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ABOUT DALLAS HOTWIFE CLUB


Living in affluent neighborhoods north of Dallas, you get used to the sizzle of summer, but these fifteen stories kick the temperature up to scorching. These stories are linked by geography and theme. They revolve around three women who explore the boundaries of their open marriages.

Each story stands on its own, but is linked by a common thread—North Dallas wives who love to entertain other men and fulfill their salacious fantasies. Supportive husbands enjoy their lady’s libidinous lifestyle and look forward to reclaiming their mates when playtime is over.

Themes of swinging, ethical non-monogamy, polyamory, and forming new connections are woven through sizzling tales and pulsating trysts for all.

This collection includes stories from these three series:

Fantasy Unlimited Bed & Breakfast

	Checking In—Diamond Level - Prelude 

	Luxury Suite 

	Luxury Slut 

	Lucky Sluts 

	Sharing Sluts 




Jenny the Soccer Mom

	Encouraging Our Hotwife Fantasies - Prelude 

	A Hotwife Soccer Mom 

	A Hotwife Watched 

	A Hotwife Poker Prize 

	A Hotwife Double Date 

	A Hotwife Beach Orgy - Bonus Story 




Feisty Felicia

	Hey Felicia 

	Bye Felicia 

	Christi Takes Control - Bonus Story 

	Yes Felicia 
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To those that write spicy stories, may you ever inspire more and more heat.


This is not my beautiful wife…

ONCE IN A LIFETIME - THE TALKING HEADS


Free use - A consensual fetish where partners are allowed to engage with their partner at any time.

Open marriage - When a married couple decides to open their marriage, hence permitting the other partner to engage in sexual relations or emotional relations with additional partners, male or female.


CHAPTER 1
CHANGE IN PLANS



“Excuse me, did you say Polkarama?” I said aloud while on a call listening to an agent from my hotel’s platinum-level customer satisfaction help desk. on my Bluetooth earbuds.

“Yes, sir. Unfortunately, we couldn’t honor your reservation because of our contract with the Annual Polkarama Convention. We will refund you the reservation fee.”

“I don’t understand. I’m a Diamond-level member. I made that reservation months ago. I’m on my way to the airport right now. You’re telling me I don’t have a room because of a… polka convention?”

“My sincerest apologies, sir,” she said softly, “We regret any inconvenience. In light of your status as a Diamond level member, I’m authorized to give you a free three-day voucher to one of the new resort level bed and breakfasts we have partnered with.”

“A bed and breakfast?” I growled, sounding angrier than I wanted to sound.

“Yes, sir,” she said, her voice low like she was sharing some secret, “It’s a new modern setup with full access to resort-like amenities. Let me connect you to their reservation desk, one moment.”

The line went silent, and weird music started playing in my ears. I breathed a harsh breath out that made my Uber driver peek into the rearview. I pointed to my ears, then looked out the window. It was cold in Dallas, and rain was spattering on the glass. I was going on a business trip to Green Bay and wasn’t looking forward to the flight and the connection through O’Hare in Chicago. That was always a fucking mess. This was going to be a hell of a week.

“Mr. Baker,” a soft feminine voice said into my ear, “I have all your information from the Diamond member helpline. I understand you need a room for three nights starting tonight?”

“Yes, that’s correct,” I said, resigned to my fate and a new bed and breakfast.

“One moment, let me finalize your reservation. Please hold.”

The music returned, and I heaved out another sigh. I’d much rather be back in bed with my enchanting wife, pushing her onto her back and crawling between her legs. Travel was just a part of my job, and I didn’t savor the experience. I’d learned not to try to buck the system. Having top-level status had its benefits, but sometimes things just broke down. A comped three-day stay at a cozy bed in breakfast in the middle of winter wasn’t the end of the world, especially if the hotel I was planning on staying at was filled with fans of Polka.

“Mr. Baker, for identification purposes, can you say your first and last name.”

“Brandon Baker,” I repeated back, then sighed. She already verified my information; why did I need to say it aloud?

