seeing Will and Craig out. Steven was stacking his winnings. Knocking out two players had given him a slight advantage judging from the collection of chips in front of each man. Brad shuffled the cards and looked up as I approached the table. I pulled the chair out from the opposite side of the table from my husband and settled into the cushion. Brad looked like he wanted to devour me, Dylan watched me with predatory eyes, and Steven calmly stacked the lack of his winnings while winking at me.

      “Okay, these are the stakes.” Brad’s words reminded me that I was the prize, and a frisson of lust rippled up my spine as I crossed my legs to listen to Brad’s rules for the rest of the night. “One of you will win the contest, and one of you will lose. You will each have your turn with Jenny. This is only deciding the order.”

      “So fucking dramatic.” Dylan pulled two chips from a stack and twirled them in his fingers. The dexterity of his thick fingers surprised me, and I was mesmerized by the motions and fantasized about what they would feel like inside me. I was slick and needy and had to re-cross my legs and adjust to soothe some of the aches. Dylan winked at me when he growled at Brad. “Just deal.”

      “We get it,” Stephen added. “Just spell it out and deal.”

      “No sandbagging,” Brad said. “After I tell you what the winner gets, you might push in with a 2-3 unsuited. I reserve the right to declare the winner. So we will play with both your cards face up until someone wins.”

      “Fuck, may as well flip a coin, then,” Dylan groused. “No bluffing makes for a boring game.”

      “We’ll see,” Brad said.

      “Poker is more than just pure luck,” Stephen offered. “I’m good with letting you decide who the actual winner is apart from who holds all the chips. Let us play straight up. We’ll show our cards after each hand. Then you can judge if we’re playing to win or lose.”

      I watched the discussion go back and forth, squirming as the three men discussed the stakes as if I wasn’t there. They were hardly even looking at me as they bantered back and forth. I was the prize, and that fact had me simmering with lust. Dylan and Steve wanted to fight for me, to use their skills to win me, not just leave it up to a flip of the coin. I looked across at Brad, and he caught my gaze and winked.

      The way Brad smirked in my direction as his two friends trash-talked betrayed that he knew they’d want to have a real contest for me. They wanted bragging rights that they’d won me. I would enjoy my turn with each of them, but only one could say they’d won me outright. My husband always surprised me. He always had a longer view of things than I could see. At the end of all of this, I’d still be his wife—and that aroused me the most.

      As the bickering went back and forth, I rose, pushed down my shorts, then pulled off my top. Their conversation came to an end as Brad grinned at my nakedness. Three pairs of eyes focused on me as I sat back down and crossed my legs again. My breasts shook as I settled into a comfortable position. I had their attention, and I nodded back to my husband.

      “Deal, darling,” I said softly. “I’m growing impatient.”

      “Straight up.” Brad nodded to the men. “You’ll show your cards after each hand, and I’ll decide who wins what after one of you has all the chips.” Brad looked at me before continuing. “No more beer, babe. Bring us some cold soft drinks. We might be a while.”

      I bit my lip and nodded. I wanted to recline back and open my legs, play with my pussy, and distract all three with my physical allure. But I was here to serve my husband’s wishes. I leaned over to pick up the discarded clothes, then rose and walked into the kitchen. I heard the men grunt as Brad dealt the first hand, and the final phase of their tournament began.

      I schooled myself to put my clothes neatly into the laundry bin down the hall towards my home gym. Would I be fucking Steven in the gym like I had Craig that first time another man’s cock slid inside my pussy? I walked back into my kitchen and wondered if I’d find myself bent over the marble countertop while Dylan railed me from behind before the night was over.

      I shook away the lustful thoughts and opened the fridge to pull out three soda cans. I knew their preferences from years of hosting parties, so it was second nature—the two men in my dining room were long-time friends. We’d flirted many times. All of that had changed when Brad made me his hotwife. It was more than flirting now. My arousal seeped from my pussy and down my thigh as I pushed the door to the dining room open and strode back to the table.

      The tension in the room had risen as I stepped behind Steven and leaned over his shoulder to hand him his soda. My bare breast pressed into his soft t-shirt, and I looked across the table at Dylan. He was looking at his cards but lifted his gaze to me momentarily. The blistering heat of his eyes on mine, then dropping to my bare breast, had my core clenching. He wanted to devour me.

      I felt Steven’s hand drop and touch my thigh, and I lingered a moment longer, widening my stance as his hand slid up my leg. My leg quivered when his fingers paused and slid over the slick line of my arousal dripping from my needy pussy. He turned towards me, and our eyes met when he lifted his fingertip to his lips and sucked. My eyes stared at his lips as my teeth sank into my lower lip.

