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A HOTWIFE SPRING TRAINING


Andi: Living in Minnesota, I’m used to snowy winters, but this polar vortex is next-level frigid. When Jason invites me to baseball spring training in Arizona, his carnal challenge promises a fiery forecast.

Wanting to establish a dynasty with Jason when he offers a night of hotwife training with two baseball studs, I fantasize about which of their bats to use for their first pitch.

Images of balls and strikes, stealing bases, hitting home runs, and scoring lots of runs all make my heart pound and my head spin. I’m ready to live out my double-play fantasies with Jason’s pals and accept Jason’s championship ring.
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ULTIMATE HOTWIFE SPRING
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Winter is over, and these hotwives are ready to strip down, lather up, and heat up this spring.

Some like it hot. Some like to watch. Some men just want their partners to have fun with other men.

The temperature isn't the only thing rising when these women take on the enticing men around them, heating up the sheets and soothing every aching desire—all with their man's permission.

Join the fun, read all the stories from the best in hotwife erotica, and get more than just a spring in your step this springtime.

OceanofPDF.com


To the Hotwife authors and collaborators. This is my fourth Ultimate Hotwife title, and the support and encouragement you’ve given me have been tremendous. I can’t possibly list them all, but thank you to this hotwife lineup:

	Rose Bak (first base)

	Daizy Dennis (right field)

	Sean Geist (catcher)

	Aila Glass (pitcher)

	Poppy Lang (third base)

	Olivia Lawless (second base

	Dilana Rose (shortstop)

	Olive Spencer (left field)

	Alexa Sommers (center field)



And, of course, Lacey Cross (manager/designated hitter).
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Love is the most important thing in the world, but baseball is pretty good too.

YOGI BERRA
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CHAPTER 1

SURPRISE TRIP


Walking out of my office, I'm bundled against the frigid temps, cutting wind, and small flurries of tiny snowflakes. My scarf wraps around my face, covering my nose, and my mittened hands are shoved in the pockets of my parka. My breath still makes puffs of condensation, even though the fleece. The polar vortex isn't here yet, but it's coming.

Where is Jason?

He called about an hour ago, telling me to meet him outside my building. I should have waited in the lobby where I could see the curb. Jason likes to be punctual and often is waiting for me—double parked. But today, the traffic is lighter because only dumb companies keep their employees working a full day when the forecast calls for eight to ten inches of frozen precipitation. I shiver at a gust of wind, then see the flash of bright blue: our school colors.

He and I went to a small college with an exceptional baseball program. He dreamed of playing in the majors, but a torn rotator cuff his senior year took him out of the draft. As his rehabilitation wore on, he decided to end his sports career. When I landed an incredible job in Minneapolis, he found work selling cars at a car dealership. It's run by an alumnus who played in the show for the Twins for a few years. In his interview, he took a shine to Jason when he told him about the sudden conclusion of his baseball dreams.

Jason is charismatic and is a natural at closing the deal. He worked hard and won salesman of the quarter. The prize was a pair of plane tickets anywhere in the continental US. I remember the glint in Jason's eyes when he showed me the voucher. Perhaps he's planning a beach getaway where he can propose to me surrounded by torches stuck in the sand? I let him decide where to fly since he's earned it. My year-end bonus helps us pay off a few credit card bills, so we’re both killing it in our professional lives.

Waving at him, I hurry to the curb while Jason leans and pushes my door open. The wind tries to slam it shut, but I grab the top, hold it, and slide into the heated passenger seat of the car. It's a loaner from work, with all the bells and whistles. Big Jim, Jason's boss, likes his salesmen to drive the best automobiles available. They are cars that are returned after a few months when the buyers can't afford the payments. But having a nice car for free works for us. A reliable vehicle in this frigid weather is a comfort and luxury for us.

I lean over, kiss him, and then turn and pull on my seatbelt. When it clicks, he pulls into traffic and heads down the street. He's going a little faster than normal. He turns, smirks, and winks at me when I look over.

"What's the hurry?" I ask, creasing my brow.

"Have to make it to the airport," Jason replies, watching the other cars as we move through the light flurries.

"Airport? Are we picking someone up?"

"No, babe, we're leaving this snow globe and going somewhere warm."

I grin because going to a beach resort sounds like heaven, and I feel the ball of anxiety grow. Is he going to pop the question this weekend?

"Where are we going?" I ask. Then my mind catches up. "I haven't packed anything for a trip! I need to pack a bag!"

"Got it taken care of." Jason turns, focusing his winning smile on me and making my heart flutter. Though part of me is irked; I don't do well with surprises. "We're going to Arizona."

"Babe, there aren't any beaches in Arizona."

"We're not going to a beach. We're going to spring training!"

He's excited about this, but I'm still playing catchup. I search my memories.

"Did we even talk about this?"

"No, I wanted to surprise you. It's going to be a blast."

"Honey, you know I love baseball. I loved it when you played, and I understand the game is still important to you. But I wish you would have told me. I like to be prepared. I'm worried you didn't pack the right things."

"Trust me, I got you," Jason declares, then checks behind us as he flips on the turn signal. I detect the signs pointing us to the airport, and my mind is still spinning with the surprise and impromptu air travel. "You remember Ethan and Carter?"

Connecting with his random stream of thought takes me a few moments. "Your teammates? The twins?"

"Yeah. They got invited to rookie camp in Maryvale," he says and reaches to squeeze my thigh. "They got me tickets to the games this weekend, and they might be able to hang out with us for a couple of nights."

"Who's in, and where is Maryvale?" I love baseball; it was my dad's favorite sport, and I grew up watching the Minnesota Twins. I've never attended spring training, but I know the Minnesota Twins train in Florida. A state that includes beaches.

"Maryvale is in Arizona," Jason explains. "They got drafted by Milwaukee. They're playing in the Cactus League!"

"The Brew Crew," I say with a smile. "That's kinda fitting for that pair."

Ethan and Carter are fraternal twins. They've grown into handsome, sexy, well-mannered young men. They have a reputation for partying, even while maintaining high grades and excelling on the field. They are all best friends, and, by extension, so am I.

"Okay, now I'm excited. What a fantastic opportunity for them!"

"Yeah, they're psyched. It will be a few years before they can even consider the show. Invites to spring training with the veterans as rookies are amazing. That means they're significant prospects," he says, entering the airport.

As Jason's girlfriend throughout college, I've gotten used to all kinds of baseball talk. I understand what he is saying. The twins could be major-league professionals if they continued to perform. I smile, leaning back into the warm seat.

Jason focuses on driving as the snow falls and traffic gets heavier. I close my eyes, and visions of Carter and Ethan come to life. Carter is a catcher, and Ethan is a pitcher like Jason. Carter is a bit more heavyset than his brother, but only because he packed from his muscle-building workouts. Ethan is lithe, tall, and lean, with surprising flexibility. If I weren't in love with Jason, I'd have tried to hook up with either of them back in school.

When we're parked at the airport, my excitement for the trip and seeing the twins again rises as we leave the car. Arizona will be much warmer, and watching professional ballplayers up close will be a blast. He grabs our bags, hands me mine, and we roll into the terminal together. Since it's just for the weekend, and our bags fit in the overhead, we make a beeline to security. It isn't packed, so we sail through and arrive at our gate within a few minutes.

"We just have to take off," he says. “Once we're flying, the blizzard can't stop us."

Snow falls in light flurries, and I hope we can board the plane. We hold hands, and I try to relax. But the faces of the twins keep popping up in my mind as the seconds tick down to departure.
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CHAPTER 2

INFLIGHT ENTERTAINMENT
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Everything goes smoothly, and there are no problems with boarding. The plane is half empty, so we have a row from window to window, all to ourselves. Clusters of people are spread out throughout the fuselage. The snow lets up as we back away from the gate, so it's not long before we roar down the runway and lift off into the air.

Once we level out, I relax and recline back. I don't hate flying, but I'm always anxious about taking off. The weather and incoming storm winds make the ride a little bumpy, so I sigh when the plane levels out and stabilizes. The PA announces the complimentary refreshment cart will start soon, along with some snacks available for purchase.

Pulling the menu from the seat pocket, I review the sandwiches. Jason rotates the armrest between us out of the way and slides beside me to examine the options.

"I'm a little hungry," I confess. "How long is the flight?"

"Three hours," he says, then checks the time. “We have about two and a half left."

I lift my eyes and scan around the cabin. The sparse number of passengers appear to be already asleep, wearing headphones and eye masks. The remainder either seem to be reading or watching a movie on their phones or tablets.

"Easy trip for the crew," I mention.

"Right?" Jason chuckles. "They'll probably stay hidden in the back."

The thought of being alone in a nearly empty row for most of the flight gives me an idea. When the attendant arrives, I lean closer to her and tell her my order. After he does the same, I cough to catch her attention.

"Yes, ma'am?"

"Could we have a couple of blankets and pillows?" I ask, nodding toward the two open seats. "We can stretch out, right?"

"Oh, of course." She smiles, laughs, and winks at me. "I don't think you'll be disturbed. Have fun!" Her body language suggests that she understood my innuendo.

