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      To my confident, sexy, and beautiful wife, who inspires me continuously to become a better version of myself.

    

  


  
    
      
        
        
        For you and for me the highest moment, the keenest joy, is not when our minds dominate but when we lose our minds, and you and I both lose it in the same way, through love.

        ANAIS NIN

      

      

      

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            INTRODUCTION

          

        

      

    

    
      Jenny anticipates a decadent hotwife weekend with Brad, but Brad is tight-lipped on the details. Their daughter will be at camp, and Brad has finally taken a vacation from work. All Jenny knows is that they are leaving for their beach house right after they drop off their daughter.

      Who else will be there?

      When will they arrive?

      What should she pack?

      Even though questions pepper Jenny’s mind and fire her imagination, she is sure of three things. Brad always has a plan, he always surprises her, and she loves him more and more. Steven won her as a prize at poker night, but the timing is up to Brad.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
            CHAPTER 1

          

          
            PACKING FOR A ROAD TRIP

          

        

      

    

    
      “Are you going to tell me the plan after we drop off Sammie at camp?” I asked as we finished packing our luggage in our room. Brad had been quiet on details since poker night. We were both wildly aroused from my night with Dylan. Our sex life always ramped up after one of my hotwife adventures. We still talked about our lives, family, goals, and everything. Only on the point of a promised getaway with the poker night winner—Steven—was Brad tight-lipped. “I know you’re scheming. I can see your jaw clench when I ask you. Just tell me.”

      “Not until we drop off Sammie,” Brad said, showing the patience that I adored while he stopped what he was doing and gave me his full attention.

      “Why?”

      I was getting borderline bratty, which I think Brad enjoyed. Returning to our roles had been fun, but being kinky with a twelve-year-old girl in the house was hard. So we’d cooled things off after poker night but still had fun together. I fluttered my eyelashes and tried my best to pout.

      “Because.” Brad’s laugh at my attempt at manipulation had my shoulders slumping.

      He knew me too well, and my pout didn’t have any effect. I slightly adored that about my husband. He liked to keep things under wraps, and I liked trying to pull little tidbits of information from him. Since his travel had cooled back down, we’d enjoyed more time together as a family. For all the hotwife excitement we’d shared since Valentine’s Day, we still enjoyed raising a precocious pre-teen and wanted to see her succeed as she grew into her teenage years.

      “Do you think I’ll get too excited and do something reckless?” I asked with what I hoped was a cute tilt of my head.

      “Yes.”

      Okay, now I was getting frustrated with my husband. I focused on packing my suitcase and tossed in several bikinis for our week at the beach. Brad at least told me we’d spend a week alone in our new beach house in Galveston. Since then, I’d added buying new, sexy swimwear to my weekly retail therapy shopping. I stood up and looked at Brad again. It was time to try a different tact.

      “How can I know what to pack if I don’t know the plan? C’mon babe, give me something.”

      “I can pack your bag for you.” Brad’s face turned into a grin, and I saw his brain start to turn. I held up both hands, palm facing him.

      “No, I’ll just take an extra bag or four.” No way was I going to let him pack for a week, which included some unknown hotwife shenanigans and at least a couple of evenings at the bar down the street.

      “Jen, have I ever steered you wrong?” Brad asked with a grin and wink.

      I chewed my lip because I didn’t want to admit it was true. Brad’s leadership as my husband, father to our child, and stag to my vixen was incredible. He was a stellar professional at work, always getting promotions early while maintaining a work-life balance. We were well off financially, and his planning ensured we had few financial worries. Sammie was a wonderful daughter who idolized her father. Brad had even recognized that I was hitting my sexual prime and found a way to make this time of my life incredibly satisfying.

      “No, you haven’t,” I admitted and entered his arms.

      I rested my head on his shoulder and ran my hand over his chest. Brad wrapped his arms around me, pulled me against him, and kissed my temple. I purred as his scent soothed me, his warmth surrounding me. I slowed my breathing until the coil of anxiety bothering me unwound, and I relaxed against him.

      “Now, do you trust me?” Brad asked, pressing a kiss above my ear.

      “Of course I do.”

      “Then finish packing. You know what it’s like at the coast. Bring all the new bikinis you’ve been stockpiling and some nice sexy dresses for dinner and dancing at night.”

      “Of course you know about the bikinis.” I slapped his chest lightly. “You make it hard to surprise you. How can you know everything?”

      “Big brain and a big dick,” Brad chuckled. “Hurry up and pack. I’ll go check on Sammie and start loading the car.”

      He squeezed me, and I smiled and wandered back to my open suitcase. He always knew how to soothe me when I got anxious about things. That’s what made our hotwife adventures so incredibly satisfying. I knew Brad was careful, was watching, and that I could explore my wildest fantasies with his handsome friends. I knew things would change, they already were slowly, but Brad would always guide me and ensure I was safe.

      Oh shit!

      “Brad!” I yelled out and hurried towards Sammie’s room. “Wait! I need to talk to you and Sammie.”

      Sammie looked at me and wrinkled her nose as I slowed to a walk outside of her room. Brad raised one eyebrow as he zipped up Sammie’s duffle bag. I looked down at Sammie with motherly concern.

      “Why are you being weird, Mom?” Sammie asked, exasperated.

      “Sammie, do you remember the talk we had?” I asked and then gave Brad a sideways glance. Sammie rolled her eyes.

      “Mom, we talk about a lot of things! C’mon, I want to go to camp. Amelia just left, and we wanted to pick out bunks next to each other.”

      I lowered into a crouch to look straight into her eyes, “You’re becoming a woman, and I just want to make sure you have everything you need.”

      Sammie shook her head like I was being over dramatic, then stepped around me and headed to the garage.

      “She’s got it taken care of, babe,” Brad said. “I checked, and she packed it all. You’re a good mom, Jen.” He slung the duffel over his shoulder and kissed my cheek. “Go get your stuff, and we can be off. Are you excited?”

      “Thrilled,” I sighed.

      I laughed at myself as I hustled back to the bedroom to finish packing and grab my bags. I was happy Brad had checked with Sammie, and I knew she knew what to do. We’d had several discussions. I zipped up my roller bag, then looked through my backpack to ensure I had the feminine things I needed: lipstick, brushes and combs, vibrators, and charging cables. I pulled the bag over my shoulder, grabbed my suitcase, and headed to the garage.

      I was getting excited about whatever Brad had planned.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
            CHAPTER 2

          

          
            ROAD TRIP

          

        

      

    

    
      I opened Sammie’s door for her when we arrived at the parking lot. It only stung slightly when she barely hugged me before sprinting across the parking lot and hugging her friend Amelia. Brad kissed my cheek and followed Sammie toward the crowd of parents, including Coach Sprague—Craig.

      I followed along, feeling isolated with all the other parents milling about and talking. Craig was introducing Brad to his girlfriend, Felicia, so I slid beside Brad and leaned into his side. Brad’s comforting arm around my waist felt good as I smiled and said hello to Felicia. I glanced at Coach—Craig—and had a flashback to the look on his face in the mirror of my gym while he was fucking me back on Valentine’s Day. Felicia greeted me warmly, giving me a short hug while air-kissing my cheek as I fantasized about her boyfriend.