      I was going to burst into flame if this game kept going. I stepped back, feeling breathless with arousal, and strutted around the table to lean across Dylan’s shoulder to set his can of soda in front of him. I felt his growl as he stared across the table at Steven, then his thick fingers lifted and cupped my heated pussy. My moan was out of my mouth before I could stop it. My eyes closed as my hips pushed into his fingers.

      “Okay, enough,” Brad growled. “Let’s finish the game. Jenny, come here.”

      I felt my chest blush at Brad’s strict commanding tone, and I stood up straight and walked to him, standing at his side. He looked at me, his eyes dark with a stern expression. Was I in trouble? He’d encouraged this, and he’d smiled when I stripped. He wanted me to fuck his friends. Was he angry? He gestured for me to lean closer. I was just bratty enough to bend at my waist and give Dylan a view of my ass and Steven a direct line of sight to my tits as I turned to put my ear near my husband’s lips.

      “You’re so fucking sexy,” Brad said, and I flushed at his praise. “You need to be patient, Jen. Can you do that? Can you be my good girl for just a bit longer?”

      My lips grazed Brad’s ear as I nodded, then breathed out my response, “I will try, baby, but your game has me worked up. I’m just a prize for your friends. Do you know what that does to me?”

      “I can imagine, lover.” His low voice made me tremble. “Kneel here, and focus on me. No touching yourself, Jen.”

      A sense of peace settled over me as I sank to my knees. I closed my eyes and bowed, resting my cheek on Brad’s thigh. His fingers combed through my hair, and I shivered at his touch. He was claiming me right in front of his friends. His dominance was so subtle, but it calmed me just the same. I was his, completely. I settled into a mindless space as my arousal swam inside me. The game went on without me.
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      I closed my eyes and let the game sounds fade into a buzz. Kneeling at Brad’s side was something I’d always found soothing. We’d played around the fringes of BDSM, but we weren’t into the lifestyle. I knew enough to know I was sexually submissive, and Brad was a quiet, confident dominant. With a child in the house, we didn’t play with the dominant-submissive dynamic often. Brad knew how to calm me when I was anxious, and focusing on him was key to my peace.

      On my knees, his fingers were combing gently through my hair. His touch soothed me, and I soon forgot the other men in the room. I was aware of my naked body, my pussy throbbed with arousal, and my nipples pressed rigidly into my husband’s thighs. The fingers of one hand hooked around the opposite wrist behind my back, and I focused on breathing until my thoughts settled down. It was so serene to sink into Brad’s dominance. His presence soothed my soul. I pushed other thoughts out of my mind and focused on him.

      I wasn’t sure how long I’d drifted in the blankness I found at Brad’s knee, but I felt his fingers tighten in my hair. A tug brought me back to awareness, the slight pain in my follicles opening my eyes. I heard voices, and it took a moment for me to register that the game was concluding.

      “All in,” Dylan growled, his tone resigned frustration.

      “All in.” Stephen’s soft, confident voice was such a contrast.

      I lifted my head, sliding from under the table’s edge, straightening my back, and stretching to see the cards. Steven showed a pair of aces, while Dylan had a pair of jacks. The flop had a jack, a king, and a nine, all different suits. My mind was still fuzzy, so discerning more details was difficult. Their chips were all pushed into the pot. Whoever won this hand would win the game and the prize. They didn’t know who it was just yet.

      I looked over at Dylan, and he had an odd grin. His jacks were the nuts after the flop, but the turn and the river were still to come. Steven’s face was calm and serene—the typical poker face. Brad burned the top card and flipped over the turn card— the five of clubs.

      Dylan’s smile grew slightly; the odds were in his favor. Three jacks over a pair of aces. This was coming down to luck. Only two cards could swing the game in Steven’s direction. Brad slowly burned the top card, held his hand still, and gripped the river.

      “Turn it. Fuck, you’re an asshole.” Dylan grunted under his breath, and I bit down to squelch my giggle at his impatience.

      Brad chuckled, flipped over the river, and tossed it on the table—the ace of spades. Dylan’s forehead hit the table, and Steven only smiled broadly, then turned his attention to me. A look of lust darkened his serene poker face. I winked and then looked at Brad. The next part was his to announce.

      Brad stood up and stretched, then reached down to help me stand. He pulled me against his side, he didn’t need to announce that I was his, but his arm around my waist grounded me. I knew what would happen next, but I was anxious to see how his friends would react.

      “Good game. You both played well,” Brad said. “A fair game, Steven, you won it.”

      Dylan grumbled and started collecting his things, barely looking at me. Steven stretched slightly, and his gaze locked on mine. My core trembled, and I pressed my cheek into Brad’s chest.

      “Your prize is a weekend with Jenny at our beach house in a month,” Brad announced. “I’ll send you the details in an email. Steven, you played brilliantly, but it’s time to go home.”