Jason examines me, chuckling as he takes my hand. "Do you think you'll get lucky on the flight?"

"Babe." I grin at him, already feeling arousal rising in my core. "This is like an engraved invite to join the mile-high club. Don't you think?"

We both scan the cabin, and I count three rows ahead of us before the next person and four behind us. Our seats are halfway between the emergency exit row and the rear of the plane. No one is paying attention to us.

"Damn," Jason says with another laugh. "You're not wrong."

"Of course not." I smirk. "Besides, you like that I have an exhibitionist streak."

I do. We've fooled around in public in shadowy alleys or a dim booth at a restaurant. It never fails to turn me on with the danger of being found out and also the illicit thrill of being caught. Jason loves this facet of my sexuality. He sometimes stares at me while I masturbate on our sofa rather than make out with each other. I'm a little hot with the fantasy of someone watching me.

"What if I watched you and someone else together?" he asks, and I twist toward him with a shocked expression.

"I'm not fucking anyone on this flight besides you," I hiss.

"No, not here," he grins. "I don't mean with a stranger either. But if it’s someplace safe, and you know the other guy. It would excite you if I watch, admit it."

My face warms when I discern what he's asking. It's not the first time he's mentioned me and another person. I tilt my head at him.

"Babe, that is a hot idea," I confess, and it's not surprising to him. "But I don't want to do anything that could wreck what we have. I love you, and I don't want to cheat on you. You know that, right?"

"It's not cheating if I'm aware of it and support it. I'm not jealous like that, baby." Jason interlocks his fingers with mine. "I love you, and you love me. That's not going to change. Something like this is just sex."

I squeeze his hand and grow quiet as I consider the idea. It's a hot fantasy, for sure. My core tightens, and my pussy tingles with just the thought. We aren't friends with anyone I'd trust in Minneapolis, but I can't rule out that could happen in the future. Before I can respond, the attendant returns with two blankets and pillows.

"Since it's so empty, we're asking if you need anything to press the call button," she says. She looks at us with a knowing smile, pointing at the yellow indicator overhead. "Enjoy your flight."

"She thinks we're going to fuck," I whisper to Jason.

"She knows we're going to fuck," he chuckles. "Answer the question."

"If it's what you want, and I know the person. Yes, it would be hot if you watch me fuck someone else."

My cheeks are flushed when the heat rises along my neck. When we're both done with our sandwiches, my panties are a mess from the series of fantasies I've been enjoying while eating.

"It's too bad we don't know anyone in Arizona."

I crumple up my food bag and stuff it in the seat-back compartment. Then, I pull out one of the blankets and arrange it over our laps. Jason has a faraway look in his eyes as he finishes his sandwich. When he turns back to me, my hand is under the blanket. Cupping his package, I can tell he's as aroused as I am.

"Damn, you do like the idea of watching me fuck some rando." I coo in his ear, then nibble on his lobe. I shift and use both hands to undo his belt and pull down his zipper. "You're so fucking hard, babe."

"Not a stranger. Someone we trust. Two someones." Jason stares at me with a mischievous grin.

"What? Who?" I ask, feeling a little lost with what he's saying while reaching into his pants and gripping his shaft. It's stiff and warm and throbs in my hand as I start to stroke. I duck my head under the blanket, licking my lips before I kiss the tip of his dick.

"Mmmm, fuck, babe." He grips my blonde hair and guides my mouth where he wants me. I lick around his crown before engulfing it. He pushes my head down, and I moan as his hot, rigid cock slides over my tongue. "They'll be there."

I can't think straight while I'm sucking on his pole. I hear his words, but that thought buzzes in the back of my mind. Keeping my hand around his shaft, I stroke and spread my spit along his length. I throw back the blanket so I can glimpse his eyes.

"Who will be there?"

I use one hand to push my panties and leggings down my waist and ass, moving my hips back and forth and pushing them down until they're at my knees. I eye Jason, still stroking my hand up and down his shaft. He lifts his eyebrows and tilts his head with a smug grin. I shift, pulling one leg up and tugging my foot free. I check the cabin again, making sure no one is watching. Maybe a part of me hopes someone is as I rise, straddle Jason's thighs, and glance down at him.

"Babe, who will be there?" I ask again as I fit his swollen head against my drenched pussy lips and drag myself along his length. I emit a soft moan when he smiles at me.

"Carter and Ethan."

"Fuck," I moan, hearing the names and feeling his cock stretching me inside. We lock eyes as I drop my hips, then cycle up and down, working more of him inside my pussy.

"You're so fucking wet, Andi," Jason growls, his hands lifting under my shirt and unsnapping the front clasp of my bra. His warm hands grip my tits, and I close my eyes when my pussy stretches around his cock. "You want to fuck them, don't you. You want to fuck my best friends."

It's an affirmation, not an accusation, and I nod at him. Then I twist my head, looking around, checking if anyone is aware I'm riding my boyfriend's cock at 20,000 feet. From the back of the plane, our flight attendant smiles at me.

My mind is scrambling with all the different things happening, but I nod at Jason. "I do, and I want you to watch me."

"Fuck, Andi," he growls. His hips punch up, slamming deeper, and my body jolts up. My eyes widen, knowing this will be quick for both of us. The attendant stares at me through a corner of the drawn curtain, watching me while my body bounces to the beat of Jason's thrusts.

"Oh fuck, babe. She's watching." I moan and glance down at him. The heat in his eyes pushes me to the brink. I bite my lip, staring at him. "I'm going to come."

"Oh, shit," Jason says as my pussy clamps around him, flooding him with my release. He pushes me to the side, and I catch the flight attendant staring back before I'm lying on my side. He moves to his knees, his head above the seat as he slams into me, fucking me urgently. He twists his head towards the plane's rear. I can tell when he sees her because his hips slam deep, and his cock throbs. His heat fills my still-clenching pussy.

I turn my head and scream into the seat cushion as I come. The image of her face watching my boyfriend fill me with his cum cycles in my mind. Jason's hips jerk as he chases his orgasm. By the time he slows his thrusts and leans down, covering me with his body, I'm limp. My orgasms echo through me as I angle my head, seeking the comfort of his eyes. Our lips meet, tongues tangling as we kiss, breathing in gasps until we can catch our breath.

We part, and I glance past him, eyes widening as I notice the flight attendant in the aisle. She smiles and winks, holding one finger to her lip and dropping some towels at the end of our row. "That was hot," she says before returning to the back.

"This is going to be a fun weekend." Jason chuckles, shifting to sit and grabbing a towel. I can only nod in a daze as he presses a towel to my cum-filled pussy. My mind buzzes with the fantasy of being with his two friends, and I hope that it can be real.
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CHAPTER 3

TRADING LINEUPS
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When we land in Phoenix, it is already dark outside. Jason pulls down our roller bags while I grab our jackets, stuffing them inside one of the suitcases; we won't need them this week. He pulls a pink baseball hat from the suitcase and hands it to me.

"You found it!" I grin at him, pull out my messy bun, and let my platinum-blonde hair fall past my shoulders. The natural waves frame my face, and he combs my hair until it feels less like a bird's nest. I pull down the pink ball cap with our college logo on the crown. I'd gotten it when he played, but I hadn't worn it for a long time. "Where did you find it?"

"In one of the office boxes." Jason smiles, then leans in and kisses me. "I love how that looks on you, and man, does it bring back memories."

He leads us down the aisle, rolling his bag with one hand and holding my hand with the other. I pull my roller behind me and smile at the flight attendant as we swing past the cockpit.

"Enjoy your stay in Phoenix," she says as we pass.

"Oh, I will!" I grin as her cheeks blush at my enthusiasm.

This weekend, I will let go of Adrianne, the professionally liberated woman. Instead, I'll be Andi and enjoy a weekend as the devoted fan of her boyfriend's favorite pastime: baseball. In college, I never missed a home game. If I could swing the travel, I'd follow the team around as much as my schedule allowed. The familiar thrill of going to a baseball game swirls inside me. The terminal is decorated with banners welcoming everyone to Spring Training in the Cactus League.

I follow Jason through the terminal, and he passes by the rental car desks and heads to the garage. He made a reservation, so he heads to the parking lot and, using an app on his phone, checks in and gets the location of his rental. It only takes a few minutes to toss our bags in the trunk and climb into the leather seats of Jason's rental sedan. We make our way out of the airport, and I'm checking my phone and calling out the next turn to make.

Neither of us has been to Phoenix, and, at night, everything is the same as Minnesota—well, without the snow. The air is warm, and I roll down the window to enjoy the fresh air. We head west towards the collection of professional baseball training camps. The Brewers have a separate camp and stadium. Other teams share facilities during the spring and maintain their camps year-round to help their prospects improve or rehabilitate injured veterans.

"Take the next turn," I tell Jason, patting his thigh so I know he heard me. "Go north, then the hotel will be on the left a couple of blocks."

"Got it," he says, smiling at me.