“Perfect, thank you. You’re all set, Mr. Baker,” the sultry voice returned, “I’ve sent the details in an email. Please ensure to read it through carefully. You’ve been granted a free year-long membership into our top-tier rewards plan, and you must read and accept the terms of use before checking in. You can do it all online….”

I stopped listening carefully, and even the sultry voice started to bore me. This was a boilerplate script. So I listened and promised to read and sign, then hung up on the call with a pinch on the end of my earbuds. I reached into my pocket and pulled out my smartphone, unlocking it with my face and then tapping on the email icon.

The newest email was titled, “Welcome to Fantasy Unlimited Bed and Breakfast (FU-BNB).” I had to roll my eyes. The resort industry was fucking weird sometimes. What kind of name was Fantasy Unlimited?

I muttered, “fub nub?” under my breath as I thought about the acronym. Did they realize what FU-BNB sounded like? I shook my head, tapped on the link, scrolled through the Terms of Use without reading, and tapped accept at the bottom. A few seconds later, my phone buzzed, and a new email with my reservation details appeared; I added it to my calendar. Satisfied that I had the location and a number to call if I had any issues, I shut off my phone and slid it back into my pocket.

I closed my eyes and tried to relax for the last few minutes before arriving at the chaos of the airport. A smile on my lips as I remembered waking up to my wife’s delectable mouth wrapped around my cock. She always liked to have a mouthful of my cum before I had to leave for work. I was glad to give her what she wanted. I also liked to start my business trip with the taste of her on my tongue. So after she showed me her mouthful of cum, I pushed her thighs apart and devoured her slick juicy lips…

“Okay, sir, Terminal A,” the Uber driver said as the car stopped.

“Thanks,” I replied, pulling out my phone and tapping on the Uber app.

I slid out of the car and grabbed my roller suitcase and backpack. I mindlessly added a tip to my ride, then, with a deep sigh, looked for the TSA line and the start of the endless monotony of air travel.


CHAPTER 2
CHECKING IN



Five hours, two airports, and five lines later, I pulled into the parking lot of a modern building. It was small, unlike a big hotel resort. At most, this building could have ten to fifteen small rooms. The parking lot was half-empty and covered with a dusting of snow. It was plowed earlier, as the rest of the streets and sidewalks had at least half a foot of accumulated snow and ice. I need to stop making trips to Wisconsin in January.

I parked in a spot with a sign saying “Thank you, Diamond member” in the familiar script and logo of my VIP membership. That was reassuring that this wasn’t some loose association with the much larger hotel chain but a link to the benefits my extensive travel allowed me—two ice-cold bottles of water would be in my room and a voucher for a complimentary breakfast in the morning. I let out another sigh and shook my head with a low chuckle as I got out into the bitter cold and wind. Grabbing my roller and backpack from the trunk, I carried both bags under the awning and into the entry of the expensive new building.

A young blonde woman greeted me as I pushed through the glass doors of the entry. My sight drank her curves as she walked around the edge of the front desk. She was medium height, with blonde hair pulled back into a ponytail that danced across her shoulder as she walked towards me. She wore a form-fitting blue dress that hugged her hips and thighs, coming halfway to her knees. Her breasts swelled and spilled out slightly from the low-cut neck. Her lips curled into a sultry smile as her right hand reached out toward me.

“Mr. Baker,” she said, as she reached for my bag, “I assume?”

“Call me Brandon,” I said, letting go of the bag and feeling a jolt of electricity as our fingers grazed each other.

“Kirsten,” she smiled, dropped my bag on end, and extended the handle. She turned and held the handle in her far hand, reaching back with her free hand to grab mine, “Let’s go, Brandon. Let’s get you checked in. I saw that you already signed the Terms of Use. Did you want to rail me against the front desk?”

Her fingers were warm, and her grip was comfortable. I stumbled a bit hearing her words but fell in line behind her.

“Um, Sorry?” I managed. Did she ask if I wanted to rail her against the front desk?

“Oh, someone didn’t read all of the Terms of Use did they,” Kirstie’s teasing tone and feminine giggle got my cock’s attention, and it tightened the front of my trousers, “This is a free-use bed and breakfast, Brandon.”

“Free use?” I asked, letting go of her hand to pinch the back of my other hand hard. Yep, I was awake.