      I turned to look at Steven, and his smile faded. He shook his head, looked down at the table, then smiled at me. “Sounds like I have a great weekend to look forward to with you, Jen.” He reached across the table, where Dylan was blinking. “Good game, Dylan. You played well.”

      Dylan shook Steven’s hand and sat back in his chair. Steven gathered his things, shook Brad’s hand, and walked to the front door. I stepped from my husband’s side and jogged to catch up with him and escort him to the door. Steven looked at me curiously as I reached the door and opened it for him, hiding my naked body behind the door.

      “Thanks for coming,” I said and tilted my head. I wanted him to kiss me, but he had to make the move. I wanted to feel his touch, but it was his choice. Brad’s decision shocked both men, so they were off-kilter by the shift.

      “I always have fun,” Steven said, then he leaned towards me, but his lips pressed to my cheek, then spoke into my ear. “When I kiss you, Jen, it will be on my night. I look forward to our time. Thank you for hosting.”

      Then he was gone, out the door and into the night. I closed the door behind him and flattened my back against the wood. I could see back into the dining room where Brad and Dylan were talking. As I started in that direction, Brad turned and walked into the kitchen. Dylan was standing as I walked into the room, and I tilted my head at him.

      “What did Brad say?” I asked. I was confused that Brad had left without talking to me.

      “He said you’re mine, Jenny. He said you knew that was the deal.” Dylan’s looked me up and down, devoured me with his eyes. I shivered at the intensity of his gaze. “He said he’d watch us from your room. What we do and where we do it is up to me.”

      I nodded. I knew everything about Brad’s plan and that I was the prize. The heat in the room had risen, and I shifted, one thigh in front of the other, my hands behind my back, my nipples rigid. My pussy zinged, my nipples ached, and Dylan’s eyes darkened as he stared at me.

      “All that is true,” I said, stepped forward, and sank to my knees.

      I reached for his belt buckle and started working it open. Dylan stared down at me, pulled his hands behind his neck, and tugged his t-shirt off, tossing it to the side. I bit my lip as I pulled his jeans open and tugged them down his muscular thighs. His cock bounced when it freed from his shorts. I kept working his jeans down to his ankles until they bunched around his leather cowboy boots.

      I sat back and looked up at him, watching his cock pulse. His thighs rippled as he used his toes to pull free from one boot, then the other. I watched as he stripped as naked as I was. His body was a work of art, heavily muscled, lean, and covered with various tattoos. I waited for his command as he kicked his jeans away.
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      Dylan stood back and looked down at me. I knelt, straightened my spine, rolled my shoulders back, and thrust my tits out. His hand dropped to his thick cock, and my eyes lowered, focusing on his hands as he pulled slowly to his tip. I bit my lip and looked back at his eyes. The silence was killing me.

      “Do you talk?” I asked, hearing a catch in my voice.

      “You’re so fucking sexy, Jenny.” Dylan’s deep voice seemed to boom in my ears. “Is this what you want?”

      “I want you, Dylan,” I said, then leaned and crawled to him. “You’re in charge. I’m up for anything.”

      I settled into another kneel and lifted my hand under his cock, wrapping my fingers around his thick root. He let go of his cock, and combed my hair from my eyes. Our eyes met as my tongue slid over the slit in his crown, and I tasted the saltiness of his pre-cum.

      “Do you have a safe word?” Dylan asked.

      My mind blanked for a moment as I thought back. Brad was my safety. He was always present when I played with his friends. Then I remembered what Christi had said in Galveston. I lowered my mouth and licked from the base of Dylan’s cock along the bottom to the underside of his crown.

      “Brad is my safety, but ‘Gardenias’ is my safe word.” I sucked on the broad tip of Dylan’s cock, flicking my tongue over his tip before pulling back. “I’ve never had to use it.”

      Dylan swallowed, nodded, then tightened his grip on my hair, “Got it.” His tone was low as he pulled my head and drove his cock deep into my mouth. He wasn’t gentle but steadily worked his hips. I felt his cock push further into my throat with each thrust. I looked up at him, my hands reaching around his thighs to grip. I needed to be grounded, and when our eyes met, his dark gaze had my pussy clenching while he fucked my mouth.

      My pussy was dripping as he used my mouth, my eyes tearing up as I relaxed my throat, granting him access. His eyes darkened as we stared at each other while his cock flexed into my throat. I lifted one hand to his swaying balls, cupping and pulling lightly. I wanted to feel him lose control, and I wanted to be a slut for him. We had all night, and it was just getting started.

      “You enjoy getting face fucked, don’t you? You’re such a needy cocksucker. Fuck, your mouth feels so good.”

      I nodded at his question with my mouth full of his cock. I flushed at his praise and his dirty words. I’d been on edge all night, but I’d been a good girl and hadn’t touched myself.