I love how easily he takes things. He is already driving in a new town with the innate confidence he shows in everything he does. I peek up from my phone screen and scrutinize the signs to the north of the freeway. Watching for the familiar logo of a national chain, I point when I see it. Jason nods at me as he signals to exit the freeway.

"What's the plan?" I ask him as he pulls into the hotel parking lot and parks near the front. “Are Ethan and Carter meeting us here?"

"Nah." He shakes his head. "They are playing in tomorrow's game, so they have a curfew tonight. We might see them at breakfast. The game is early, so definitely in the afternoon."

"So we can sleep in." I grin and watch him as he taps at his phone. "What do you want to do if it's just us?"

He gives me a wicked grin that makes butterflies erupt in my tummy and then puts his phone in his back pocket. He leans and kisses me, and I enjoy the feeling of his lips on mine and his tongue against mine. "I'm sure we'll find something to do. I'm hungry. Do you want to get something to eat?" Jason asks before continuing. "I've checked in, and our room uses an electronic key."

"Sure, you pick. I have no idea." I shrug and lean back into my seat.

"Perfect," he says, putting his arm behind my headrest. He checks behind us and backs out of where he parked. "They were telling me about this sports bar near their hotel."

My tummy fills with butterflies as he drives to the sports bar. Since the flight and my admission, I want him to see me fuck his friends. Two professional baseball players whose faces keep flashing in my head. I know that the idea of being watched has always been a fantasy, but I've never had a chance; seeing the flight attendant stare at us was such a turn-on. But I was fucking the man I hope will ask me to marry him. Now I'm thinking about him watching me with another person, and it fills me with desire and dread. Am I playing with fire? Will he still love me after it's over?

I reach and grab Jason's hand and entwine my fingers with his. He squeezes my hand, then lifts and kisses my knuckles, glancing at me while we're stopped at a light. "What's on your mind?"

"What you said on the plane," I say, feeling my cheeks heat. "Did you mean it, or were you trying to excite me enough to join the mile-high club?"

Jason's smile spreads as he studies at me. The light turns, and he has to turn away and drive. I keep holding his hand, and I can tell he's thinking what he wants to say. I fidget a little bit, then decide to ask him another question.

"Have you ever been jealous if another guy flirts with me?" I ask, biting my lip.

"No. I haven't," Jason says, giving me another boyish grin. "I know I can always interrupt you, and you'll return to me. We click, and I know you and I belong together, so jealousy hasn't ever entered my mind."

"Not even, like, Brady at work, who likes to bring me coffee, hang out, and talk so he can check out my cleavage? That doesn't make you a little angry?"

"That's kind of hot." He smirks. "Do you let him see down your top?"

"I little." I shrug as I confess, then giggle.

"It turns you on to be the object of attention and desire. Admit it."

"I don't deny it," I confess. "I spend a lot of time on my appearance. I stay fit, wear stylish clothes, and my makeup game is perfect. The attention validates that I'm attractive, and that is encouraging. But I won't take Brady to the copier room so we can bang."

"You don't have any feelings for him," Jason says. "You like his attention, which turns you on. Why wouldn't you take him for a spin? There's no emotional attachment, right?"

"Um, no. He's a bit of a nerd. We're not compatible. But I do like to be admired, if not ogled occasionally."

"What if I encourage you to take it to the next level, at least once? Let the nerdy work husband have a go with you. Would you do it?"

I bite my lip and think about it. The idea of cheating behind Jason's back holds no appeal; I want him to be part of my life. But now he's twisting it around. If he has full knowledge and encourages me to have sex with Brady, I get a little tingle of excitement at the thought.

"Perhaps," I admit, looking over at him and squeezing his hand. "I'd only do it if you knew about it and approved."

Jason nods and gives me a wink. Then the car stops, and I realize we're at the sports bar. He leans over and kisses me, and I melt into the passion he puts into the kiss.

"It turns me on, too," I say in a low whisper. "Let's go eat."

He tugs a strand of my hair, and I grin at him. I pull my worn, pink baseball cap lower over my blonde hair. When I check the mirror, I feel sporty chic. Jason takes my hand as we walk toward the entrance to the bar.

Things are shifting between us. Jason's confidence is high, and that's attractive. He knows me and some of my hottest fantasies: being watched, desired, and even enjoying a meaningless fling with someone else. I'm unsure if he's teasing or serious, and he still didn't answer my question.

The bar is busy, and our conversation is soon forgotten as we sit at a high-top table and enjoy hot wings and beer. By the time we're done, I'm tired. It's been a long day so when we return to the hotel, we go straight to our room. Jason unpacks while I undress and clean up in the bathroom. Jason is in bed when I'm done, smiling at me with his eyes half open.

"What are you thinking?" I ask him as I slide into the bed, becoming his little spoon.

"I’m just thinking how awesome you are. You're beautiful, smart, and sexy. That you're mine makes me happy, Adrianne."

"I'm happy to be yours, Jason." I turn and kiss him.

It doesn't take long to fall asleep in the cocoon of his arms.
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CHAPTER 4

WARMING UP
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Feeling Jason's arms tighten around me pulls me from my dreams. But the firmness of his cock grinding in small circles against my ass is the best part of waking up. I press my hips back to encourage him to continue.

My night was filled with dreams of Carter, Ethan, and me in various positions. They controlled me, fucked me, and I loved every moment. My thighs are slick and damp when Jason's hand drops down my belly and cups my sex.

"Fuck, babe," Jason growls and nips me behind the ear. "What have you been thinking about?"

I huff out a moan as his fingertip draws up to circle my clit. Spreading my thighs open, I show him I need more of his touch. "What do you think I've been thinking about?" I ask. "Since you implanted the idea of Ethan and Carter in my brain, I've been a horny mess."

"Is that right?" Jason shifts over me, and I slide onto my back. He brings his fingers to his lips and sucks my arousal off the tip of his middle finger; the moan he makes has my core tightening. "Let's see what I can do about your problem."

His mouth lowers to my bare breast, licking around the stiffening tip before sucking my nipple between his lips. My moan is low and slow as his touch stokes the fire already smoldering inside me. Arching my back, I comb my fingers into his messy hair and encourage him to worship my breasts. Moving his hips, his cock drags over my thigh. My legs spread further apart as his body sinks between them.

"Tell me what you're thinking about?" Jason asks, pulling his lips from my breast and kissing down the center of my abdomen.

"You," I confess. "Right now, I just want to think about you, baby. You're so warm, and I love it when our bodies touch."

"You're hot," Jason chuckles, his lips and tongue making a trail down my belly. His hands lower and grip my thighs, holding me open as he lifts his head to look down at my pussy. I'm drenched from the sexy dreams, and my arousal pools inside me at his intimate touch. He knows all my buttons and how to push them how I want. "Your pretty pink pussy is drenched, baby."

The first lap of his tongue just about pushes me over the edge. Gripping his hair, I tug his head against my aching core. His tongue flutters over my clit, then trails down my lips, parting them so he can lick deeper. I try to pull him against me, but he resists and moves his mouth along my pussy lips at his pace. I counter his teasing with a lift of my hips, grinding against him. This only makes him chuckle and push himself away. Then he blows his warm breath over my pulsing clit, and I cry out in need.

"You're such a needy slut," he growls, and I glance down at him. Our eyes lock, and it's like time freezes for a moment when our gazes connect. "You need to come, don't you?"

I nod my head and whimper before the words leave my lips. "Yes. Yes, please. Make your needy slut come. Then you can fuck her and make her come all over these soft sheets."

"We have such a busy day," Jason teases, peppering my pussy with light kisses, avoiding my throbbing clit. "We don't have time to make the bed a mess."

I whimper as he presses a light kiss, then reaches up and grabs my wrist. I surrender to his touch, and he pulls my hands from his head and rises to his knees. His cock is rigid, arching up from his groin, and I lick my lips, looking up at him. "You're so fucking hard. Come here, let me make it all better."

I swivel around until I'm on my knees. Gripping his shaft, I stroke him from base to tip, swirling my tongue around his swollen head. His groan tells me I'm on the right track. Spitting on his cock head, I spread my slick saliva over his head and down his shaft. Pushing my mouth over his straining head, I use my tongue to spread my spit as I suck noisily.

"Fuck, babe." Jason moans and grips my blonde hair. He doesn't pull me away or tug me deeper, so I continue with the messy blow job that he enjoys. I enjoy making noise while I suck his cock like I'm sucking noodles. The sound makes my pussy ache with jealousy, but I'm focusing on Jason's pleasure. "I love how you worship my cock."

My cheeks warm from the praise, and my mind blanks, submitting to my role as his slutty, cock-sucking whore. Slipping into a submissive mindset for Jason is comforting. He's always been an incredible lover. Slow and sensuous, rough and dark, he can hit all my kinks. He knows all my tells and then plays my body like a fine instrument. No one can pleasure me the way Jason can. But the idea of someone trying and falling short spikes my arousal.

I focus on getting him off with just my mouth. Pulling my hands behind my back, I cross my wrists and hold them against my spine. Jason reaches over me, gripping my hands as my mouth opens to accept his cock deeper. Holding my wrists tight, it's hard to move my head with his body curled over me. Jason takes over and works his hips, thrusting into my willing mouth, going deeper as I gag when he hits the back of my throat.