      I needed to get over myself. I was happy for Craig. Felicia looked at him the same way I looked at Brad. She was definitely more attentive than Craig’s ex-wife. I hoped she and Craig would be happy. Amelia needed a good role model, and I could already tell Felicia could fill those shoes.

      “So where are you two going while Sammie’s at camp?” Felicia asked casually. I glanced at Craig, who sucked his lower lip into his mouth as our eyes met. Brad grinned and pulled me against his side. Both men knew about my weekend plans, and my mind stuttered over the thoughts of Steven taking his turn as my bull for the weekend.

      “We’re going to enjoy our beach house for the week,” Brad said, saving me from answering.

      “Yes!” I said loudly, with a bit of a squeak to my voice. “Are you two busy next week? We’d love to have you visit after the weekend is over.”

      I blinked, and Brad squeezed me sharply. My southern hospitality was automatic, and it was the polite thing to do. Felicia looked at Craig, who shrugged, then looked at Brad with a lifted eyebrow.

      “I could probably take a day or two off,” Craig started, flicking his eyes at me, then back to Brad. “If you’re sure it’s okay.”

      Brad and Craig were staring at each other, and there was an unspoken conversation between them. Felicia looked excited and smiled, then looked up at Craig before looking back at me.

      “Where is your beach house?” she asked innocently.

      “On the beach at Galveston,” I confessed and caught Craig looking at me with a smirk. “We’d love to have company… but not this weekend.” Brad pinched my side sharply, and I closed my lips tight. “It’s up to Brad. He’s not been clear with me on our plans.” I said, tossing the ball back into his court.

      “I’ll call you later, Craig,” Brad said with a smile. “We can work out the details. I want to get on the road. We have a busy day ahead of us.”

      Brad pinched my ass, then called Sammie over. She squeezed me hard and allowed me to kiss her cheek and hug her a bit longer. I said goodbye to Felicia and Craig while Brad said goodbye to Sammie. Brad held my hand as we walked back to the SUV.

      I tried not to stare at Sammie through the window of our SUV as we drove away from the summer camp drop-off. I couldn’t help it; she’d grown up so quickly, and I felt she’d be even more mature by the time we picked her up. I loved her more than I could explain, and I also knew that she knew I loved her.

      “What was that about?” Brad asked with a curious look at me as he pulled onto the freeway. “Did you want to entertain guests this week?”

      “I got flustered, and my southern hospitality leaked out.” I smiled and shrugged, trying to add a cute pout to my expression. “You haven’t been transparent about your for the weekend or the the following week.”

      Brad laughed and squeezed my thigh, letting his hand rest on my bare skin as he got comfortable in his chair. He looked over at me and winked.

      “You still think about Craig, don’t you?” he asked me.

      “I do,” I nodded. “I think he’ll always be special, being my first hotwife bull.”

      “He’s mentioned it a few times,” Brad said conversationally. “What do you think about Felicia?”

      “I think she’ll be good for Craig,” I said. “Amelia needs someone that honors her father. Like I try to show Sammie how I feel about you. You’re my soul mate, and I love you.”

      “I love you too,” Brad repeated and squeezed my thigh.

      We fell into an easy silence as Brad navigated the way to the outskirts of Dallas. Congested freeways and tall buildings transitioned to green, grassy fields, fences, and livestock. The summer heat turned the verdant greenery into buff tan and light shades of brown.

      “What do you think Sammie would think of me if she found out I was unfaithful to you?” I asked absentmindedly.

      “Hmm…” Brad said, looking over at me. His hand returned to my thigh and slid up to my crotch. I got the signal and opened my thighs for him as he tilted his head and watched me closely. “You’re not being unfaithful to me, Jen,” Brad commented as he slid his fingers under my shorts and brushed his fingertip over my silk thong. “I know and approve of what you’re doing. Sammie doesn’t have to know, and we’re careful about what we show while she’s around.”

      “I know.” I bit my lip, arousal starting to swirl in my core as Brad petted my pussy through the silk. I sighed softly, leaned back into my seat, and pushed my shorts down. I looked over at Brad, watching him as he drove with one hand, and trailed his fingers along my thigh until he found my soaked panties with the other. Feeling his touch, I moaned, and I spread my thighs wider. “I worry because I’m a mom. I worry less when I look at you because I know you’re taking care of me.”

      “Take off your panties, Jen.” His voice was husky, his eyes focused on the road. “Don’t look for other cars. Just do it.”

      I bit my lip and turned my head to stare at Brad. My fingers hooked into the waist of my thong as I arched into the seat and lifted my ass into the air. I felt the elastic slide over my ass and lowered my bare bottom into the warm leather. Brad looked at me, and we locked eyes as I brought my knees up and slid the panties down and off my feet. I smiled as my tongue slid over my lips. Keeping my knees up and thighs spread, I passed my panties over to Brad.

      “Good girl,” Brad smiled. “You’re such a sexy woman, Jen. I love that about you. You love what we’re doing, don’t you?”

      “I do.” I nodded, my hand dropped to my chest, and I squeezed my breasts, feeling my tight nipples press against my palm. “I love it more than I thought I would. I feel closer to you, even when I’m with one of your friends.”

      Brad moved his hands between my knees, reached between my spread thighs, and cupped my sex. I knew I was wet, and I closed my eyes when his middle finger slid between my lips and glided down to my opening. He circled his finger around my opening, collecting my juices, then curled his fingertip back to circle my firm clitoris. I huffed a moan at the feeling of his finger’s gentle, sure touch. He could drive me crazy with his deep knowledge of my body and how I responded to his touch.

      I blinked my eyes back open, dropped my hands, then tugged my top up, exposing my bra. Brad nodded while glancing at me, and I hooked my fingers under the bottom of my bra and pulled it up, letting my full breasts drop free. The feeling of the cold air from the AC vents tightened my already hard nipples, and I bit my lip to hold back a deep moan of arousal.

      Brad looked back at me. His fingers continued their light circles around my firm button, sliding down and curling inside me. The pressure of his finger hooking up to zigzag across my sensitive spot made me squirm. He held eye contact with me and then he winked. I rocked my hips, seeking more friction. I was the center of his attention, even as he confidently maneuvered through the traffic on the road.  I was oblivious, only wanting Brad to send me over the edge. I wanted him to push me into oblivion.

      I growled when he retracted his fingers from my pussy, lifting his finger to suck my arousal off his digit. I whimpered when he placed his hand back on the wheel. He glanced at me and winked again.

      “You need to be patient, Jen.” His grin infuriated me, even while his words made my pussy clench around nothingness. He knew what I needed, and he would patiently drive me crazy. I closed my eyes and dropped my feet to the compartment’s floor. I pulled my bra and shirt back down. Brad nodded his approval, then said, “Keep the panties and shorts off.”
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            SHIFTING PLANS

          

        

      

    

    
      The sun was bright when my eyes opened, and I looked around sleepily. Brad squeezed my leg as he pulled into the parking spot under our beach house. I searched for another car but didn’t see any. My pussy quivered as I cleared my head of my arousing dream of being with Steven.