      It had been a few days since Brad and I had last had intercourse.  I closed my eyes momentarily, remembering when I’d last had Brad’s cock in my mouth, submitting to him as he fucked my mouth like Dylan was. “I want you to be a needy slut for whoever has you after poker,” Brad had whispered to me at night as we held each other. “I’m not going to let you come until then.”

      He hadn’t, and I loved that he wanted me to be a wanton slut for his friends. My eagerness and need for a hotwife night had risen since then, and now it felt like my body was on fire. Dylan’s cock in my throat felt so good—hot, meaty, and raw. His taste differed from Brad’s; each time I sucked on his crown, his flavor filled my mouth. I squeezed Dylan’s firm ass pulling him deeper as I felt his cock flex into my throat. I felt tears run down my cheeks, drool and spit spilling out of the side of my mouth. I was delirious with want as Dylan possessed my mouth for his pleasure.

      “You want my cum?” Dylan growled, his eyes locked onto mine. My sight had narrowed to his face, his beard. It felt like he was looming over me like I was his captive, his possession. With each stroke, that became more true, and my thoughts focused on this man who gripped my hair and fucked my face. He pulled back, and I gasped, then sucked in a breath as his cock bobbed before me.

      “Yes,” I said, nodding. “Fuck yes, I want you to swallow your cum. Please.”

      Dylan gripped his thick shaft and then tapped the tip on my lips. I opened up eagerly, like a hungry bird, and moaned, sucking the wide crown into my mouth. His flavor coated my tongue as he drove into my throat, then pulled back. I felt his hand flexing as I held his crown in my mouth. I opened up and wagged my tongue along the bottom, lapping at his slit. He grunted and pulled his shaft, his crown swelling just as the first hot rope of his cum spurted into my mouth.

      My eyes closed as my lips wrapped around the rim of his head. I felt his cock pulse as shot after shot of his cum burst into my mouth. I sucked and swallowed eagerly. The taste of his cum made my brain buzz. My nipples ached to be touched, and my pussy was on fire. I opened my eyes, felt Dylan’s hands loosen, and then pressed deeper. I licked and sucked, cleaning his cock, wanting every drop. My fingers were kneading his balls, and I felt the last of his load ooze onto my tongue. I pulled back and looked up at the dark eyes of my lover.

      “On the table, slut. My turn,” Dylan growled.

      I smiled and rose, pressing up to my full height. I wanted to kiss him before the next part. I wanted to give him my full attention, including the intimacy of a kiss with his cum on my lips. I tilted my head and leaned forward, my lips pursed, inviting him to plunder my mouth.

      His growl shocked me, and then his mouth captured mine, his tongue thrusting into my mouth as his hands held my head. He devoured me, kissing me deeply, not at all shy of tasting his spunk on my lips and tongue. The heated kiss weakened my knees, and I kissed him back with all I had. When he finally pulled back, his hands dropped to his sides. His eyes were dark, and I felt his cock throb against my thigh.

      “I said to get on the fucking table.”
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      Dylan’s hand landed on my ass like a sledgehammer, and I gasped at the sudden pain. It bloomed into something else as he gripped my hips and lifted me easily. If Coach was strong, Dylan was stronger, and his thick fingers gripped my hips as he walked to the table’s edge. He set me on the edge of our sturdy oak table and then pushed me back. The pile of chips behind me scattered as his hands held me flat.

      “I want to taste how wet you are,” Dylan growled, lowering his mouth to my breasts. I gasped as his mouth enveloped one of my nipples, arching my back. His beard brushed the flesh of my abdomen as my fingers slid over the stubble of his shaved head. My legs lifted and curled around his thighs, pulling him into me. I expected him to push back, but he continued to suck my nipple, pulling deeply while swirling his tongue around the tip.

      “Fuck, that feels so good.” My moans filled the room as I writhed under his attention.

      He moved to my other breast, his mouth kissing and sucking on the heated skin of my cleavage. When his hot mouth enveloped my nipple, I gasped in need. His hand slid over my thigh, then pressed between us to cup my molten sex. My hips bucked at the contact, seeking the touch I’d been missing for days. I couldn’t be still as I writhed under Dylan’s bulky body.

      He pulled his mouth from my breast, then kissed down my belly. I whimpered as his hand pressed at my inner thigh. I dropped my feet from behind him and then spread my thighs, nodding as he looked up at me. He kissed down to the rise of my mound, and I rolled my head back.

      “Fuck yes, please. Please lick my slutty little cunt. I need your mouth on me, please.”

      “Don’t you have a filthy fucking mouth, you needy slut.” His growl was muffled as I felt his mouth sink into the aroused flesh of my pussy. I tightened my abs and curled to grab his head and pull him into my core. His tongue lapped between my swollen petals, and he moaned at my taste. I ground my hips as I guided his head. He moved at my silent urging hitting all the places my needy pussy craved.