Closing my eyes, I focus on how it feels when Jason controls me. He's using my mouth for his pleasure, and I accept that role with passion. My lips and tongue suck and lap, pushing him to his peak. I want him to find his pleasure in using my body for his needs; I do the same when he lets me take control. I'm fantasizing about riding his cock, looking into his eyes as he fucks my mouth with firm strokes. Fuck, I love how it feels when he just takes over.

His hips rock, pumping his cock into my mouth. My tongue curls along the underside as I move my head side to side, sealing my lips around the throbbing shaft and sucking hard. When Jason lets go of my wrists and arches back, his hand grips my head as he continues to fuck me. Forcing my mouth to stay wide, I crane my neck and open my eyes to see him staring down at me.

"Fuck." His growl is low and tense. His mouth moves like he wants to say more, then closes, and his lips tighten. His hands grip my messy, blonde curls as his hips quicken. I can tell by the throbbing of his cock between my lips that he's not going to stop. When his hips jerk and my mouth fills with the salty musk of his cum, I moan. My hand drops down to support myself. I play with my aching clit with my other hand. I'm not close to coming when Jason releases his load into my willing mouth. He stares at me as he says, "Fuck. So good."

Then he's pulling his cock out of my mouth, and I whine at the absence of his flavor. When he grabs one arm and twists it, moving my body until I'm on my back. I gasp in surprise. His hands grab my wrist, pulling my fingers away from my needy pussy. I whine as my hips jerk in reflex. "I want to come!" I plead up at him.

I glance down at his cock, still dribbling cum from the tip, then back up at his eyes. Jason smirks at me and shakes his head. "Nope. You're not going to come until later."

"That's not fair!" I complain. I look at his cock again like evidence of his orgasm is evidence in my favor, then stare back up at him. My eyes tighten into a glare. Neither of those things makes my case, and Jason chuckles lowly. "Please!" I try one more time.

"Life's not fair, babe." Jason releases my arms and crawls off the bed. "I want you to be a needy fuck toy by the time we're back here with Ethan and Carter."

Dammit. I have to admit he has a point. By the time we get back to our room, I'll be so needy for cock and an orgasm. I'll willingly do anything—even fuck his buddies. Not that I need convincing to fuck handsome studs like them. There's the added pressure of Jason watching while I'm getting railed by his buds. Maybe extra horniness will help me settle my nerves to go all the way.

"Ugh. Fine," I mutter and roll off the bed. "I'm going to shower, and you can't join me."

"Fine," Jason laughs. "I'll watch so you don't cheat."
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PREGAME
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After my shower, Jason takes his turn while I dress. The weather in March for Phoenix is different than in Minneapolis; the high is expected to be in the 80s, and it's 57ºF at present. That's a heat wave compared to the frigid climes we left, and the temperature promises to climb, especially with the twin brothers on my mind. I realize that Jason's wardrobe is appropriate for the weather forecast as I walk into the closet wearing nothing but a towel around my breasts that hangs to mid-thigh. My hair is in another towel to dry while I select my outfit.

I dress in a cute, pink bra that is one of my most comfortable but still supports the girls by pushing them together. I add matching panties, a half-sleeve, baseball-style jersey with pink sleeves, and a pair of faded, denim cut-off shorts. I made them from ripped jeans that had seen better days, so the cotton is soft and comfortable. The shorts come down just a few inches above my knees, but the ripped parts still show some of my thighs. I add a zip-up hoodie because while it's warm by Minnesotan standards, 50ºF is still a bit chilly if we're going to be outside.

Pulling the towel off my drying hair, I return to the bathroom while Jason shaves. He smiles at me in the mirror, and I twirl so he can check out my outfit. I fix my hair while he roams his eyes over my reflection.

"You look beautiful, babe," Jason says before refocusing on his task.

"Thanks, lover. Have you seen my hat?"

"On the counter by the coffee machine," Jason says as he dries off his face.

Hanging up my towel, I rub his shoulders as I leave and immediately find my hat. I pull it onto my head, thinking over everything Jason’s done to take care of me on this unexpected trip. He reserved a nice hotel, arranged for the airline flight, and rented a nice car. He even packed my bag for me and included everything I needed. He's always more observant than me and never complains when I ask him if he's seen something I can't find. He cares for me, and it makes me feel good to know how he makes it seem effortless.

When I turn around, he's dressed and ready. He wears his old college baseball shirt and a pair of grey sweats that fit his perfect ass. I can't help myself from looking at his bulge, indulging in the memory of what he did to me before we cleaned up. He grabs a backpack filled with snacks and other things and swings it over his shoulder. Checking my watch, I notice it's just past noon.

"How long did we sleep in?" I ask as we head out to the car.

"Well, we slept and then had fun." Jason smirks as he opens the passenger door for me.

"One of us had fun," I say, kissing his cheek as I slide into my seat.

He lowers the backpack into my lap, leans in, and kisses my forehead. "You'll have fun soon enough. I want to keep you on simmer for a while."

He pulls back and shuts the door before I can respond. As he walks around to get into his seat, I consider his promise. The faces of Ethan and Carter swim in my head, and I can't help smiling. He's kept me horny by not giving in to my pleas for an orgasm. The thought of the twins taking turns with me only makes my pussy simmer hotter.

"So what are the rules?" I ask him as he shuts his door and pulls on his seat belt. "You've got me thinking about them both, and it's making me horny and needy. I can't do anything about it?"

"I didn't say that." Jason smirks, putting his arm behind my headrest to look behind us as he backs out. "I said you couldn't come until you're with them."

"So they have to be present?" I admit I'm being a brat, trying to find a loophole around his impromptu no-orgasm rule. That's how we play, though. He sets the rules, and I try to get around them while keeping the spirit of the rule.

"Dig in the bag," Jason says. "I bought something you might enjoy during the games."

I lift the backpack as I raise an eyebrow. Looking inside, I dig into the bottom of the bag. There is a box, and I recognize the brand of sex toys we have enjoyed now and then.

"What's this? I ask, lifting the small box so I can read the branding.

"It's a little remote vibrator. It fits inside your panties and rests against your clit," Jason explains as he drives. "I already have the controller in my pocket. All you have to do is read the instructions and position it in your panties."

I'm intrigued as I open the box and lift out the small, square, instruction booklet. When I pull the small device out of its package, it buzzes in my fingers. I whip my head to see Jason grinning and holding a little remote control in his fingers.

"It's pretty powerful, huh?"

"Mmm," I agree. He clicks the button several times, and the vibe runs through different patterns before shutting off. "Where can I go to put it in? I'm not undressing in the car."

"Here," Jason says, pulling into a parking lot of a brunch restaurant. "We have about an hour before they're on the field, so there’s plenty of time to eat and ensure you're all set."

Jason parks while I pocket the tiny vibrator and the instruction booklet. He pulls open my door and offers me his hand. I take it and step out, and his arm wraps around my shoulder. It’s a comfort as my mind races, thinking about wearing that buzzing device while Jason controls it. He's going to torture me all afternoon, and the excitement I feel at that thought only makes my arousal grow faster.

I'm tense as we wait for our table, contrasting Jason's confident cool as he chats with the older hostess. His natural charm is captivating, and I know he's not flirting. The lady blushes at his winning smile and nods at me as he keeps me close to his side. I keep my arm around his waist. I adore our easy displays of affection, but I'm still tense as my mind swims with the afternoon’s possibilities.

I'm on autopilot as Jason guides me to our table, and I sit. My mind cannot be quiet. "You order for me," I whisper, pulling out the instructions to read through them.

"Babe," Jason laughs. "It's a buffet-style brunch. I got you, though. I'll make you a plate. You go ahead and make sure you're comfortable with it inside your panties. Okay?"

I blush and bite my lip as he lowers and kisses my forehead.

"Love you, babe," he says as he walks away toward the tables filled with food options.

I'm hungry, but there is no way I can decide what to eat with the way my clit is throbbing. The whole idea of what Jason has planned has my mind and body nothing but a horny mess. I stand up, walk toward the restrooms, find an empty stall, close the door, and lock myself in. Pushing my shorts and panties down, I sit on the seat. Pulling out the instructions, I start to read how to position this doodad against my hoo-ha.
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STRETCHING
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The device sits inside my panties. The little wedge rests between my lips and presses against my sensitive clit. The silicone is soft, and it's difficult to sense its presence without focusing on where it sits. A strong magnet on the outside of my panties holds the devious vibrator in place.

It's been resting in the same place since I left the bathroom at the brunch buffet. I tell Jason it’s in place, and he winks at me. He doesn't even want to test it right away, which only adds to my sexual frustration. My feelings about that fade when I see my favorite foods he's picked out for me. I lose track of the vibe and everything else and focus on the delicious food. I forget about it when we leave the restaurant, on the drive to the stadium, and even now, as we walk into Camelback Stadium, I don't notice the little silicone wedge.

"Aren't they playing for the Brewers?" I ask. The roadway is scattered with signs and logos for the Los Angeles Dodgers and Chicago White Sox.