“Brandon, we here at Fantasy Unlimited Bed & Breakfast understand that business travel is stressful. We have designed this experience to help our essential customers destress in all the ways they fantasize about.”

Her voice was low and steady, drawing out the words in a soft seductive drawl, and I swallowed as I started putting two and two together.

“I guess I did miss examining the membership benefits,” I confessed, “perhaps you can give me a brief.”

“Oh, the benefits don’t have to be brief, Brandon,” Kirsten purred, letting go of my roller bag’s handle and then cupping my growing bulge in my trousers, “I’m your assigned free-use slut for the duration of your stay.”

“That sounds delightful, Kirsten,” I managed to get out while simultaneously wanting to grab her hip with one hand and bend her over the reception desk with a firm grip of that tantalizing ponytail, “but I’m married.”

Kirsten’s top row of teeth dented her upper lip as her clear blue eyes captured my gaze, “I am too, Brandon. My husband approves of this job, as he too travels for business. We are very discreet with our… services Brandon. Your wife would never know unless you told her yourself.”

“Your husband knows you’re a free-use slut?” I repeated dumbly and swallowed, not wanting to confess that I, too, enjoyed that my wonderfully slutty wife liked to play with others while I was away on trips. We both enjoyed the nightly calls where she recounted her latest conquest.

“Mmmmm,” Kirsten purred, her fingers gliding up and down my rock-hard cock, “He is also a Dimond tier member of FU-BNB, so I know he loves to fuck my colleagues in other cities, while I entertain weary travelers while he’s away.”

“Entertain,” I repeated, feeling a bit silly just parroting back her words. Her fingers stroked my cock, then lifted and pulled at my leather belt, unbuckling it with practiced ease.

“Relax, Brandon,” Kirsten said and lowered to her knees, “I can tell this is your first time. Let me take some of your pent-up anxiety away.”

Kirsten pulled down my zipper with one hand while the other reached into my tented boxers and pulled my cock out. She stared at me with her blue eyes as her tongue flattened against the underside of my flared crown. A dribble of pre-cum oozed from my slit, and her tongue corralled it as she moaned, “Mmm, so sweet,” she let out before her lips wrapped around my crown, her fist stroking along my length.

I had to prop my hand against the counter as my knees gave a little bit, watching her enjoying my cock in her mouth. I blinked and swallowed again, my eyes closing at the feel of her soft wet lips pushing deeper onto my cock. My other hand finally got the idea, gripped her ponytail, and pulled her deeper onto my cock.

Kirsten’s eyes widened with an expression of delight. I’m sure she’d be grinning a devilish grin if her lips weren’t stretched wide around my thick cock. She kept eye contact and bobbed, nodding a little to encourage me. My fingers tightened into a fist as I held her head steady and worked my cock into her open, willing mouth.

“Fuck, you’re a good little cocksucker, Kirsten,” I growled lowly, the surroundings of a posh hotel reception fading into a blur around me as I focused on her eyes.

“Your cocksucker,” Kirsten said breathlessly, managing to pull away from my cock and run her lips along my length, “At least for the next few days. I hope you enjoy my mouth, cunt, ass… whatever you want is yours to use freely.”

I groaned at the thought and the feel of her lips hungrily returning to my cock, feeling her push her mouth deeper. I felt my crown press into her throat without any difficulty. I let my eyes wander down her kneeling sexy curves—the swell of her breasts and deep cleavage on display just below the vision of her working her mouth deeper and deeper onto my thick cock. The way her eyes lit up when her nose pressed into my coarse, short, cropped pubic hair made the cock in her mouth throb.

Kirsten blinked as she rocked her head back and forth, her mouth and throat stuffed with my cock. I growled and watched as she stayed pushed deep until she pulled back and inhaled deeply through her nose. Drool spilled from her lips and dripped into her cleavage as her hand gripped and stroked my cock.

“Fuck, you have a nice cock Brandon,” Kirsten moaned.

She let out a yip when I gripped her ponytail and tugged up, “Let’s get you back on your feet,” I growled, my free hand reaching down to grip under her arm and help her back onto her stilettos.