      “Where’s Steven’s car?” I asked, stretching my arms over my head.

      “He had to finish up some work in Dallas,” Brad explained, leaning over and kissing my forehead. “He’ll meet up with us later tonight.”

      I nodded as my thoughts swirled through what Brad words. He got out of the car and closed his door. While he walked to the back of the SUV, I opened my door and slid out into the dark shadows of our beach house. Bright sunlight streamed through the spaces between the concrete pillars, and I had to squint away the glare of the sun reflecting off the gulf.

      “What do you mean by, ‘meet up with us later’?” I asked, stepping beside Brad and reaching for one of my roller bags. “He’s not going to stay with us?”

      Brad still hadn’t told me about the plans for the weekend, and his casual shrug at my question had me biting my lip as I frowned. It was aggravating to be kept in the dark, but I knew Brad liked to tease me. He knew my imagination would work me up as I anticipated my next hotwife encounter. The torment was irritating, but it promised that whatever Brad planned would satisfy both of our kinks.

      “It’ll be up to him,” Brad said. “I don’t know when he’s arriving, so we’ll have to play it by ear.”

      “Can’t you call him?” I didn’t like the needy whine in my voice, so I coughed and tried again. “A text message wouldn’t disturb him if he’s working.”

      Brad grabbed my other bags and then the handle of his roller. I pressed the button to close the backdoor of our SUV, then followed behind him to the stairway to our coastal getaway.

      “He said he’d text me when he was close,” Brad said. “Believe me, Jen, he’s as excited as you. That’s why he stayed up to finish his work. He told me he didn’t want to have any interruptions once he got here.”

      At least that was promising. I enjoyed the thought of Steven’s blue eyes focusing on me. His attention was always arousing. Since I’d become Brad’s hotwife, I found myself enjoying the stares of other men, even men that weren’t Brad’s friends. We’d talked about our relationship, and I disclosed that I had fantasies of enjoying the company of other men. I could tell by Brad’s physical reaction that he enjoyed the idea more than he let on.

      “What if we had some interruptions before he got here?” I asked with a flirty tone when we reached our front door.

      “Oh?” Brad chuckled as he keyed in the code for our electronic lock. “I told you I’m not fucking you until Steven arrives.”

      “What if it wasn’t you?” I asked as the door clicked open. I pushed past Brad, who froze at my offhand comment. I kept walking into our beach house. It was blazing hot and humid outside, so I kept the doors to our screened-in deck closed and went into the bedroom to unpack.

      “What if it wasn’t me?” Brad growled in my ear as his hands wrapped around my waist and tugged my hips back against his waist. “What was that supposed to mean?”

      I ground my hips into his growing erection and emitted an aroused moan. I loved that I still had this effect on him. I also knew he would stand by his rule and not fuck me until after Steven’s turn. I purred, then twisted in his arms, lifted my hands around his neck, and kissed his lips softly.

      “Am I not your vixen?” I asked in what I hoped was a sultry voice. “Isn’t that why I’m wearing this anklet? Isn’t that why I get looks from men when you take me to nightclubs like the one at the end of this block?”

      Brad’s eyes darkened as I looked at him with a small smile. I had to bite my lip as my eyes shifted back and forth, evaluating his glare. Was he angry or aroused? I winked and kissed his cheek.

      “You’re the stag, Brad,” I said, unzipping my bag and unpacking. “I’m just your horny vixen that wants to play the game you love.”

      His growl told me I’d struck a nerve, but I heard him unzip his suitcase on the bench beside our shared closet. Standing side by side, we unpacked our clothes for the week. I carefully hung up swimsuits and bikinis—all scandalously skimpy. I wouldn’t dare wear these if we were swimming in the ocean with Sammie. They were sexy and displayed my hard work in the gym, and I knew it would catch the eyes of many men at that bar down the street. I also hung up skirts and wraps that would hug my hips and show off my legs. Their thin, diaphanous material was nearly transparent and would leave little to the imagination of any admirers.

      Brad’s packing was much more conservative than my teasing ensembles. Bermuda shorts, polo shirts, and even a few tank tops. Since February, Brad had increased his exercise and workouts to cut some of the softness around his belly. He was never out of shape, maintaining his fitness with martial arts training. He’d made great gains, packing on some muscle and becoming leaner. His increased aerobic exercises also increased his stamina. I was impressed with how hard he’d worked with his travel schedule.

      He pulled off his shirt after he’d unpacked, and I turned to admire his muscled torso. I bit my lip and crossed my arms under my breasts. I was still in the outfit I’d worn when I dropped off Sammie, without panties. My tennis skirt was short, and I’d unbuttoned the tennis top while we were in the car. Brad glanced over at me, and I noticed his eyes stuck on the deep valley between my round breasts. I couldn’t help giving a small, teasing shimmy.

      Brad’s attention snapped back up to my eyes, and his hazel eyes seemed darker as he tilted his head. I could see that he was rolling things around in his mind, and he glanced over at the line of bikinis hanging in a neat line on my side of the closet. I could tell by his narrowed eyes and focused expression that my suggestion had tempted him.

      “That one.” He pointed to a crochet string bikini. “That wrap and sandals. We’re leaving in five minutes.”

      “Yes, Daddy,” I said as my pussy zinged in arousal. “Five minutes.”

      This hotwife weekend would be starting now.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
            CHAPTER 4

          

          
            BEACH BAR BABE

          

        

      

    

    
      I couldn’t stop adjusting the strings that held the crochet pieces over my round breasts. Brad had pulled the cords taut before tying them in a bow. The bottoms seemed even more skimpy than the itty-bitty triangles that covered my nipples and part of my breasts. The entire ensemble was made from a gold-colored cord that had been crocheted to form pieces of swimsuit that barely covered my breasts and pussy. The cord was soft and light, so I felt almost naked and extremely self-conscious.

      Brad looked at me and nodded. “Looks hot, babe,” he said, handing me a gold translucent, mesh wrap.

      I slung the wrap around my hips to cover my bare ass cheeks and the front triangle of my bottoms and tied it at my hip. The wrap danced around my knees as I leaned and slid my sandals onto my feet. I felt sexy but didn’t want to leave the beach house. The walk to the restaurant at the end of the block was less than a half-mile. How many people would look at me and judge me for dressing like a prostitute?

      “You don’t look like a prostitute.” Brad winked, reading my mind, then pointed to our large balcony facing the Gulf of Mexico. “Come outside with me.”

      He opened the door to the spacious balcony overlooking a strip of beach filled with people sunning themselves in the afternoon sun. Brad took my hand and walked to the edge. The whole balcony was covered by a screen to keep out insects but allowed in the humid warmth of the summer heat. I could already feel my perspiration collecting on my forehead and arms.