      I kept grinding myself into Dylan’s mouth and tongue. His fingers tightened on my hips, pulling me closer. I needed something inside me—his cock or his fingers—but his tongue swirled over my clit, lapping and flicking the most sensitive parts, making me moan loudly. I arched back, mouth open, lost in the sensations. I opened my eyes to the blinking red light of our security system. Blinking them closed, I felt Dylan tip two fingers inside me, pressed into that spot as his tongue lapped at my clit. My eyes flashed open, staring at the lens as my orgasm ripped through me, screaming in bliss. Dylan grunted but didn’t slow his assault on my tender button. Then he lowered his mouth to lap at my opening, and I felt my juices flowing from my contracting walls.

      My body was tense, shivering, as Dylan continued to finger fuck me. He pressed his fingertips into the right spot, and I grunted as my body bucked through another peak. His fingers swirled, curled, and pushed, prolonging my bliss, stealing my breath, and blowing my mind. When I finally collapsed back into the pile of chips, it felt like I’d sprinted one hundred yards. I gasped, trying to catch my breath, when I felt Dylan’s shadow over me. His mouth captured mine, his tongue pressing inside, and I languidly wrapped my arms and legs around him, holding him against me as we kissed deeply.

      “You need some water,” Dylan said as he pulled back from the kiss. “I’m not done with you, but let’s catch our breath?”

      “Yeah,” I sighed, but I didn’t move.

      Dylan kissed my neck, and his hands ran up and down my sides. We lay there under the blinking light of Brad’s security camera. Dylan’s mouth dropped down and kissed between my breasts, then swiveled to latch onto my tight nipple. I moaned at the sensation and a renewed ramping of my needful lust. I moved my hands to Dylan’s chest and pressed on the flat planes of his pectorals. I closed my eyes at the feeling of his thick muscles and felt his cock thicken between my thighs.

      “We need to hydrate,” I said softly.

      He rose and looked down at me, my eyes finding his. I felt vulnerable but safe as Dylan let his eyes roam over my naked breasts and down to what I knew was a slick, glistening mess between my thighs. He held out a hand, and I took it. Our hands tightened in a mutual grip as he pulled me up to sit on the table’s edge. I slid off and resisted looking back at the table, walking to the kitchen door.

      I felt Dylan’s hand at my back, flicking down my shoulders to my ass. “You have some chips stuck to you,” he laughed as he explained what he was doing. I laughed, then turned and pressed my shoulders to the kitchen door.

      “C’mon,” I said, pushing backward into my large kitchen. “Let’s both hydrate.”

      Dylan followed, and my teeth dented my lower lip as I watched his erection bounce as he followed me. I waved him past the large island, admiring his firm ass, thick, muscular thighs, and solid calves before turning toward the refrigerator.

      “Just water?” I asked as he stepped past me and turned to lean against the island counter.

      “That works,” Dylan said, then his eyes dropped to my tits. “Maybe some milk.”

      “Whoa, big boy,” I laughed, pulling out two water bottles and throwing one in a gentle arc toward him. “Those went dry years ago. I’m not going to go through breastfeeding again.”

      Dylan’s eyes widened. He caught the bottle but held up one hand, “That’s not what I meant! Fuck. Jesus. Sorry. I-I like to have some milk after a workout.” He shook his head, his face red with a cute blush.

      I chuckled, twisted the top off my water bottle, and leaned against him as I took a long drink. Dylan smiled at me as he did the same, then laughed and wrapped his thick arm around me. I rested my cheek against his chest and inhaled his scent, a blend of leather and whiskey. I leaned and kissed under his jaw, inhaling the spicy aroma of his beard.

      “You’re gonna get me all worked up again,” Dylan warned.

      “That’s the idea, isn’t it?” I asked, taking the last draw of my water bottle and then dropping my hand to his thickening cock. “You said we weren’t done.”
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      Dylan’s cock was still firm but not as stiff as it was when I was swallowing it after the end of the poker game. My fingers slid up and down, coaxing his shaft to full hardness, feeling it pulse as his heart pumped more blood into his thickening phallus. I stared at him as he looked down at me.

      “No mercy, Dylan,” I said. “I want you to use me, pound me with your big, thick cock. Make me remember you after we’re done.”,

      “Is it bigger than Brad’s?” Dylan leaned and whispered in my ear. His big hand slid over my breast and gripped it firmly. “I’d hate to ruin you for your husband.”

      His low laugh relayed his twisted sense of humor, but I bit my lip and nodded. My husband was perfect and always satisfied me in our bedroom. His cock fit me perfectly and was just as impressive as Dylan’s. I’d try playing a part if that’s what Dylan needed, but I was uncertain if he was joking or serious.