Kirsten was right; I had been anxious with the uncertainty of this new experience, but her cock sucking skills pushed any thought except lustful need out of my head. Kirsten stared at me with a smirk as she wiped her manicured nails across her swollen lips and blinked her big blue eyes at me. I stared at her and pressed her over the edge of the reception desk.

“You mentioned getting railed?” I growled.

I dropped my free hand down the curve of her ass and pulled the hem of her tight skirt up, exposing her firm round ass and a black thong that disappeared between her creamy cheeks. I gave one cheek a firm smack, then gripped it firmly.

“Fuck, your ass is divine, Kirsten.” I complimented.

She moaned as my hand smacked her other cheek, then purred as my fingers pushed between her thighs and cupped the soaked gusset of her delicate thong. I pulled them to the side and pushed two fingers into her. She was tight but also soaked. I wondered how many fantasies she had while waiting for me to arrive.

“Have you been playing with your juicy pussy, wondering when I’d get here?” I asked, deciding to find out with an honest question.

“Yes, sir,” she managed as she rocked her hips back fucking my fingers, “I didn’t cum, but I’ve been edging since I started work.”

I let go of her ponytail and ran that hand down her back, as my fingers pressed inside and down to circle along the front of her cunt. She purred and rocked her hips, encouraging more exploration. I spanked her bare ass with my other hand, pulling the hem of her dress up until she was utterly bared to my sight and touch.

“So you’ve been thinking of getting railed for five hours,” I asked, “No wonder you’re so fucking drenched.”

“Fuck, your fingers feel so fucking good, and yes, I’m a needy fucking whore for you, Brandon… Use your free use slut. Please. Fuck!”

Her voice had gone from friendly and professional to a whine of lustful need. Frankly, I was here for it. My wife and I had an understanding because of my travel. We could enjoy having sex outside of our marriage as long as we openly told each other of our affairs. So I knew Meghan wouldn’t mind, and if I knew my wife, I figured the gardener was probably balls deep inside her at this moment. I pulled my fingers out of Kirsten’s tight cunt, and curled two fingers around the thin strap of her delicate thong. With two firm tugs, the thong parted and left her cunt open and bare for my use.

“Since you asked so nicely,” I gruffed and pressed my swollen crown into her leaking folds.

I ran the tip along her labia, pushing between them. I was rock hard, and the end of my cock arched up. My movement pressed the dome of my cock over her clit, and Kirsten shuddered.

“Fuck, please, Brandon, don’t tease me…” she panted.

I pulled back, notched the tip of my cock into her opening, and then pushed. She was slick but tight, and my swollen head stretched her sheath as I slowly pressed deeper inside her.

“Oh fuck, yes… Brandon, stretch your whore’s cunt. Fuck!”

Kirsten’s thighs shook as she pushed her hips back. I smacked her ass and gripped her hips, holding her against the edge of the reception desk. Kirsten had spread her stilettoed feet out, and the counter was the perfect height. I sawed my cock into her while holding her hips against the curved edge of the countertop. I ground into her as my hips pressed into her bare ass and groaned at the feel of her squeezing her cunt around my shaft.

“Kirsten, you have the sweetest pussy, so tight and wet,” I praised as one hand went back to her tantalizing ponytail and tugged her head up.

She arched back and whined with need as I started fucking her earnestly. I looked past her arched head and saw our reflections in the mirror behind the front desk. I grunted, watching her face as her features contorted in the bliss of my firm fucking. I took a moment to look around at the entry and how it was arranged. It was a very cozy feeling, with the front desk a bit lower than most reservation counters, and the mirror behind the desk was uncommon in my experience. They were catering to their customers’ desire to connect instantly with their slut for the week.

I felt Kirsten’s cunt start to clench in waves, and I looked back at her reflection. Her eyes locked on mine and her mouth opened as her body tensed.

“Fuck, Brandon, I’m going to cum, please may I.”

“Yes, fucking cum, fall the fuck apart,” I growled and hammered into her hard.

Gone were any thoughts of sightseeing, and I focused on railing Kirsten against the reception desk. Her head dipped down, and I felt her press back into my relentless thrusts, then her head arched back, and she screamed out my name.