      “You fit right in,” Brad said, waving a hand across the beach. “Everyone here is dressed the same as you and enjoying the looks they get from the onlookers.”

      I studied the crowd and nodded. I knew my body was in the best shape of my life. I noticed the envious looks of other women as I shopped and did things for Sammie’s school. I knew I had a body desired by men—and not just Brad’s friends. I wanted to feel the looks of strangers, which made my pussy pulse because I’d finally let go of my self-consciousness at the skimpy swimsuit. I stood straighter and rolled my shoulders back, pushing out my chest, and turned to Brad.

      “You’re right,” I said. “I think I’m ready.”

      “Good,” Brad said, pulling me into his arms and kissing me slowly and deeply. He parted and licked his lips. “Okay, these are the rules.”

      “Rules?” I cocked my head and narrowed my eyes. “Okay, I’m listening.”

      “We go to the bar separately. You go first, and I’ll trail behind. You go straight to the bar and can flirt along the way but not stop walking. Strut your stuff.”

      I rolled my eyes and nodded. “I can do that. What else?”

      “Head to the outdoor bar and order a drink at the restaurant. Start a tab, I’ll cover it when I get there. Then find a guy to flirt with. See how far you can take it.” Brad nodded down to my anklet with the fox charm. “Some might recognize that. If they do, make eye contact with me.”

      “Will you allow me to fuck one of them?” I asked, suddenly wanting to have illicit sex with a stranger. Which sent a pulse of arousal to my pussy, and I felt my nipples tighten against the soft weave of my bikini top.

      Brad shrugged. “Probably not, but you need practice.”

      “Practice for what?” I asked and arched my eyebrow.

      “Other men. They are not like my friends and me,” Brad said. “That’s why I want to be there, and I’ll be watching if anyone gets too close or too handsy. I’ll put a stop to it. I want you to have fun, not get molested.”

      “I can take care of myself.” I wanted him to know I understood. “Having you there to watch my back, does make me feel safer. I can relax with you watching, so it’ll be fun, I hope.”

      “Off you go then.” Brad hugged me close and whispered in my ear, “I’m watching you for safety, not jealousy. You’re mine, Jen. You know that too.”

      I smiled and kissed his cheek, then strutted back inside and gave my husband a show of shimmying my hips and walking with one foot crossing over the other like a runway model. I loved his laughter, then a wolf whistle as I opened the front door and walked out into the hot, humid afternoon air. I stepped down the stairs, the descent making the tenuous state of my large breasts in the skimpy bikini evident. I slowed down to decrease the bouncing.

      Once on the cement floor of our garage, I paused and looked along the road behind our house and the paved pathway alongside the road. It was a wide, two-way bike lane, but pedestrians and people also used it on roller skates. It wasn’t too crowded, but it wasn’t deserted either. I heard a noise above me and looked up to see Brad closing our front door, then hurrying down the step to my side.

      “All good?” he asked.

      We were in the shadows of our parking space, so no one was looking at us. I nodded and pecked Brad’s cheek with a kiss.

      “Just waiting for my chaperone,” I teased.

      Then I stepped out of our garage and into the stream of people. I walked confidently in the midst of the crowd of people and set my sights on the bar at the end of the block. I turned to glance over my shoulder and felt a bit of comfort as Brad stepped into the stream of people about ten feet behind me. I didn’t feel like I was in danger, but I also felt the eyes of people, mostly men, watching me as I walked toward the elevated building that housed the restaurant bar, a popular place to eat, dance, and enjoy the beach vibe of the neighborhood.

      I got to the steps and, remembering how it felt to hurry down, slowly climbed them. I wasn’t wearing heels, just flat sandals, and my slow pace ensured I wouldn’t trip. I saw a couple coming down and leaned to the right to give them room to pass. The man was a bit older than Brad, and he turned his neck as I walked past. I giggled as I heard him cough and mumble something to his companion. I felt an odd mix of confidence and unease. I enjoyed his distracted looks at my body. I didn’t like the look in his wife’s eyes or that my presence may have caused a rift between them.

      Shaking my head, I continued up the stairs to the top level. The doors to the restaurant were open, and I continued inside, noticing the eyes of people turning to watch as I strode to the bar and ordered a peach margarita. The bartender poured the slushy drink into a wide glass with a stem and pushed it over to me.

      Brad slid over a card and nodded at the barkeep. “I’ll start a tab for her.” His voice was almost a whisper as he nodded at the bartender. “No one else buys her a drink, okay?”

      “You got it,” the bartender replied and gave me a wink.

      I took the margarita glass, slowly turned, and looked down the stretch of the bar, noticing several men actively looking at me and a few others trying to look like they weren’t. I grinned as I felt a blush rise on my chest. This was going to be fun.
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            HOTWIFE STRUTS

          

        

      

    

    
      I gazed down the line of barstools as I took a slow sip on the short straw of my margarita. I knew the icy drink might be too cold if I tried to suck too much; sipping was the name of the game. As I let my eyes wander down the line of people, I noticed only a few single men. The majority of the men were with other women. The other women mostly ignored my presence. When they didn’t, their looks were scornful.

      Fuck them. I wasn’t there to win a popularity contest or Miss Congeniality. I was here to flirt and find out if any available men wanted to flirt back and then see what happened. Brad and I had discussed the possibility of letting me loose as a hotwife in the bar, but this was my first time. I was jittery with nerves, and I hadn’t flirted seriously since I met Brad at a fraternity party back in college. I teased his friends occasionally but hadn’t seriously toyed with other men until the poker night a few weeks ago. I’d never flirted with a stranger.

      I held the margarita glass in one hand while dropping the other to my waist. My bikini strings felt tight, and I lifted that hand to adjust the edges of my crocheted triangles. The soft, knitted material’s movement over my rigid nipples had me biting my lip and shifting my thighs. My arousal was sky-high, and I’d not even started making eye contact with anyone. I let out a breath slowly and allowed my eyes to drift along the faces of the men. I noticed the end of the bar had three men with no women near them.

      I grinned and started to walk toward them, trying to shift my body in a slow strut. Two of the men noticed me and turned. One of them winked at me, and I walked up to him, returning his wink and offering a small smile. He was taller than Brad, and his hair was styled into a tangle of loose curls at the top of his head. He wore an unbuttoned tropical-print shirt that revealed a toned abdomen but not the hard edges of a bodybuilder. His skin was on the reddish side of tan. He probably had just started his vacation and forgot to wear sunscreen the last few days. We held eye contact until I was a few steps away, then I dropped my eyes just before I stopped before him. I slowly swept my eyes up his torso and held my hand palm down as our eyes connected.

      “I’m Jenny,” I said. “What’s your name?”

      I bit my lip and disguised my nervous smile. I didn’t know how to do this anymore. I asked him his name? Really? That didn’t feel sexy or sultry.  I held his gaze, let my teeth glide off my lip, and smiled at him. His eyes dropped to my barely covered tits, then lower to my translucent wrap that didn’t hide my skimpy bikini bottoms. I felt like I was standing almost naked. He didn’t reply right away, so I turned and focused on the next guy behind him.