"They do, but today is a split-squad game. The starters are playing at the America Family Fields stadium while the prospects play the away game here at Camelback."

“Which team are we playing?" I ask again. I am such a mess; my mind is whirling in confusion between lust and need. That the little toy is just resting against my clit pops into my thoughts now and then, but so far it's been silent. I'm never as patient as Jason. I always want to mess around with new toys. I'm so edgy and needy that I have difficulty concentrating on anything besides what's to come after the game ends. My loving boyfriend, of course, laughs at me.

"We got the Dodgers today, babe." He has his arm around my neck, resting on my shoulder as he leans and kisses my temple. "What's up with you?"

"I'm horny," I whisper with a growl. "I thought you'd use that buzzing thing to, you know, torture me."

"Oh, I'm not going to use it on you," Jason says. He flashes our ticket at the usher, and we're waved through to the grandstand seats behind home plate.

"Then why am I wearing it!" I hiss louder than intended, but I want to scream and stomp my sneaker on his big toe.

"You'll see," he says, guiding me down the steps. Our seats are in the front row, right behind the plate, a couple of seats to the right. I can see the players of both teams roaming around the playing field. We're early on purpose, so we can meet with the guys before the game starts.

"Wait, who's pitching?" I ask, glancing around.

"Ethan is," Jason says as he sits in his seat, watching me with his assured grin.

"He is!" I say with excitement. I love watching my friends play ball. "Carter's catching, isn't he."

"Yeah, babe," he chuckles. "You're a little drifty. I told you all this yesterday on the plane. The Brewers are playing up the angle they drafted the twin brothers in the same round. They had to trade with another team to have back-to-back picks. We had a whole conversation about this. You don't remember?"

I shrug my shoulders and grin. "Sometimes, when you get all baseball-y, I tune out, lover. I'm sorry. This is exciting!"

"Stay here," Jason says, standing up and walking up to the fence and toward the Brewers' dugout.

I watch him as I get comfortable in my seat. Jason stops to talk to a man who appears to be an official for the Brewers organization. Jason reaches into his pocket, and the device comes to life in a flash, and I almost scream out. My knees tighten and press together as my pussy buzzes. Without warning, it stops, and I notice Jason smirking at me. He passes something to the guy. They talk back and forth, and whoever he's talking to nods at me when Jason points. I can't stop myself from waving back. The dude shakes Jason's hand, opens a gate, and disappears into the Brewers dugout.

My eyes narrow as Jason walks back. He's grinning like the cat that caught the canary. "You gave it to some stranger?" I hiss as he sits beside me.

"He's the bench coach," Jason says, taking my hand. We watch all the players warming up, taking batting practice, and fielding fly balls and grounders as if everything is hunky dory. I'm aware of the remnants of it buzzing, and I huff out a sigh.

"Why does the bench coach get to have control over it?" I ask, my mind a whirl of lust and confusion.

Jason laughs. "C'mon, Andi. He's giving it to Carter. Ethan and Carter are warming up in the bullpen, so I can't give it to him now."

"Well, why didn't you say so?" I try to act sullen, but it's an act. The idea that the catcher playing in a live baseball game controls the devious device pressed against my clit makes my arousal soar. We're in a public space; people are walking around us, and the park is filling up. My mind just about goes blank as I struggle with every kink Jason has put into play for this early afternoon game.

I'm not even mad about it. The whole thing impresses me. I've been distracted since we boarded the plane yesterday afternoon. Jason has been plotting a hell of a ride for me without giving anything away. I'm in public, which hits my exhibition kink. People can see me, which hits my humiliation kink if I lose control of myself. My mind can't even fathom everything he's masterminded around the little device the size of a quarter pressed between my labia.

I can't sit still, so I start wriggling in my seat. Jason rests his hand on my thigh and squeezes until I sit still. Then, my other knee starts bouncing before I realize I'm doing it. My nipples tighten, and my panties are already drenched as I fight to find some level of control.

"Breathe, babe," he says, leaning over to whisper in my ear. "Find your center. If you can't behave, I'll take you back to the hotel."

"Will you fuck me?" I ask him, nuzzling against his jaw.

"No." He shakes his head. "I'll hogtie you to the bed. Then, I’ll use the phone app for your new toy. I'll keep you on edge without an orgasm until the guys show up."

Well, now I'm torn because that kind of torture activates yet another kink in my horny mind, and I give him a little shrug. "I'll try to be good and behave."

I fucking love how he's thought of every angle, and his whole objective is to ultimately drive me out of my mind. So I'll play his game, and realizing that puts my scattered thoughts into focus. I'm his toy. I'm his submissive. Sinking into the headspace of submission centers my attention, and my body follows. A sense of calm settles over me. Jason smiles and holds my hand, fingers entwining with mine, then squeezing.

"There's my good girl," he says, and I grin and nod at him. I look into the field, watching the players go through their pre-game routines. I know my game is already in progress. With my fingers clasping Jason's, I realize how special it is to have someone who understands every part of you.
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The pre-game warm-up ends, and I'm excited. I've always loved the traditions of the start of a baseball game—the announcers asking everyone to stand, remove their hats, and sing the national anthem. It might be a little corny, but I've always seen baseball as our national pastime. I whip off my hat and hold it against my chest, ready to start the first stanza, when the vibrator revs up, and I squawk in surprise. Gripping Jason's arm with my free hand, my knees clamp together as if they have a mind of their own. I'm about to double over from the intensity when it stops as suddenly as it started.

The crowd is well into singing our national anthem while I'm catching my breath. Part of me is horrified, and the other half wants it to start up again. Jason is holding in his laughter, holding his cap against his chest, and singing along. I narrow my eyes at him, and he avoids looking back at me. I look at the field where the teams are lined up on the base paths. When I spy Carter in his catcher's gear, he stares at me with a knowing smirk. When he starts laughing, I flip him the bird, and Jason loses his composure and laughs. Then he pulls my hand down and holds me against his side. "Let's not wave the finger around while singing the national anthem, babe."

"I can't believe he did that," I gasp, then laugh into Jason's neck. "Wait, yeah, I can. Fucker."

Carter loves practical jokes, and it dawns on me that he might be the worst person to have control of the remote. It's too late, and I hope he'll be too busy calling pitches and playing the game to focus on torturing me. Another part of me hopes he'll find a way to make a mess of me while he plays baseball.

When the anthem stops, the teams take their places on the field. Since we're the away team, Carter and Ethan jog over to the dugout along the third-base line. Carter waves at us and nudges his brother. Ethen grins and waves, but I can tell his mind is on baseball and pitching. As Ethan steps inside the dugout, Carter pulls something from his back pocket. I'm halfway to sitting in my chair when it hits me, and I drop to my knees in front of my seat. My hand cups my buzzing crotch while I bite my lips to keep from moaning. The buzzing stops a few seconds later and I relax. My head is down as I take a slow breath, then lift my head to peek back at the devious catcher through the chain-link fence. He grins as he slides the remote back into his pocket.

Jason leans down, wraps his arms around my chest, and helps me back into my seat. I sigh and pout at him. "Is he going to do this all through the game?"

"It's up to him." Jason smiles. When he leans to kiss my cheek, I turn so our lips meet and kiss him. I moan against him, pressing my tongue along his lower lip. Our tongues dance together until I hear a cough behind us. We pull apart, and I catch my breath as Jason looks behind us and shrugs at the older couple. He pulls me against his side with his hand around my shoulder and kisses me beside my ear. "Are you going to be able to handle the teasing?"

I turn to peek at him, and he looks back with a mix of mischief and concern. "Yeah, this is exciting. I might chew through my lip, but let's see how it goes. I'm okay."

His reassuring smile settles my nerves and then he leans and kisses me. "I've got your back. If you want to tap out, use your safeword or tap my thigh three times," he says, waggling his eyebrows.

"I don't tap out," I say, trying to sound confident. The vibrations were surprising but not overpowering. I think I can control myself, even sitting in the front row of a stadium of baseball fans. "I do remember my safeword. You can relax."

"I want you to say it," Jason says, biting my earlobe.

He levels his eyes on mine. His usual carefree expression is flat and serious. I'm caught in his intense stare. I adore his concern and love for me, and I take a slow breath. "My safe word is ‘dugout.’ Thank you, Jason. I'm enjoying myself."

He nods, and his smile returns to his eyes as he relaxes back into his seat. His arm stays around my neck, and I drop my hand onto his thigh, rubbing small circles at the edge of his shorts. We sit like this as the crowd fills the rest of the seats, the players run out onto the field, and the game starts. I lean against Jason, relaxing in his comfortable warmth. It's a nice spring day, but it's not summer yet, and I'm a little chilled in my shorts.

The first half of an inning ends without any runs for the Brewers. I watch Ethan jog to the mound as Carter crouches behind the plate. He takes a moment to glance over his shoulder at Jason and me, and we wave. I've often watched them warm up between innings, but this is special. Pitching for a Major League Baseball team is a milestone few people experience. My knees bounce with excitement as they finish their routine. The batter for the Dodgers steps into the batter's box, and I whoop when Ethan's first pitch is a called strike.