“Brandon!”

I bit my bottom lip and drove into her, and stilled. I felt her channel clench in waves, and a hot gush of her spending coated my shaft and dripped down my swaying balls. I eased myself back and slipped out of her, and Kirsten whimpered as her cunt continued to throb around nothingness. I stepped back and took a long breath to cool off.

Kirsten twisted around to look over her shoulder. Her eyes blazed into mine. I smirked and smacked her ass, which made her purr again. I reached and pulled her back to her feet and wrapped my arms around her, pulling her to my chest, “I’m not done with you quite yet.”

“Should we find your room?” Kirsten asked, leaning her head back into my shoulder and looking up at me.

“Not yet,” I growled.

I pushed the straps of her dress off her shoulders and down her arms. My mouth dropped to kiss behind her ear and down to the curve of her neck to her shoulders. My eyes watched as her dress pulled down and exposed her bra and the tops of her firm breasts. I kept pulling until her blouse fell and bunched at her hips, leaving just a bundle of blue like a wide belt. I unhooked her bra and pushed it back down her arms, letting her pull it off as I cupped her bared breasts and squeezed firmly.

“Mmmmm, you keep doing that as long as you want,” Kirsten moaned as my finger and thumb pulled at her hard nipples.

I pulled my fingers off her nipples with a slight twist, “I’d like that, but I need you to turn around and get your fine ass up on the desk.”

I felt her shiver a bit as she turned around. She pushed her bra off the desk, and I watched it slide to the floor as she leaned her ass back against the counter’s edge.

“You get to do whatever you want, Brandon,” Kirsten said, “I’m here for your enjoyment, exclusively.”

I grinned, “This is going to be an interesting few days,” I said as I gripped her waist and lifted her to the edge of the desk.

Kirsten leaned back on her elbows, and I licked my lips as I watched her full breasts bounce. She slid back onto her back and lifted her knees up and back towards her chest. I dropped my hand to my stiff cock and stroked from root to tip. Kirsten’s fingers gripped her knees and spread her legs. Her bare pussy lips glistened with her arousal and the remnants of our previous fucking.

“I want to finish inside you,” I said, running the tip of my cock lightly along the edge of her labia, “Do you have a condom?”

Kirsten smirked and nodded towards the computer monitor at the bunch of wrapped condoms of different colors filling a small fish bowl.

“I was so turned on from sucking your cock, I forgot the rule,” Kirsten said with a cute blush, “Since you’re new, you need to wear a condom for intercourse. Pick a color.”

I reached and grabbed a blue wrapper, tore it open, and sheathed my cock in a smooth motion.

“Blue to match your eyes,” I winked, then pressed the tip of my prick back against her opening, then drove steadily inside.

“Ohhh fuck yes,” Kirsten gushed, “You are so fucking big, Brandon. You stretch me so fucking wide.”

I grinned. I knew I was on the larger side, but hearing a sexy woman like Kirsten tell me how big I was only made my cock throb to prove the point. I gripped her hips and tugged her ass halfway off the edge of the desk. I thrust into her, grinding deep, leaning to grab her full breasts in my hands and pressing her firmly against the granite counter.

“God, yes! Use your free use whore,” Kirsten gushed as I started to fuck her with long full strokes.

I slammed into her, rocked back, and drove in again. My fingers and thumbs pulled to her nipples, tugging them out as the heels of my hands pressed her down. Kirsten tossed her head side to side, then arched into my hands. Her head tipped back, and she looked into the mirror behind her. I started at her reflection, then shifted to watch my own as I railed my free-use slut for the week. I’d only been ten feet inside the building and had been inside her three times, once in her mouth and twice in her tight slick cunt.

“Fuck!” Kirsten cursed, rocking her chin forward, her eyes blazed in lust. I stared at her blue eyes and watched as her gaze lost focus, “You… you’re oh fuck!”

Kirsten’s body flexed into another arch, her thighs trembling and slipping away from her manicured fingernails. I pounded into her as she crashed through a wave of her climax. Her thighs pressed against my hips, and her ankles crossed behind the small of my back. I pulled a hand from her breast and ran it up along her chest, pressing fingers into her throat.