      “Oh. Fuck. I’m Bart,” he said suddenly, standing to get between me and his friend. He wiped his hand on his shorts, took my fingertips, and lowered his lips to kiss my knuckles. “Nice to meet you.”

      I giggled and slowly pulled my fingers from his grip. I stepped back to the side, holding my hand out to his friend whose eyes were about to fall out of his head.

      “Who’s your friend?” I asked Bart, then I shifted my eyes to the man beside him. He had long blonde hair, a deeper tan, a worn t-shirt, and board shorts. I smiled at him as he finally made eye contact and released his beer. He wiped his hand on his t-shirt and reached to take my fingers.

      “I’m Billy, ma’am,” he said with a broad grin. “We’re not friends, ma’am. We’re brothers.”

      “Stepbrothers,” Bart corrected. “My dad married his mom….” He trailed off, then shook his head, a nervous laugh escaping as he shrugged. “You didn’t need to know the details, did you.”

      Okay, Bart was cute, and Billy was adorable. They’d be fun to toy with for a little while.

      “What brings you here?” Billy asked, then amended. “To Galveston, I mean. Not to this bar…” he trailed off.

      Their nervousness only fed my confidence. I smiled, slid between the unlikely brothers, and leaned against the bar with my elbows against the rail. I knew my full breasts were on display, and I savored the moment of the two of them gawking at me in a bar full of people. I crossed one foot over the other and angled my body against the bar.

      “Vacation,” I offered casually.

      I let my eyes wander over the people sitting at high-top tables a few feet away and enjoyed more looks admiring my toned physique. Turning to look for Brad to check in, I noticed a fair share of glares from other women. I dipped my head, uncomfortable with their stares. I didn’t want to have this much attention. I felt more than saw Bart turn toward me. He inched closer, and I felt his fingertips brush my abdomen.

      I flicked my eyes up to look at Bart, then back to his hand. I didn’t like being touched without consent. Bart drew his hand back and pulled it up behind his head to scratch behind his ear. I narrowed my eyes briefly, then relaxed my expression into a smile.

      “You can look, Bart,” I smiled. “Be polite and ask a girl before you touch her.”

      I knew I was leading him on. I knew my appearance and flirting encouraged him, and I didn’t want to scare him off. It was an excellent time to remind the young man about the rules of consent. I was just about to start another conversation when I saw a familiar face. I smiled when Steven’s brilliant blue eyes scanned the crowd and locked onto mine. Bart noticed my focus, then turned and looked in Steven’s direction. I patted Bart’s chest as I stood up and walked past him.

      “Looks like my date’s here, gentlemen.” I nodded as I left the pair behind. “I enjoyed meeting you. Maybe I’ll find you again sometime.”

      Then I turned away from them and made a beeline toward Steven. My pussy was clenching, and my arousal peaked as I walked into Steven’s arms, pulled his head down, and kissed him deeply.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
            CHAPTER 6

          

          
            HOTWIFE NEEDS

          

        

      

    

    
      My mind went blank when my lips met Steven’s, and his strong arms wrapped around me. I tilted my head and ran my tongue along his lips, parting mine to accept Steven’s tongue as one of his hands cradled the back of my head. I inhaled through my nose, and my senses filled with his cologne, the warmth of his chest against my breasts, and the firm ridge of his erection pressing against the flat plane of my belly.

      We parted slowly, and my thoughts returned. I heard some gasps from people near us, and one recommended that we find a room. That sounded great to me, and I smiled at Steven.

      “Want to get out of here?” I asked, then panned across the room, looking for Brad.

      I spotted him at the bar. His body angled towards us. He lifted his drink and nodded at me. He gave a slight head tilt in the direction of our beach house and winked. When he turned to continue his conversation with the cute bartender, my gaze flicked back to Steven’s face. His eyes were dark as we focused on each other. He nodded, and I heard a low growl.

      “Use your words, Steven.” I grinned back at him, even while his intense stare and vocalized arousal made my insides melt. “I know a place.”

      “Show me the way.” Steven’s eyes lightened as he broke out of the sudden lust spell that had overtaken us both.

      “Follow me,” I whispered in his ear, then took his hand and headed back out of the bar. Steven trailed behind me, and I looked over my shoulder to watch him. My nipples were rock hard, and my pussy was throbbing. I had fantasized about Steven many times over the years, but, since poker night, my dreams had been filled with his handsome face and tall swimmer’s build.

      Side by side, we went down the stairs. The jostling of my boobs in the skimpy bikini didn’t matter anymore. My goal was to get him back to the beach house, strip naked, and let him have me however he wanted. I’d never seen Steven naked but had been to enough swimming parties to fantasize about the thick bulge he was packing under his trunks.

      At the bottom of the stairs, I turned toward the path home. Steven stopped and looked the other way.

      “My car?” he asked when I looked at him.

      “Leave it. Brad can come and get it later.” I pulled his hand, and he turned and followed.

      We were just about to our open parking area built between the concrete pillars under our beach house when I remembered that I didn’t know the code to the front door.

      “Dammit,” I said, sighing as I slowed down and stepped into the shadows alongside our SUV. “I don’t know the key code to get in.”

      I leaned back against the concrete wall in the shadows of our space and looked at Steven with a pout. Steven stepped forward, then bent and kissed me hungrily. I pressed my hands lightly against his chest, feeling the rumble of his growl as he possessed my mouth with his. His tongue thrust inside, and I lifted my hands around his neck, accepting his tongue as I purred.

      “I can’t wait, Jen,” he growled as his hands ran down my bare sides, over my hips, and gripped my ass through the wrap. “I’ve been thinking of what I would do to you the whole ride from Dallas. I lost it when Brad texted that you were flirting with other men in a bar. I was lucky I didn’t get caught speeding.”

      I smiled at him, ran my hand down his chest, then below his waist, and cupped his erection. It throbbed in my grip as I stroked slowly through his jeans. I looked at him and then kissed his t-shirt above his heart.

      “Right here, right now?” I asked, looking past the entrance to our garage. The stream of people periodically passing by didn’t seem to notice us in the shadows. I looked to my left toward the front of our SUV and gripped Steven’s cock. I pulled him deeper into the shadows of our garage, and he nodded.

      “Right. The fuck. Here.”

      His hands pulled at my wrap, tossing the flimsy material to the side. I unbuckled his belt, fumbling to unbutton his jeans, then pushing them down. I slid my hand inside his boxers while Steven tugged at the strings of my bottoms. I stroked his thick cock while we kissed passionately. By feel alone, I knew his cock was thicker than any of Brad’s friends. A slow stroke to the tip had me thinking longer too. I bit my lip and broke the kiss. I sank to my knees and looked up at him.

      I lowered my eyes to his cock. It was all that my curious touches had promised, thick and stiff. I could feel it throbbing as I pulled my fingers to the tip. I pulled his foreskin over his glans, and I felt him shudder. I pushed my grip down, pulling back the foreskin and licking my lips at the sight of his shiny tip oozing precum. Collecting a drop with a sweep if my tongue over his swollen crown, I opened wide and sucked the head of his cock into my mouth.