I'm squeezing Jason's hand as we watch the at-bat. When Ethan strikes the batter out, I jump up and clap with excitement. I turn to give Jason a hug when the vibe kicks on, and I groan. My knees flex together, and I lean into Jason's chest. He hugs me close, rubbing my back and chuckling in my ear. The vibrations cease, and I catch Carter dropping the remote into his back pocket. I grin, give him a thumbs up, and lift my hand to cheer for Ethan. Ethan is in the zone, not looking behind the plate.

I understand the game Carter's going to play. I'm used to watching the twins share a secret routine between them when an opposing batter strikes out. It changes from game to game. Ethan explained that it's not meant to be a public display. They do it to encourage each other, not to rub it in the opposing players' faces. Jason holds my hand as we sit back in our seats, and the second player steps into the box. Today, it seems, I'm their secret celebration, and my pussy clenches at the thought.

Understanding that strikeouts will mean another buzz, I'm cheering for every strike. My belly tingles with excitement. I'm in public with people all around me and celebrating with my friend playing on the field in a manner I never would’ve expected. Ethan gets two quick strikes, and the batter finds his timing and fouls off the next two. I've been on the edge of my seat, hoping for a strike, so my tension is rising. On the fifth pitch, the batter doesn't offer at Ethan's curve ball that hits the dirt behind the plate. Strike three, but the ball bounces behind the plate to the backstop in front of us.

Carter sprints right at me, picking the ball up at the backstop while the batter runs toward first base. I'm jumping and cheering as I watch him throw the ball like a rocket to the first baseman, who catches it to record the strikeout. I glance at Carter, who's only a few feet away, and he smirks as he mashes the button on the remote while looking right at me. My thighs quiver at the vibrations, and I let out a moan before I bite my lip and whimper. My hands reach through the chain link, gripping, but I keep staring at him hotly. He laughs and holds the button down as my pussy clenches at the continuing vibration.

"F-fuck," I manage to say, staring at him. I manage to stand, but my thighs press together, and my hips rock reflexively. I grip the chain-link to keep my hand from dropping to my crotch. Carter blows me a kiss as the toy buzzes on my clit. When the vibrations end, he puts the remote away. My body relaxes as I inhale a breath. Then I straighten, turn to walk the two steps to my seat, and settle beside Jason. I lean into him, pressing my lips to his, my tongue pressing between his lips.

"Kiss me after every strike out," I tell him as we part.

"A new celebration. I'm in." Jason winks and wraps his arm around my neck, and I lean against him. The next batter flies out on a weak pop-fly to the second baseman, ending the inning. I shiver as I relax but am anxious for the next half-inning. Will it be enough to make me orgasm in public with the small buzzing every so often?
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CHAPTER 8

READY FOR POSTGAME


The next two innings are more of the same. Ethan is pitching a gem, and my control is shaky after five more strikeouts. Carter is extending how long the vibrations last; at least, it feels like it. Every time they start, my vision blurs, my thighs shake, and I have to bite my lip to keep from moaning. I'm shifting in my seat, and as it buzzes, my knees press together, which makes it more intense. I brace myself since I know when it's coming, but it still surprises me when the toy buzzes to life.

I wonder how I will get through six more innings when the fourth inning starts and a new pitcher steps onto the mound. Carter is still behind the plate, but now he's serious as he warms up the pitcher.

"What happened?" I ask Jason. "Did Ethan get injured?"

My pussy vibrates without warning, and I gasp out. I cover my mouth, and my phone buzzes in my back pocket. The vibrations fade but don't stop, and I manage to blow out a slow breath. "What the fuck," I murmur as he smirks at me.

Pulling out my phone, I see a text notification from Ethan.

Ethan: This toy has a remote control.




"Three innings is about what I expected," Jason says absently about the ballgame, but my lust-filled mind pieces together what Ethan texted me. "He hit his pitch count. He'll throw again in a couple of days."

I show him the text Ethan sent, and he smirks and nods. "Isn't that cool?"

I roll my eyes at him as the toy springs back to life, the vibrations rolling up and down, faster and slower. I'm squirming in my seat as my arousal ramps up. Even as I try to keep still, my thighs shake, opening and closing. I resist the urge to grab my breast and squeeze my rock-hard nipples, but I have to bite my lip to keep from moaning. I can handle this now that I have learned what it feels like. I try to relax and sit still, though I can't help but squirm as the toy buzzes.

"Ready to tap out?" Jason asks, interlacing his fingers with mine as he holds my hand.

"No." I try to be still, but now my hips are rocking in my seat, lifting with my knees spread. I press my knees together and tighten my core when I realize my response. That shifts the vibrations, and although the vibrator is only buzzing my clit, I feel my pussy throbbing.

"You should go to the bathroom," a voice behind me says, and I twist around to look at the older woman. “When I see my grandson squirm like you are, I know he'll pee his pants. Go on, dear. You won't miss much of the game."

Jason bursts out laughing as my cheeks redden. He grabs his phone and taps out a message. After a few moments, the vibrations die down, and I slump back into my seat. Jason leans near my ear as his arm goes back around my shoulders. "I've set a limit," he says. "It can only be on for a minute at a time—no more than that. I don't want to explain your orgasm to the grandmother behind us."

I blush, then decide I need a breather, so I lean and kiss Jason. "I'm going to use the restroom," I say, turning and nodding at the older lady.

"You'll feel better, sweetheart." She nods and then starts watching the game.

My phone buzzes, and I glance at the screen.

Ethan: No touching yourself.




I return a few emojis to show I understand and then join the line to the lady's room outside the concession stand. The line isn't long, and I soon find a stall and lock myself inside. Pulling my shorts down, I leave my panties on as I sit. I pull out my phone and text Ethan.

Full power, please.




He replies with a devil emoji, and the toy comes to life against my clit. I bite my lip and allow myself to express a full moan. Holding my phone in one hand, I squeeze my breast with the other. I've been on edge for the last few innings, never reaching a peak. I text him back.

Fuck, don't stop.




My hips are rolling on the seat, my thighs tensing and relaxing. My arousal ramps up, and I arch as my head rolls back. I feel my orgasm spooling up. I let go of my breast and drop a hand to my panties, pressing the toy against my aching, swollen clit. My moans turn into whimpers, and I let out a whisper, even if he can’t hear me. "Oh, please, Ethan, don't stop." I'm right on the edge when the buzzing stops.

My phone buzzes, and I blink and try to focus.

Ethan: Jason said to stop. He said you can't come until later.




Ignore him. PLEASE!




Ethan: There's nothing I can do, Andi. Jason is in charge. I'm looking forward to the post-game celebration, though.




"Fuck!" I curse out loud, then bite my lip. I could reach down and finish myself, but, like Ethan said, Jason's in charge. I pull my panties down past my knees, feeling the cool breeze over my drenched pussy lips. I empty my bladder, then clean myself with the toilet paper. I get dressed and then check myself in the mirror. My face is redder than usual, but I don't look too put out. My hair is still in place under my pink ball cap. I wash my hands, make sure my clothes are smooth, and return to the stadium.

I step along the front row until I'm next to Jason before sitting in my seat. I've caught my breath, and I glance at my boyfriend. He turns and winks at me as his arms return to their normal spot. I love his casual show of affection.

"See? It feels better. Doesn't it, hun?"

Jason chuckles as I turn and smile at the grandmother. "A little bit. I have to wait ‘til after the game to get my double-team treats, though."

She nods as a look of confusion crosses her face. I smile smugly at him, and he kisses my cheek.

"Brat." Jason winks at me

"Ethan tattled on me?" I sense the answer before he nods.

"You'll have to wait now. I've stopped the game." Jason smirks. "I'm sure you're excited enough that more teasing would only frustrate you."

I huff at his words, even as I grin. He knows me so well, and I'm relieved to have a little break from the stimulation. Edging does get me horny, but it can become too much. When Jason found out I asked Ethan for more, I'm sure he recognized I'd hit my limit. I relax against his shoulder as we watch the rest of the game. The tingles of excitement quiet to a low simmer. But I know there is more to come when I'm alone with Ethan and Carter.

"Are you going to join in?" I ask after a while.

"I'm just going to watch, babe," Jason says, squeezing his muscular arms around me. "I'll reclaim you. That's the part I'm excited for."

"I'm always yours, babe." I kiss his cheek.

"Of course you are, but I'm still going to fuck all of their cum out of your slutty holes." His growly whisper sends tremors down my spine, and I'm right back on edge, thinking about the postgame activities.
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CHAPTER 9

TRIPLE PLAY WITH THE TWINS


The rest of the game passed, even though I felt tense and needy the whole time. I don't remember the score because I'm on pins and needles, anticipating their arrival at our hotel room. I only wear my ball cap, a cropped jersey, and panties. Jason kept his hands off me, only kissing or touching me sometimes. It's like he wants me to simmer in frustration. I'm so fucking horny that I'm just about to push my fingers into my soaked panties when there is a knock on the door.