“You’re fucking beautiful when you cum,” I growled, “Do it again.”

I watched in awe as she crashed into another peak at my command, her cunt spasming, gushing around my thrusting cock. I slammed in deep and ground my hips. I was lost in the feeling of electricity ripping up my spine. My cock swelled and then pumped, filling the condom with my entire load.

“Fuck! Yes! God, I can feel your heat, fuck.” Kirsten called out, her heels digging into my spine.

My hands lifted and slid under her arms, pushing into her hair. Her strict ponytail had gotten loose in our fucking, and I moved my fingers into her blonde tresses leaning close.

“Can I …” I managed to blurt before Kirsten’s lips crashed into mine.

Her tongue thrust between my lips, and I drove my tongue alongside hers. My body relaxed into her, and I felt her rigid nipples press into my chest through my button-down and tee shirt. We shared our breaths as we kissed deeply, our bodies slowly coming down from our peaks. I pulled from the kiss and rubbed my nose across hers.

“Fuck, Kirsten. We’re going to have a fun week, aren’t we.” I growled, looking into her eyes.

“Yes, sir,” she sighed, resting under me, not complaining about my weight, “Happy to be of service to you.”
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ABOUT LUXURY SUITE


BRANDON:

When my hotel reservation was unexpectedly canceled, I was gifted a VIP membership to a luxurious resort chain! I envisioned a cozy room and a sumptuous breakfast, but instead, I was greeted by the enchanting Kirsten, my exclusive companion for the week! With my wife’s playful blessing for salacious indulgence, I dove headfirst into a thrilling adventure with Kirsten, setting the stage for an unforgettable stay at this exquisite bed-and-breakfast resort!


We travel, some of us forever, to seek other states, other lives, other souls.

ANAÏS NIN


CHAPTER
ONE



“We should get you to your suite,” Kirsten whispered in my ear, “We can’t just lie here in the reception area all day.”

“Why not?” I asked, still catching my breath.

“The next guest is due to arrive, and I need to give Steph some time to do… clean up.”

“Right,” I grinned and pressed a kiss to Kirsten’s lips.

I rose and helped her sit up on the edge of the counter. I took a moment to look around the reception area now that I wasn’t balls deep in my sexy free-use slut for the week. My jacket and backpack had been flung to the side, and my roller bag had gotten kicked onto its side. The reception desk had Kirsten’s breast marks on it from when I first bent her over to rail her against the counter, and there was a bit of a puddle just in front of my feet.

I started to pull the pieces back together as Kirsten slid onto her feet, still clad in stilettos, and pushed her skirt back down her thighs. I was still buzzing from what we’d done. I reviewed in my mind the last hour since I pulled into the Fantasy Unlimited Bed & Breakfast in Green Bay, Wisconsin. I could look out the lobby’s glass doors and see the looming stands of Lambeau Field, yet I was discovering something completely new on this side of the glass.

I’d been traveling steadily for the past few years. With a steady cadence of three-day trips, they ended up five days away from home, going to and coming back via the airport. My wife got frustrated quickly, and I completely understood her frustration. I wasn’t going to fuck around on her while I was traveling, but she was home, bored and alone. After a few months of steady travel, we discussed it and agreed to open our marriage. Meghan is a stone-cold fox with lush brown locks, full natural breasts, trim and lithe from running and yoga. We had an incredible sex life when I was home, and the spice was fading into monotony with my road warrior routine.

I recalled our challenging conversation and how much it reinforced our love for each other. For the sake of our relationship, we opened our marriage sexually. Which meant that we both were free to engage in sexual affairs; the only caveat was that we had to tell each other everything. While I didn’t engage in many affairs, Meghan had many liaisons with various men she trusted to be discreet. She was hot, but she was my wife. She loved the sex, but she loved me more. Most nights when I was on travel, she’d call me to tell me everything. I loved it, knowing she’d be waiting for me when I came home. She is my hot wife, who enjoyed letting her fly her freak flag, which only made me love her more. I was sexually satisfied listening to her tales and masturbating. It might not be for everyone, but we were making it work.