      “Oh, fuck,” Steven growled.

      I felt his hips push his cock deeper into my mouth. I relaxed as best I could as his thick head pressed into the back of my throat. I gagged slightly, and Steven pulled back slowly. My mouth had filled with my spit as I used my mouth, licking and sucking to savor his salty musk. When he pulled his cock free, I spat the excess onto his head, then used my fingers and hand to stroke the slickness over his cock.

      “You taste so fucking good, Steven,” I moaned before pulling his cock back deep in my throat.

      His strong fingers threaded into my hair and then tightened. My pussy throbbed, and I felt my juices dribble down my thigh. He pushed into my mouth as his firm grip held my head. I moaned around his cock as he thrust deep. I could feel it throbbing. His sudden tug on my hair sent pangs of pain to my scalp as he pulled my head back. I whined when I felt his cock slide from between my lips and lifted my eyes to look at him with questioning eyes.

      “I want to fuck you, Jen. I want to feel your tight cunt around me when I come. I want to fill you with my seed until it’s dripping from your pussy.”

      I nodded. I wanted that too.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
            CHAPTER 7

          

          
            RIGHT HERE, RIGHT NOW

          

        

      

    

    
      Steven helped me up, pulling my hands with his firm grip. I pressed up, straightening my legs as Steven grabbed my wrists together, adjusted his grip then spun me with his free hand. He stopped me as I was facing Brad’s SUV and pushed my head down.

      “Right here, right now,” Steven growled into my ear.

      I felt his rigid cock slick with my spit rub into my bare ass. I spread my feet out and leaned against the metal of the fender. The compression of my breasts against the car, and the ache of my rigid nipples against the warm metal, pushed a needy moan of need from my lips. Steven’s free hand yanked at the sides of my bikini, untangling them to tug on the crocheted gusset and pulling it away from my bare pussy.

      “Right here, please. Right now. Fuck me,” I panted, swiveling my head back to look over my shoulder.

      I wriggled my hips at Steven, watching his face. His eyes darkened as he stared at mine. I dropped my gaze to his cock, his hand wrapped tight around the root. I bit my lip as I ground back, eager to feel his cock stretching me. I looked back up to see his eyes trained on my ass, pressing his flared head between my cheeks. I shuddered at the feel of his cock as he drew it down my pussy lips. I groaned needfully, impatient for more.

      “Now. Please.” It felt and sounded like I was begging, and I swallowed a ball of nervousness as Steven grinned at me. He was teasing me, and he enjoyed my responses. I was so fucking hungry for him I pushed back and dropped my head when I felt his crown slide past my opening and through my tender lips. I let  out a frustrated grunt that turned into a moan as he angled his hips and drew his thick head over the top of my sensitive clit.

      
        
        
        *Smack*

      

      

      

      The swat caught me by surprise, and I yelped, twisting my head back to stare at him. Our eyes met, and Steven gripped my ass where he’d spanked me. His hand pushed into me, holding my hip against the solid metal of the fender. I wanted to push back, and I needed to be filled. His grip was firm, and he held me there. My thighs quivered as I worked to feel his cock.

      “Here?” Steven grinned at me cockily as I felt his blunt tip press against my opening. “Now?” Another confident question without additional movement.

      “Now, please.” I whimpered, nodding my head. “Now.” Louder, more strident. He continued to tease his tip into my opening. “Fuck me!” Those words drew head turns from passersby just as Steve plowed his cock into me.

      The exquisite stretch of my pussy made me moan loudly. His cock drove in, and then he pulled back, pausing momentarily, then punching his hips to fill me to the hilt. I closed my eyes with my head down, feeling the stretch of my pussy as Steven stroked into me with deep, slow strokes. I felt the shape of his cock as I clenched tight, molding my cunt around him.

      I tossed my head back and looked over the trunk of the car, vaguely aware of people passing the shadowed parking space. My head was bouncing with Steve’s thrusts. The idea of being watched, heard, and observed by strangers pulled a whimper from my lips, and I moaned loudly with each punch of Steve’s hips. I didn’t care who heard me. I didn’t want this to stop.

      Steven gripped a handful of my hair, and I grunted as he tugged my head to one side. I blinked, then looked in front of me, feeling my eyes widen as I stared into the familiar eyes of my husband. He stared back with a confident smirk, and I nodded at him with my pussy full of his best friend’s cock. Brad winked, then panned to look at Steven.

      “Couldn’t wait to get inside her?” Brad asked with a laugh.

      “She forgot the code,” Steven explained between grunts as he fucked me hard.

      Brad’s laughter caught me off guard. “That’s why I texted you the code.” Brad’s broad grin had me clenching. He always took care of me, and he loved sharing me with his friends as much as I loved fucking them. I bit my lip and stared into my husband’s eyes as Steven plowed into me. I was ramping up to an explosive orgasm, my senses overwhelmed and my mind a mess of feelings and emotions. When the bomb of my climax detonated inside me, I screamed out. My mouth was covered in familiar lips in a second, and I felt my husband’s tongue press inside my mouth.

      Steven kept railing me, making my body shift over the top of the car. Brad was halfway on the trunk, his hands gripping my head as he kissed me lustfully. Steven slapped my ass, and I tipped into another wave, knowing people could watch while I came around Steven’s cock, while my husband kissed me deeply. Mentally, I couldn’t process everything, and my brain was lit up by bliss that came in waves.

      When I felt Steven thrust in deep and release a hot wave of his cream inside me, I bucked into one last cresting peak. My thighs flexed and shook while my clit pulsed like it was the epicenter of the waves of pleasure that washed over me. I felt a few more strokes snap into me as Steven’s hips smacked into my ass. Brad’s lips pulled back, his fingers still tight against my scalp.

      “You’re so fucking sexy, baby.” His growl was quiet and then he swiveled his head toward the entrance to our garage. He nodded back at Steven, and together they communicated something I couldn’t put together. “Let’s get inside, sweetheart.”

      My mind was a melted mess of lust, passion, and heat. I flopped against the trunk, cheek resting on the hood, completely naked, with people streaming past our garage in groups. I felt Steven’s hips draw back and whimpered when he slid out. Our combined juices leaked and began dripping down my inner thigh.

      Brad’s eyes looked into mine, and I felt my wrap covering my back. I nodded and closed my eyes as Steven pulled me back off the hood of the SUV, then lifted me into his arms. I leaned my head into his chest, feeling like a rag doll as he walked behind Brad and up the stairs to the entrance of our beach house.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
            CHAPTER 8

          

          
            A BED FOR THREE

          

        

      

    

    
      Steven carried me into our beach house as Brad held open the door. I was aware of my surroundings, but only barely. I leaned against Steven’s chest and gripped the edge of his t-shirt. Steven paused as he entered the kitchen area just past the front door. He carefully lowered my bare ass onto the counter, and I bit my lip when I felt a stream of our combined juices slip down my thigh. I leaned back on my hands and smiled at Steven, arching my back and offering him my tits.