      “Your cock is going to stretch me so wide,” I purred and stroked to his tip, my thumb swiping over the end to spread his pre-cum over his glans. “Brad…” I drifted off, unable to complete my thoughts. I wasn’t going to disgrace my husband. With a sigh, I stepped back and leaned against the opposite counter, mulling over the words inside my head that felt odd and foreign. I wouldn’t humiliate my husband, even if he enjoyed being a cuckold and watching me with other men. I still loved him. I crossed my arms, glared at Dylan, and was about to open my mouth when he held up both hands.

      “Babe, I was joking,” Dylan said with a shrug. “I’ve seen Brad in the shower room at the gym. I was just… I-I’m sorry.”

      “It’s not what you think,” I said, sighing and dropping my arms. “We’re doing this for Brad as much as for me. He likes to watch me. He likes that other men want me. You want me don’t you?”

      “Fuck yeah, I do.” Dylan nodded and stepped toward me. “You’re the sexiest woman I’ve ever met, Jen. Your husband is my best friend, and I never expected to be here with you. You’ve always been a fantasy—untouchable. That I’m touching you now is a wet dream come true.”

      His candid confession melted my heart, and I wrapped my arms around his neck and pulled him into a kiss. He returned the kiss eagerly, and I felt desire swelling inside my core. I felt his cock stiffen against my waist as we kissed deeper. His hands dropped to my ass as I pulled from the kiss, looking at him.

      “I’ve always had a crush on you, Dylan,” I confessed. “On all of Brad’s friends, really. It was one of the reasons Brad convinced me to try this new lifestyle. I could live out my fantasies, and you are one of them.”

      “Oh yeah?” Dylan asked. “Tell me one of them.”

      “Being bent over that counter.” I nodded behind him. “You behind me, fucking me hard. Pounding into me relentlessly. I pictured it when I got back to the house, getting that first round of beers. I knew you’d be the next one to fuck me.”

      Dylan lowered and kissed me again, his hand sliding up my back and pushing into my hair. His grip made me wince against his mouth as his tongue thrust and curled against mine. My hands dropped to his hips, pulling him into my core. The heat we felt for each other increased rapidly, and his growl into my mouth made me pant with need.

      “Fuck me, Dylan. I want you to rail me, use me, make me feel it when I walk tomorrow.”

      Dylan stepped back and twisted, and his grip on my hair tugged my head back. He steered me towards the counter and pressed me against it. I whimpered and spread my legs, opening myself for him to plunder. His other hand smacked into my ass firmly, and a bloom of pain shot up my spine.

      “Oh! Fuck!” I grimaced, my hands reaching back to cover my ass.

      “Uh uh!” Dylan growled and gripped my hands with both of his. He pushed them up into the small of my back, then higher, straining my shoulders. I grimaced but didn’t fight against it. The ache growing in my back and shoulders flooded my senses, and I panted into the new sensation. I felt one of Dylan’s hand grip my wrists, holding them against my spine. His other hand dropped and spanked me again, making me see stars momentarily.

      “You’re a tease, Jen,” Dylan growled. “You’ve teased me since I’ve known you, and I think you need a little punishment. Right?”

      Fuck—he was right. I teased and flirted with all of Brad’s friends, knowing they were off-limits and that they wouldn’t risk their friendship. I learned how to play with their emotions, and I’d been merciless in the past, teasing them at parties and bars.

      “I deserve it. Make me feel it. I’m just a needy slut, and now you can have me.”

      Pain bloomed with each smack to my ass as he swatted one cheek and then the other. With each smack, I remembered when I’d teased him. I was a flirt and a cock tease, playing with the men around me, knowing that Brad would stand up for me if I took it too far. The pain from the merciless spanking bloomed in my core, and I knew I was soaked as tears ran down my cheeks. I sobbed and begged for more, then to stop, then just babbled. I was at Dylan’s mercy, and every nerve in my ass was alight with pain but also need.

      The pain rose to the point that my mind puzzled with my safe word, trying to form the words as I barked out a scream or a moan. Just as I was forming the word, Dylan stopped. His fingers dropped and cupped my slick folds, pushing a finger inside me. My moan of arousal at the touch felt as liquid as my pussy. I needed more, and I begged for it.

      “Fuck me. Give me your cock, D,” I pleaded. “Fucking use me like you know you want to. Fuck me hard.”

      Then he slammed his cock into me without warning. His hands released my wrists and then reached and gripped my hair with both hands. He pulled back, arching my back as his hips slammed into me. His cock stretched me with each thrust, his hips smacking into my red ass. I keened and came, then exploded again as he fucked me over the counter’s edge.

      “Take it, you needy little slut. Take my cock. I’m going to fuck you until you pass out. I’m going to fill you with my cum. It will be dripping down your thighs when I’m done.”