Until this morning, my reservation was switched from my ordinary corporate hotel to this swanky modern bed and breakfast. I didn’t know until I arrived that Fantasy Unlimited Bed & Breakfast locations were free-use friendly. I was stunned when Kirsten greeted me on arrival and asked almost immediately if I wanted to fuck her over the reception counter. I should have read the Terms of Use that came with my complimentary year-long membership, but I threw caution into the wind and freely used Kirsten to take the edge of my travel woes by fucking her to two orgasms before filling a condom with my cock wedged deep inside her.

“Let me take care of that,” Kirsten said, peeling said condom off my semi-rigid phallus.

“Umm, thanks,” I said, then tucked my cock back into my pants. I adjusted my clothes, then rubbed my hand through the stubble of my short hair behind my head, “So, where is my room?”

I don’t know why I was suddenly bashful; maybe I was thinking about Meghan. Honestly, I couldn’t wait to tell her about my incredible early afternoon. I wondered if she’d gotten nice good rutting from Miguel, our twenty-something gardener. I felt Kirsten’s hand grab mine, and I blinked back to the present.

“You’re in one of the top-floor suites,” Kirsten said, then giggled, “Welcome back. It looks like you took a little trip.”

“Yeah,” I said and hooked my backpack over my shoulder, carrying my heavy winter jacket, “I just recalled everything. I wasn’t expecting….”

“A free-use slut all to yourself?” Kirsten finished with a grin pulling my roller to the elevator, “I think you’ll get used to it. We have many repeating customers.”

“Yeah, I think I could get used to this,” I nodded as I stepped into the open elevator behind Kirsten.

I pushed her up against the wall as the doors closed, and she moaned, “Mmm, hungry again already? Press the top floor,” she groaned as my hands gripped her hips and pulled her back against my stiffening cock.

I stepped back, twisted to press the 5th-floor button, then faced Kirsten as she turned around. She pulled down her dress top, and her breasts bounced free. I reached my hands out to her tits, and her hand pushed into my groin and cupped my thick staff.

“How many rooms do you have?” I asked as I kneaded her breasts and enjoyed her moan as her eyes flared looking at me.

“Six in all,” Kirsten said, stroking my cock as the elevator rose slowly, “The top two floors are single suites, while each of the bottom two floors has junior suites. We have six free-use sluts for our guests, assigned throughout their stay. The bottom floor is the lobby, a gym with a sauna, a pool, and a hot tub, then our service areas. “

The elevator dinged, and I added a firm pull on Kirsten’s hard nipples as I turned around. The door opened to a small enclosed atrium with a single entry. I patted my pockets, looking for a key, making Kirsten giggle.

“No one ever reads the Terms of Use,” she sighed, “Say your name. We captured your voice print automatically when you confirmed your reservation.”

“Brandon Baker,” I said, in the same tone I’d used with the reception operator.

The door clicked, and Kirsten opened the door and pulled my roller in behind her. I followed, hung my jacket on the hook by the door, and dropped my backpack against the wall. Kirsten had paused, then resumed walking into the open-style room. All the furniture was leather in different colors. There was a section of dark black leather and another composed of modern, sleek white leather furniture. I followed Kirsten’s swaying ass as she walked towards a large king-sized bed, but she turned into the closet, pausing to look at me.”

“You’ve been a gentleman, Brandon,” Kirsten said, “So I’ve felt comfortable with everything we’ve done up til now.”

I raised my brow slightly because bending a woman I had just met over the reception desk to fuck her silly wasn’t gentlemanly behavior, but I nodded. I suppose I may have been tamer than other men presented with the opportunity I’d been.

“Well, in context,” Kirsten said as if reading my mind, “I need you to read the Terms of Use while I put your clothes away. I’ll gladly blow that magnificent cock of yours until you finish. But we can’t do anything else until you read and understand the Terms.”

“Completely fair,” I said and pulled my phone out of my pocket.

“Good boy,” Kirsten giggled and rose to kiss my cheek, “Make yourself comfortable. This won’t take long.”