      Steven stepped between my legs and hovered over me. I reached for his t-shirt, curling towards him, gripping the soft cotton, and pulling at it.

      “I want to see you. All of you,” I said, knowing I was completely naked and resting on our kitchen counter.

      Steven grinned, reaching back to pull his t-shirt off and exposing his tanned torso. With a light dusting of chest hair and flat planes of his broad chest, ripples of muscles tightened and loosened as he twisted to toss his t-shirt towards the bedrooms. Then he kicked off his shoes and pushed down his jeans and boxers. My eyes tracked the movement of his cock swaying from his actions as he kicked his jeans and shoes away.

      I nodded and slid to the edge of the counter, then dropped to my toes on the tiled floor. I pressed myself into Steven’s body, feeling my nipples tingle as his warm skin enveloped me. I felt his arms wrap around me, pulling me into his embrace. I dropped my hand to his cock, feeling it swell and straighten as I lightly stroked. I looked up at him; he was the tallest of Brad’s friends. His height and swimmer’s physique made me feel small, and I nuzzled into his chest.

      “I’m here for your pleasure,” I said, kissing his breastbone. “I want to fulfill your wildest fantasies.”

      “Anything I want?” Steven asked. “Nothing off limits.”

      Brad coughed slightly and then nodded at Steven. “I’m just here to watch. You have control. Jenny is yours for the night.”

      “What if I want us both to fuck her?” Steven said.

      I trembled because having two cocks in me at once was one of my wildest fantasies. I kept stroking Steven’s stiffening cock and began to imagine how that would work out. I was open to anything, even double penetration by these two impressive men. My pussy clenched as they continued to talk and discuss as if I wasn’t there.

      I looked at Brad, and he winked at me, slowly stripping as he and Steven discussed the next step. I lowered to my knees and pushed my mouth over Steven’s crown, sucking at the tip and tasting the combination of our fucking. I idly sucked as the men talked casually, only slightly aware that Brad was now as naked as the two of us. I felt Steven’s fingers grip my hair and give a tug.

      “Go wait for us in our bedroom, babe.” Brad’s voice was low and husky.

      I stood up and nodded, taking a moment to glance at how rigid my husband had become. This would change things, but having Brad participate in my fun didn’t worry me. We hadn’t discussed the idea, so I’d dismissed it as a possibility. Walking away from the two men, I felt a tangle of nerves in my core. I crawled onto the bed and then slipped into a kneeling pose, showing my submission to my husband’s will and, by extension, Steven.

      I concentrated on breathing, letting my hands rest palm up on my thighs. Clearing my mind had my focus on my increasing arousal. The thought of being the focus of two men had my pussy leaking and my nipples rigid. I wanted to drop my hand to my pussy, find my clit, and sink into the bliss I knew was about to come. I also wanted to show my trust in Brad, that I could be patient and wait for whatever they discussed and agreed on. Part of me felt a pang of humiliation for being used as a sexual object, impersonal and distant. That echoed the desire I’d already seen in both of their eyes. They not only desired me, they both loved me in their way.

      The bed depressed on either side of me, and I let my eyes blink open, feeling a rush of arousal at their presence. I felt the familiar touch of Brad’s fingers on my chin, and he smiled softly at me.

      “On your knees, Jen,” Steven said, taking charge of the space. “I want your mouth on my cock. Brad is going to fuck that tight pussy of yours.”

      I shifted forward and twisted to crawl towards Steven. He was kneeling with his ass on his ankles. His cock, thick and proud extended from his groin. I reached for it, looking up at Steven’s dark eyes. He nodded, so I grabbed his thick shaft and stroked, bowed my head, swirled my tongue around his crown, and pushed my mouth deep down his rigid shaft.

      Steven’s moan as my mouth engulfed his cock made my pussy clench. I bounced my head slowly up and down, feeling his thick head press against the opening to my throat. I swallowed, and my mouth filled with slick saliva. I used my hand to stroke the bottom half of his cock and spread more of my drool and spit over his shaft.

      Brad’s smack of my ass reminded me I wasn’t alone with Steven, and I wiggled my ass at my husband. His hand dropped to cup my pussy, while I moaned and ground my hips, seeking more friction on my clit. I felt the bed move while I bobbed up and down, and when Brad’s crown pushed between my tender lips, I moaned around Steven’s cock. I trembled at the first feeling of two different cocks inside me simultaneously.

      Steven rose to his knees, and I pressed up to hold up my body with my arms. I looked up at Steven, holding eye contact as my body shifted from Brad’s steady stroke of his cock into my clenching pussy. Steven gripped my hair tight, kept me there, thrust into my mouth, and pressed into my throat. My small gag barely bothered him, and I swallowed, feeling his cock stretch my throat. Then I was lost in the sensation of two cocks thrusting into my pussy and my mouth. I stared up at Steven, who met my gaze with a dark look of lust.

      I felt a spiral of arousal cycle faster as the men plunged their cocks in and out. I was just a fuck toy to them, and it was exactly what I wanted. I wanted them to use me hard. Treat me like the slutty whore I was deep inside. I craved cock in so many ways, and I was getting my fill. The first peak was small as I felt my pussy clench around my husband’s cock. Then they both paused, and Steven slid his cock from my lips.

      “Go straddle your husband and ride his cock,” Steven growled lowly.

      I bit my lip, unsure of what was to come. Steven nodded at me, then reached onto the top of the bed to pick up a container of lube. My eyes widened, and my pussy clenched. With a gasp, I turned toward Brad, who was lying back, stroking my juices up and down his cock. He nodded, and I crawled over him, eager to position his cock at my entrance.

      “Are you ready for this, Jen?” Brad asked quietly. He knew I hadn’t had a lot of anal sex. Enough to find it enjoyable, but it wasn’t something I craved. Until now. The thought of having Steve fuck my ass while I rode my husband’s cock almost took my breath away.

      “Yes, baby,” I said, sliding my pussy down my husband’s cock. “I want you both inside me. Thank you.”

      I didn’t know what else to say. I kissed Brad deeply while he wrapped his arms around my back. I rode his cock slowly, moving up and down.

      Fuck, was this going to happen?
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            DOUBLE TROUBLE

          

        

      

    

    
      I ground my hips onto Brad’s rigid cock, pressing myself as far down as possible and moaning at the feeling of his thickness filling me. My nipples were like rocks pressing into his warm, firm chest. I blinked, finding his intense hazel eyes staring back into mine. His face was impassive. He slowly worked his hips, pumping his cock in short waves inside me.

      “You’re beautiful, Jen.” His voice was a whisper against my temple. I held still with my head against his neck, feeling his pulse against my nose. I nodded, acknowledging his praise with a kiss on his shoulder.

      I felt his hands slide down to my ass, gripping my cheeks and spreading them. I wanted to tense up, knowing the first insertion would hurt. I didn’t want to look back at Steven, not when I was sure my face would twist into a painful grimace as his cock penetrated my tight ring. The first touch of his lubricated fingertips made my hips jump. I forced myself to relax, then felt Steven probe against the opening, easing the tip in slowly.