"I'll get it." Jason smirks, rising from the chair he's been sitting in since we returned from the game.

I scoot from where I’m leaning against the headboard to the edge of the bed while Jason opens the door. The twins smile and nod at Jason as they push past him. I grin when I see they are just as anxious and eager to get started as I am. I pat the bed on either side of me as they step closer. Carter is wearing a tank top, showing off his muscular arms, and a pair of swim trunks; Ethan is wearing a long-sleeved jersey with khaki shorts. They kick off their sandals as they turn and sit on either side of me.

They lean and take turns kissing me, and I huff in frustration when they break their kisses, leaving me wanting more. They turn to Jason, who sits back in his chair and winks at me.

"How do we want to do this?" Ethan asks Jason as his hand rests on my thigh, squeezing.

"It's up to you three." Jason shrugs. "I want to watch and see what happens. I trust you guys will treat Andi the way she wants. If she says 'dugout,' everything stops. Got it?"

Ethan nods, then turns to me and leans to kiss me. This time, our mouths open as our lips collide, and his hand slides around my neck until he's cradling my head. I tangle my tongue with his and let out a moan as Carter's hand slides under my top and cups my bare breast. When his fingers pull at my stiff nipple, I moan into Ethan's mouth before I part and turn toward Carter. I lean, and Carter meets me, kissing me with a low growl.

"You're so fucking hot, Andi," Carter says as he breaks away from my bruised lips. He knocks the cap off my head, grabs my top, and pulls it up. I raise my arm, wanting to be naked as much as he wants to strip me bare.

"You two need to get naked," I say while reaching for Carter's shorts after he pulls my top off. "Get your cocks out!"

Carter pulls his tank top off as I yank down his swim trunks. He rolls onto his back as I lower my mouth between his thighs. His cock is thick, and I inhale his scent as he cycles his feet to free his legs from his shorts. Gripping the thick root of his cock, I lick from my fingers to the flared tip. I lower, swirling my tongue around his foreskin and moaning at his taste.

Feeling Ethan's hands on my thighs, I glance down to see he's stripped naked. His cock is thick and bobbing, and I consider how to move to get my hands on both of the twins' cocks. Ethan shakes his head and winks at me, reaching for the high waist of my thong.

"I need to taste this sweet pussy," Ethan growls as I pull my feet free of my underwear. "You concentrate on my brother."

I give him a nod, watching him as he lowers his mouth to my slick lips. I turn to suck on Carter's cock, pushing my lips down his thick shaft. When I lift my eyes, Carter's fingers grip my blond mane. I moan at the dual sensations of pain from Carter's grip on my hair and Ethan's insistent tongue lapping at my clit. My body is twisted so I can suck and lick Carter's cock. The lanky pitcher laps at my drenched pussy, holding my legs spread wide.

We all move to readjust, and Ethan lies on his back and pulls me down until I'm straddling his head. I rise on one hand while stroking Carter's cock as he moves to his knees. When we're all aligned, I start sucking his cock in earnest while rocking my hips against Ethan's lapping tongue. I moan at the sensations, wanting more. I want both my holes filled with their cocks. I stare at Carter, and his eyes smolder with his fingers tight in my hair.

"Fuck! You take my cock so good, baby." His voice is a low growl that has my pussy vibrating. Wanting to please him more, I relax and push my mouth lower. I struggle with my gag reflex until his crown slides into my throat. "Oh fuck, such a good cocksucker. Yes, take it all."

Carter grips my head and fucks my face. I keep my lips open at the right angle for him to take over and thrust into my maw. I wag my tongue along the underside of his thick cock and moan like a whore as he rams his cock deeper. Ethan's tongue flutters over my clit, and I groan into Carter's shaft, feeling Ethan's long fingers wriggle into my opening. My vision blurs as my eyes roll back. Being used like a whore by two longtime friends is something I should have done ages ago.

Ethan's fingers find a magical spot, and my thighs tremble as his teeth bite at my clit. I blast into space as his fingers curl and thrust in deep. When he pulls his fingers back, my pussy clenches around them. I scream my bliss around Carter's thick cock and flood Ethan's face. Ethan makes me come in waves, and I go blank, keeping my jaws open for Carter to fuck.

When Carter pulls his cock out and backs off his end of the bed, I collapse onto my chest. My breasts pillow under me as my hips keep grinding against Ethan until he pushes my hips up and slides away from me. I only get to rest for a second before I'm pulled toward the edge of the bed. My eyes flutter open as my body is twisted, and I stare into Ethan's lust-filled eyes. He leans to kiss me, and I taste my juices that have left a glaze over the stubble of his chin.

I’m enjoying playing tongue tag with Ethan when the bed dips down at my feet. I break the kiss, looking down to see Carter kneel, spread my thighs, and line up his cock. It's shiny with my spit and drool, and I'm antsy to feel it stretch my still-tingling pussy. Ethan pulls me back a little more until my head hangs off the end of the bed. When he places his cock against my lips, I open wide like the obedient fuck toy I've become.

I moan as Ethan's cock slides into my mouth, my lips pushing his foreskin back. I lap at the crown, tasting his precum before he pushes his cock deeper. With my head off the side of the bed, the angle is perfect to have Ethan's dick drive into the depths of my throat. My vision fills with the sight of his heavy balls, and I reach out to cradle the heavy sacs and massage them as he fucks my mouth. My body tingles as my senses are filled with Ethan's musk and taste.

When Carter notches his cock against my pussy lips, I moan as he pushes his thick cock into my tight pussy. He stretches my pussy as he strokes in, thrusting more of himself into me. I moan around Ethan's cock from the delicious stretch of being filled with Carter's thick cock. My eyes close as Ethan takes my mouth with firm strokes, and Carter's hips compress my round ass. They pause with their cocks buried deep in my holes. Then, in tandem, they fuck my cunt and throat in earnest.

They slam into my holes in concert, mashing their hips into me, then draw back, causing me to whimper at the feeling of their withdrawal. Stroke after stroke, the twins fuck me from both ends, and my imagination fills with an image of me being spit-roasted by the two professional athletes. I lose track of how many times I've come when they each withdraw, leaving me lying on my back.

I wipe my eyes, which have filled with my tears and drool, and turn to see Ethan sitting against the headboard. He's stroking his length and staring at me with lust-filled eyes. I twist to glance at Carter, who's keeping himself hard, and then my eyes locate Jason's as I feel all three stare at me. Jason tips his chin toward Ethan, and I bite my lip.

"Double play," Jason says, tossing Carter a tube of lube.

I shudder and scramble on my knees, climbing to straddle Ethan's muscular thighs. Gripping his shaft to slide him inside me and settle myself on his hips, I peek over my shoulder, watching Carter coat his cock with a copious handful of lubricant. Ethan shifts down, and I lean and kiss him as my hips work my pussy up and down his rigid shaft. I'm about to have both their cocks in me again, and my body is on fire with rising lust.

When Carter's hands grip and spread my cheeks apart, I part the kiss, tossing my hair as I gape at him. He pauses, looking down at my stretched cheeks over his brother's thighs. I know he's watching Ethan's cock disappear into my cunt as I ride his pleasure pole. When our eyes connect, I bite my lip at the dark lust in his eyes.

"Fuck my ass, Carter," I tell him with wide eyes. I'd beg for his cock, if I needed to, but his flared head is already pressing against my tight ring. I groan and drop my hips, filling my cunt with Ethan's stiff rod. Leaning forward, my tits rub against his face, and he turns and sucks a rock-hard nipple between his lips. "Do it. Fuck me. Fuck! I want you both inside me."

I relax and rock back against Carter's cock. He shifts back and then grinds with even pressure, and I wail out as my sphincter opens, stretching around his hot, thick shaft. I close my eyes, concentrating on the feeling of Ethan's rigid pole grinding inside me as Carter's thick rod invades my asshole. Ethan sucks on my breast, flicking his tongue across the hard tip. I must look like such a whorish slut the way my boyfriend's best buddies are fucking me.

When Carter's hips compress my ass, I groan at how full of cock I am. He grabs my shoulder, then leans in and kisses behind my ear. I shudder at his hot breath on my neck, then the sharpness of his teeth as he nips at my neck. "You stay still, baby girl. Let us rock your world."

"You already have." I whimper and moan as the twins’ hips start to move in concert. The feeling of their shafts moving together with just a thin membrane between them has my mind whirling in lust. This time, they take turns. One fills me as one retracts. Then, after a pause, their hips angle in opposite directions. I scream out at the feeling of being filled by one after another. "Oh god! YES! Fuck me. God, don't stop. I'm⁠—"

I lose my words as my body trembles, and my thighs clench tightly around Ethan's hips. The boys keep pounding into me with their even rhythm. My moans erupt in an ongoing pattern as they increase their pace. I try to rock back to meet Carter's thrusts, but the twins hold me still with their huge hands and muscular arms, their bodies arching and thrusting. Fucking me. Owning me. I can do nothing to stop them—the idea never enters my mind. I want to ride this feeling forever.