      He kept growling out filthy phrases and dirty words. My mind was melting from pleasure and humiliation at how badly I needed him to fuck me, berate me, and put me in my place. I lost track of the orgasms, then slumped against the counter. I was completely spent when Dylan slammed in deep, and his ejaculation bloomed hot in my core. I gasped as another orgasm ripped through me, thinking of his spunk painting my walls. I shivered as Dylan slumped over me and slowed to a stop.

      “Fucking perfect little whore,” Dylan said with a tone that made me purr. He was a teddy bear, but the way he lost control and used me. The way he let his need take over and his spanking made me regret the games I’d played. He kissed behind my neck as I wept quietly. Then he stilled as he heard my cry.

      “Jen?” His hips slid back, and his cock slipped out, leaving my clenching pussy empty, and I moaned. He lifted, spun me around, and held me to his chest. His strong arms bound around me. “Jen, are you okay, babe?”

      “Y-yes,” I stammered and wrapped my arms around him. I clung to him, needing his embrace, his warmth. I felt drained but alive. It felt cathartic like I’d released pain I’d kept pent up. I leaned back and then kissed the tattoo over Dylan’s heart—initials.

      “Whose are those?” I asked, looking up at him.

      “My wife’s,” he answered solemnly.

      “But you’re not married.”

      “She was killed in action before I met Brad,” Dylan confessed. My eyes filled with tears, and I scanned his face. “I never told anyone except Brad. I’ve always had a different story. I lied so I could keep her to myself.”

      “Dylan,” I said softly. “You need to let her go. You can’t heal if the wound is always there.”

      He nodded his head and then kissed my cheek. “I know. I-I know. I’m working on it. Maybe this will be a step. Are you okay?”

      The concern on his face was palpable, and I nodded, leaning up and kissing him softly. “I’m perfect, really,” I said against his lips.

      “I think I’d better go, then,” Dylan said, and he let go of me. “Your husband wanted me to get you back by midnight.” He pointed at the digital clock on the microwave—12:15.

      I nodded. “I think he’ll understand if I’m a few minutes late,” I smiled. “I hope I can see you again with Brad’s permission.”

      “Me too.” Dylan smiled and waved, then turned and pushed against the kitchen door and left me alone. I slumped over the counter and rested my head on my arms. I heard Dylan moving as he dressed, then the sound of the front door opening and closing.
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      I rested on the counter, stretching my legs and pointing my toes. The warm dribble of Dylan’s cum dripped down my thigh as I caught my breath. My mind was fuzzy with the aftermath of orgasms that had zipped through my body. I must have faded out because Brad’s warm hand rubbing the small of my back made me jerk and twist around. His face lit up as he focused on my wide-eyed, shocked face.

      “Hey, bab—” My kiss interrupted his sentence as I wrapped my arms around him. His arms encircled me, pulling me against him, his fingers digging into my hips. The kiss grew deeper, and I felt his stiff erection against my core and ground into him. My need for my husband’s comforting familiarity grew as I moaned into our kiss.

      He pulled back slowly, and his hands ran up my sides and cupped my jaw. His eyes examined mine while he wore his calm, confident smile. It always soothed my anxiety. At the end of my encounters, I was emotionally fragile, worried that I might have taken it too far or not enough. Brad’s presence was always a comfort, and he watched my eyes until I relaxed and then smiled at me.

      “Did you watch?” I asked, then dropped my hand to his bulge. “Did you come watching Dylan rail me?” I stroked my fingers along the ridge of his length through his jeans.

      “I watched.” Brad nodded, then kissed my nose. “ I stroked, but I didn’t come. I was saving that for you.”

      “I love that you do,” I said. “I would love it if you got so turned on you couldn’t help yourself too.” I squeezed his cock. He was still wearing his clothes from the poker game, and I reached to undo his belt when he stopped my hand.

      “Go take a shower and relax,” Brad said with a soft smile. “I’ll clean up the table and lock up. I’ll meet you upstairs?” As he asked, one of his eyebrows rose, and I nodded in return.

      “I’d like that,” I said. “I’m not ashamed, though. You could fuck me right now, lick Dylan’s cum out of my pussy. I don’t mind being your dirty, filthy hotwife.”

      Brad tossed his head back and laughed. “I might do that one day. I want you to relax and get settled. I’m going to make love to you. I want to remind you that I get to have you when and how I want. I want you relaxed and calm—centered.”

      “Babe, I always need you.” My smile was soft, and I rubbed his chest, flicking my eyes up to meet his. “I love you more than anything, more than ever.”

      I felt tears well up at my words. They were the truth. While I’d had intercourse with three of his friends now, it seemed that each time made me appreciate my soulmate more and more. He winked, turned me to the side, and smacked my ass. “Shower and soothe. Then wait for me, as you used to, before Sammie was born.”