      “Relax, babe,” Brad coached, his hips rolling in a steady undulation inside my slick walls. I tightened my pussy to squeeze his cock and moaned as that motion also squeezed around Steven’s probing fingertip.

      “Relax, hot stuff,” Steven said in a soothing voice.

      I tensed as more cool gel was poured between my cheeks. Steven continued to probe until his single digit slid in easily. He added a second and another squeeze of lube, and I moaned as the sensations built inside me. Brad’s cock was rigid as he pressed his hips in small bumps. I was ready, and I nodded into Brad’s shoulder. His fingers pulled my cheeks apart, and Steven retracted his fingers. I felt his weight dip the bed back, then his knees pressed alongside my lower legs.

      “Now, please,” I managed, still not turning to look at Steven. I needed more but was also a bit skittish at the thought of two hard cocks plunging into me. I felt the heat of his cock head sliding between my ass cheeks. It felt slick, and I nodded again, ready for the next sensation. When his head pressed against my anus, I pushed back and moaned as his cock stretched my ring. He slid back, hesitated, then thrust again, and that delicious stretch pulled a low moan from my lips.

      The third stroke pushed his cock past the opening, and I felt his shaft stretch inside me. Brad groaned underneath me, and I bit his shoulder. I knew he felt some of the penetration of Steven gliding deeper into my ass. I twisted my head around, my blond hair tossed over my back, strands of sweaty hair sticking to my cheek.

      “Fuck! Yes! Fuck my ass!” I pleaded as I flexed my hips back.

      Then the two men took over. Brad’s hands held my hips as he stroked his cock into me with full strokes. Steven’s cock slid back and then he thrust deep and hard. His fingers in my flanks pulled me back just before Brad’s grip tugged me forward. The two thick cocks plumbed into me, and I moaned with each passage. I arched my back, my breasts lifted from Bead’s chest. When Brad’s mouth latched onto one taut nipple, I screamed as an orgasm ripped through me.

      They didn’t stop or slow; they just kept steadily fucking me. Their bodies were in sync as their cocks slid in deep, then retracted endlessly. I was moaning and keening, feeling waves of bliss crashing into me. Steven’s cock stretched my ass deliciously, and Brad’s motion crushed the base of his cock against my clit with every stroke. I was delirious with desire, wanting to fuck back against them, but entirely at their mercy.

      Heat built inside me; the friction from two thick cocks punching into me made me feel like I was on fire. I thrashed and arched between my two lovers. Brad moved his mouth hungrily between my breasts, sucking my nipples with deep pulls that sent ripples of electricity to my clit. Their fingers dug into my flesh, and I hoped they’d leave bruises and marks to help me remember this feeling. I levitated as their pace increased, and I hit another peak, followed by wave after wave of bliss that robbed me of my breath. I collapsed against Brad’s chest, limp as the two continued to drive into me.

      Then it was one bloom of heat in my pussy, followed by a ripple of heat as Steven’s cock throbbed and pumped his cream into my ass. I lay crumpled on my husband’s chest, hearing his grunts and moans as he rode his orgasm. Steven’s hips jerked into my ass cheeks, and I felt his heavy balls lift and pulse. Then Steven leaned into me, carefully compressing me between him and my husband underneath. I could only breathe as the delicious warmth of these two men surrounded me. I closed my eyes and drifted.
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        * * *

      

      I floated through the late afternoon on a fluffy cloud of endorphins. After our threesome, the men helped me into the shower, then pampered my body with soaps and oils. I slid between the two men, feeling them rise to the occasion, and my arousal swirled in my core. I stroked one then the other as we enjoyed the steamy shower and the feeling of clean flesh pressing together.

      When my stomach growled loudly, Brad laughed aloud. “I think we should feed her, don’t you, Steven?”

      “Yeah, I think she’ll need her strength. We have a long night ahead of us.

      I trembled at the thought. The water was shut off, and the two men took turns drying my body and hair. They left to get dressed, and I pulled my string crochet bikini off the pile of clothes by the door and put it back on. Finding my luggage, I pulled out a leopard print mini skirt and swung the translucent wrap around my hips. Sliding my feet into my sandals, I stretched my arms above my head while I waited for the two men that made my core and ass ache for them to join me.

      Smiling as they joined me and we left our beach house, I hooked my hands through each of their arms. The sun was setting, and the orange glow of the skies made me feel warm. The safety of my two escorts’ arms made me feel secure, even as my mind was still fuzzy from the explosive threesome we’d enjoyed. Laughing at jokes and discussing plans for the evening and the next day, I realized I’d not felt this carefree in years.

      Once we got to the restaurant’s top floor, Brad asked for a table for three. We walked over to the bar where I’d flirted earlier in the day to get drinks while we waited for our table. Steven ordered the drinks, selecting a peach margarita for me. I’d never gotten the chance to finish mine when I was here earlier. I smiled and rubbed Steven’s back while Brad held his hand at my waist. Secure between my two men for the weekend, I glanced back toward the end of the bar, curious if I’d recognize the men I’d flirted with.

      I saw two pairs of eyes locked on me, and I smiled and winked back. Bart lifted an amber beer bottle while Billy raised a water bottle. I grinned as Steven handed me my drink, hoisting it toward the two younger men. They smiled, and Bart laughed at something Billy said. Brad tugged at my waist, so I turned and followed behind him into the depths of the restaurant.

      “Who were those guys?” Steven asked as we sat in a circular booth.

      I’d slid into the center between the two and lowered my hand under the table to lightly stroke their thighs.  Then I picked up my drink with both hands and sipped through the straw. “I met them at the bar while waiting for you.”

      “Good thing I arrived when I did.” Steven winked at me, then looked at Brad with an arched brow.

      “Yeah,” Brad agreed and laughed.

      “What?” I asked, a little lost at the inside joke.

      Brad pulled out his phone and flipped to his conversation with Steven.

      
        
          
            
              
        Brad: Photo of Bart, Billy, and me flirting

      

      

      

      

      

      
        
          
            
              
        Brad: You’d better hurry. Jen’s on the hunt. I might see where this goes.

      

      

      

      

      

      
        
          
            
              
        Steven: Fuck, I’m 5 miles out. I’m on my way.

      

      

      

      

      

      I grinned and looked at my two companions. “You had nothing to worry about, Steven,” I said. “They were fun to flirt with, but I need my men assertive. Like you and Brad.” I looked back at my husband and winked. “Like Dylan, Will, and Craig too.”

      “Careful what you wish for, my love.” Brad kissed my cheek and let out a low growl.

      “Like you’d ever tell me your plans?” I laughed and then kissed Brad softly.

      Brad shrugged and pulled his phone back, tapping out several messages and then putting it away. The waitress arrived. Steven ordered for the three of us, then she left us alone.

      “Who did you text?” I asked Brad narrowing my eyes.

      Brad smiled and shrugged.

      “I see your jaw clenching, Brad!”
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