"More, fuck! Please. More!" I don't recognize my voice as I babble and plead, then lean just enough to press my lips against Ethan's and drive my tongue between his lips. He growls as his tongue battles mine while I moan against his lips.

The brothers are pounding into me and when Ethan's body tenses and shudders under me, Carter slams his cock deep into me. My ass gets hot from his cum billowing inside me as Ethan bridges his hips, drives deep into my pussy, and releases his hot load. The three of us are inexorably linked as I come apart, again feeling their bodies jerk and shudder as they empty their balls into my trembling body. Carter leans against my back, compressing me against Ethan's chest as he grips my hair and twists my head until our mouths meet in a searing kiss.

I close my eyes as my breath slows, and our bodies relax. I'm on the edge of consciousness, swimming in a world of ecstasy. When the brothers withdraw and leave me curled in a ball in the center of the bed, I'm adrift, floating in a sea of bliss. I stir, registering their voices and getting close as they lean over and kiss me goodbye. I can only moan against their lips. The room is quiet when they leave, and I drift to sleep in a comfortable blackness.
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CHAPTER 10

PROPOSAL


My eyes flutter open as my body shakes, then I feel the warmth of Jason's body curling behind my back. I stretch my shoulders, arching back, pulling one hand behind me, and running my fingers through Jason's hair. I turn and feel him rise and lean over me, kissing me.

"There she is." His gentle tone and soft touch are just what I need after the tumultuous threesome with the twins. "You okay? You were out like a light for about an hour."

"I'm wonderful." I twist my body until I'm facing him. Cupping his jaw, I run my fingers along the scruff of his two-day-old beard. "How are you?" I ask and search his eyes.

It was his idea, and that he wanted me to fuck his best buddies had lit a fire inside me. He enjoyed tormenting me and teasing me as I had to wait to be with them. After all of that, I felt tender, knowing he’d watched his friends treat me like a slut. He watched me come so many times and so hard I'd passed out for an hour. I still tremble as I study him and bite my lip.

"I'm good, babe," Jason says with his customary smirk. "It was so hot watching you—watching them. You're so fucking sexy. But do you understand what I love about this?"

I shake my head, and the lump in my throat limits my words. I can only lean and kiss the corner of his mouth, grounding myself with the softness of his lips. "Tell me," I whisper, pulling back to examine his eyes again.

"That you're still mine. That while they could enjoy you and your sexy body, you belong to me, and I get to sleep with you, hold you, and enjoy being beside you." Jason's smile is genuine as he runs his fingers along my jaw, his thumb caressing my cheek. "You're mine, Adrienne."

I smile and nod, then wrap my arm around him and pull myself against his body. I'm still naked under the sheet; my body feels slick and sticky from sweat and other fluids, but the warmth of his chest soothes me. "I'm yours, Jason. I'll always be yours."

Jason kisses me, then turns and grabs a water bottle, twisting the cap and tilting it as I open my mouth. As Jason controls the water spilling from the bottle, I feel safe in his arms, swallowing slowly as my mouth fills with the steady stream. Soon, the bottle is empty, and I roll onto my back.

"Let's shower, then go to dinner," Jason says, rolling off the bed.

"Deal." I untangle from the covers and join him.
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Jason holds the door open to the restaurant, and I smile at him as I walk inside and wait for him beside the hostess stand. After a hot shower and clean clothes, I feel almost human. My thighs still tremble, but I'm back in the land of the living. Jason leans to talk to the hostess, and I rub my hand along his back as they talk. I've been touching him more since we got out of the shower, reassuring myself that he's still there. It's my mind playing tricks on me, and my upbringing is at war with open relationships. I shake my head to clear the thoughts.

"This way," the hostess says, and Jason grabs my hand and guides me through the fancy restaurant.

It's a steak house with high-back booths, and we sit in a circular one. I slide in first, then scoot to the middle, giving Jason room. When he's back beside me, I let out a breath. I try to understand why I'm so on edge. Jason means the world to me and if fucking his friends has affected him, he hasn't shown it. He takes my menu, smiles, and winks at me.

"Would you mind if I ordered for both of us?" Jason asks. "You still seem a little floaty."

I nod, smile, and hold my hands in my lap. The waiter delivers glasses of ice water, and Jason orders filet mignon and asparagus for us. Jason scoots closer to me when the server leaves and threads our fingers together.

"You've been quiet," he says, looking at me with concern. "You can tell me anything. Are you mad at me?"

"Why would I be angry with you?" I ask a bit louder than I want, then lower my voice to whisper. "Aren't you the one who should be pissed?"

"Babe." Jason smiles and shakes head, then reaches into his pocket. "I'm not angry or upset. You are the only woman I want. You did what I wanted you to do, and you enjoyed every minute. You allowed yourself to get lost in the moment. It was amazing."

"I'm sorry," I say, looking down at my hands, then forcing myself to gaze into my boyfriend's eyes. My eyes flick back to the table, and Jason's holding a black, velvet box open, exposing a beautiful diamond ring. "What?" I exclaim as my eyes snap up to stare at him.

"Andi," Jason says. If we weren't in a booth, he'd be out of his chair and on a knee. "I love you. I love that you took a chance and explored this side of you. I want to be with you as you continue to explore this part of you and be the safe space that will always be here for you. Adrienne, will you be my wife?"

My mouth forms an ‘O’ shape, and I inhale with shock as he finishes his impromptu proposal. With his sober countenance and the seriousness of his tone, all my reservations vanish. He still loves me and wants me to be his forever. Tears spill down my cheeks as I smile, lean toward him, and cup his jaw.

"Yes," I say before I press my lips to his. Our kiss deepens as he hugs me, holding my shaking body against his solid warmth. "Of course. I love you so much."

"I’m thinking in July, near the All-Star break, if we can make it work," Jason continues, and I can tell he's already scheming something.

I'm used to scheduling things around the baseball season. It's what I would expect. It's perfect. I already memorized the schedule and the All-Star game's location. "Are you planning a getaway wedding in Dallas?" I ask with a flirty smirk. His slight blush is all that I need.

"Yeah, I think the twins can make it," he says, and he doesn't mean the baseball team. He’s talking about Ethan and Carter. I shudder at the fresh memory of our torrid threesome. Jason's grin grows wider as he continues. "Maybe a couple more friends, too?"

"Oh, we're going to keep playing this game?" The darkness in his eyes makes the answer clear.

"Fuck, yeah, babe," Jason says, sliding the diamond ring on my finger. "You're going to be my hotwife. I think you should get lots of practice."

I nod because that sounds perfect. This new hotwife's wedding in July in Dallas will be one hot event.
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WHICH FILTHY HOTWIFE IS NEXT?


A Hotwife Shared by Daizy Dennis
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Isabella:

The hardest thing about being married to a handsome billionaire is thinking of a gift to make him smile. Birthdays, holidays, just to say I love you. It’s never easy.

He’s a workaholic, twice my age. He’s been everywhere, seen everything, done most things and if he wants it he’s already got it. It’s frustrating as heck, trying to think of something unique that will give him that gorgeous twinkle in his eye that I crave so hard for.

Then my delicious, handsome, devoted husband Leo, the love of my life, suggested a weekend away. Somewhere secluded where we could run, chill in the hot tub, read, or make love. It coincided with season break for the soccer team he co-owns. Three of the guys had suggested coming over before they left for their usual lad's trip overseas.

The perfect gift came to mind. And best of all, I get to enjoy it too!

Get A Hotwife Shared by Daizy Dennis now

https://mybook.to/ahotwifeshared
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Read the entire series here: Ultimate Hotwife Spring 
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Winter is over, and these hotwives are ready to strip down, lather up, and heat up this spring. Some like it hot. Some like to watch. Some men just want their partners to have fun with other men. The temperature isn't the only thing rising when these women take on the enticing men around them, heating up the sheets and soothing every aching desire ... all with their man's permission. Join the fun, read all the stories from the best in hotwife erotica, and get more than just a spring in your step this springtime.

Book 1: A Hotwife Spring Training by Hank Dolworth

Book 2: A Hotwife Shared by Daizy Dennis

Book 3: A Hotwife Vacation by Alexa Sommers

Book 4: A Hotwife Spring Festival by Kassia White

Book 5: A Hotwife Spring Break by Aileen Gallagher

Book 6: A Hotwife Gets Her Kicks by Delores Swallows

Book 7: A Hotwife Rub Down by Dilana Rose

Book 8: A Hotwife Curveball by Olivia Lawless

Book 9: A Hotwife Bed Of Table by Victoria S. Kyrie

Book 10: A Hotwife Championship by Poppy Lang

The entire series can be found at:

https://mybook.to/ultimatehotwifespring
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Hank Dolworth Collection Series

includes the following:

	Our Ethereal Legacy

	Seduced and Ensnared

	Fantasy Unlimited Bed & Breakfast

	Study Buddies with Benefits

	Jenny, the Soccer Mom



read.hankdolworth.com/hdcollection
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ABOUT THE AUTHOR


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

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

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

Find out what Hank's been up to by signing up for his newsletter, which is easy to do. Just grab a free book when you visit:

read.hankdolworth.com/freebies
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