      I yelped and then giggled as I headed to our room, and Brad went through the door into the dining room. His words swirled in my mind. I hadn’t considered Sammie since I dropped her off at my mother’s earlier. What would she think of me? Was I the mother and role model she needed? She’d be starting eighth grade after the summer. Middle school rumors could be vicious. I didn’t want my behavior to color her friends’ attitudes.

      As my mind chewed through that unexpected train of thought, I also focused on Brad’s other request. Before I got pregnant with Sammie, Brad and I had explored a dominant-submissive dynamic. He had been my Dom ever since, and his strength guided me. He was easy to submit to because I knew he put my needs first. He always had. To wait for him as I used to meant he wanted me kneeling as I had at his knee during the last hands of the poker game.

      I twisted on the shower, and the water heated up quickly. I slipped into the steamy spray and tipped my head back, letting it flow over my scalp. I shampooed my hair and rinsed it. Then I washed my body and felt little twinges in places where Dylan’s strong fingers had pressed deep enough that I knew I’d find bruises when I looked in the mirror in the morning. I sighed and rewound the night, the heat returning to my core as I remembered Dylan’s strength. The taste of him at the beginning was rich and salty, and I shivered as all of the memories of our time swam in my mind.

      Then I blinked and shook my head. I was supposed to be getting ready. I needed to be clean and ready for Brad. I didn’t want to keep him waiting. I rinsed quickly before shutting off the water and grabbing two towels. I wrapped one around my hair, then toweled myself dry with the other. I squeezed my hair and then hand-dried it, I didn’t have time to blow it out. So I’d tackle that chore in the morning. I spread some scented lotion on my legs and arms, then stood and looked in the mirror.

      I stepped into our bedroom and crawled into the center of the bed. Our fluffy, white comforter pillowed under my knees as I settled into my submissive pose. My thighs spread, my ass rested on my ankles with my back straight, but my head bowed. I rested the back of my hands on my thighs. I focused on breathing, finding my center as I relaxed into the familiar pose. Within a few breaths, my heart rate was steady, and I allowed my mind to drift.

      Whenever I meditated in this pose, my thoughts returned to Brad. He was my soulmate, and we’d been through so much together. We had enjoyed the dominant-submissive relationship we’d formed when we were younger. We’d read books and shared our preferences, and our sexualities meshed. We’d both found value in the kinky dynamic of power exchange. After Sammie was born, we discussed it again and mutually decided to put our lifestyle dynamic on hold. She deserved to grow up in a normal household. Our sex life was never fully vanilla, but it hadn’t returned to the depths I’d felt being his submissive. Now it all came rushing back to me. It began at his knee and strengthened as I meditated on our bed. Fond memories overcame me. I felt a tear drop from my cheek and onto my breast.

      Brad’s weight compressed the mattress, then his hand was on my chin. I raised my eyes to him, and he brushed his thumb across the bottom of my eyes. His expression was soft and so full of love that I choked up as my tears fell freely.

      “You’re mine, baby girl.” His voice was low, and he slowly pushed my back until my legs slid apart. He kissed along my cheeks, his chest pressed against my breast, his thighs pressing mine open. I felt the heat of his hard cock against my center and lifted my hips, seeking more of a connection.

      “I’m yours, Daddy.” I nodded. The honorific slipped from my lips without any thought. He was my dominant. He treated me with loving care and always guided me throughout our marriage. The names we used for each other honored that dynamic. He was my daddy, and I was his baby girl. It was as simple as that.

      Brad kissed me softly and then deepened the kiss. His hips moved, and I spread my thighs open, feeling his crown fit into me before he thrust and slid inside me. I wrapped my arms and legs around him, welcoming him home. Our kisses deepened as he made love to me. We fit together perfectly. His thickness stretched me while his length filled me. His slow, languorous tempo only added to the deepness of my feelings for him. My love for him was complete, total, and unconditional.

      As he pumped into me, I felt that familiar swirl of need rising deep inside me. His cock flexed against my clit as he ground into me. I knew he was still taking care of me, that his direction into this hotwife experience was him seeing my need and meeting it unconventionally. I clung to him, my fingernails digging into his shoulders—my hips ground and flexed into him as our pace quickened. Our breathing and moans grew loud and unhindered as we rushed to our peaks, crashing into bliss together.

      Feeling deeply at peace in each other’s arms after we caught our breaths, I turned and faced him, running my hand along his chest. His smile was content as he caressed me in the warm cocoon of our covers.

      “I love you so much, Daddy,” I said softly, feeling my cheeks heat and emitting a giggle at the words.

      “I love you, baby girl,” Brad said, then kissed my eyes closed. “Rest now, baby. Go to sleep, my good girl.”

      I giggled, then yawned and did as I was told. My dreams were filled with my loving husband and then his friends. Soon it would be Steven’s turn.
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