CHAPTER
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I grinned at Kirsten’s flirty comment and her sweet kiss and wandered to the other side of the expansive suite, drawn to the dark, comfortable leather furniture. I turned and sat into the plush leather of a large armchair, leaned into the back, and spread my thighs out comfortably. I unlocked my phone, returned to my emails, found the one with the Terms of Use, and opened it to read.

The document’s start was almost boilerplate legalese, and I quickly swept through it. I swiped back when I recognized a blue link in the middle of a long paragraph. I focused on the text, and it mentioned that the rules around a platinum-level stay were listed at the link highlighted. I read back, and the section had run down the various levels of the membership and what they were entitled to as part of their stays. That was pretty normal for any of the big brand hotel chains.

I clicked on the link for the platinum-level information and was greeted with a login screen; only it had a button to record your voice to gain access securely. Working in technology, this was a rare type of authentication but a unique method to keep things secure. I typed in my full name, clicked the record button, and recited my full name as I had done earlier. The screen shifted to a welcome screen and a menu of rules.

I sensed movement and lifted my eyes from the screen to see the delectable sight of a completely naked Kirsten pacing her way toward me. She’d even taken off her stilettos and walked toward me barefoot on the plush carpet.

“I see you found the rules,” Kirsten said, sinking to her knees, “Keep reading, and I’ll take care of this.”

She pressed her fingers into my growing cock, then slid them up to unbuckle my belt again. I lifted my hips after she unbuttoned and unzipped my trousers and reached to pull down my pants and boxers in one smooth motion.

“Mmmm, feeling hungry?” I managed as I sank back into the warm leather leaning back and edging my ass closer to the chair’s edge.

“Yes,” Kirsten said, licking her lips, “I was thinking about your yummy cock while putting away your clothes. Now I’m hungry to taste it again. Be good and read the rules. There might be a quiz.”

With that, she lowered her head and swirled her tongue around my crown, and my eyes almost crossed at the sensation. I had to close my eyes and take a long slow breath to keep myself from dropping my phone and gripping Kirsten’s ponytail again. After finding a calmer place, I opened my eyes and resumed reading the rules.

Most rules were standard for executive perks, special floors, and amenities. A reserved room for catered meals or cocktail hour. It took a while to get into the free-use clauses. There was a long section discussing consent. The hostesses (their designation for what Kirsten called a free-use slut) were consenting to a sexually free-use dynamic for a single assigned customer. There were a few caveats, and consent could be withdrawn if the hostess felt unsafe or the dynamic with the assigned partner didn’t mesh. Then an alternate hostess would be assigned. There was also a rule against sharing hostesses with other guests. It was clear an assistant was monogamous with their guest.

I was brought back to the present by a gentle cupping and then a slight pull on my balls. I looked down, and Kirsten slipped her mouth off my cock and grinned.

“I have to tell you a secret, Brandon,” she said and took a long lick from my root to my swollen crown, “It’s fucking hot when a guy is serious about understanding the rules. I’m enjoying myself, but I wanted you to know I appreciate your diligence.”

I seriously considered tossing my phone, hauling Kirsten up by her ponytail, and bending her over the arm of my chair, but instead, I grinned, winked, and went back to reading the rules. I tried not to show her how hot I thought she was, to see how that played into her kinks. What made her purr? I felt her purr at my dismissal as she deep-throated my cock and ran her tongue along the base of my cock. I had to stop myself from crushing my phone at the feel of her showing me how much she appreciated my seeming indifference to her oral skills.

Several slow blinks later, I focused back on the rules. The rest seemed pretty standard for a swinging club or contract. Meghan and I had tried to join a secretive group back home, but my schedule limited us from enjoying the club. There were standards for regular testing for STDs, health checkups, and protocol for birth control options that the hostess was to enforce at their discretion.

The following section described protocols for violating the rules or injury to the hostess that fell outside the rules. Any BDSM interactions were to be discussed and negotiated limits; no marking was allowed. Any breaking of consent was subject to investigation, and outright rape would be reported to law enforcement with cooperation from the management. Each hostess wore a beacon that she could activate at any time to alert the security team on location.

Everything seemed sane and safe. The impact was to play within the rules, and there would be no problems. Play outside the rules, and all fun would be cut off, and the consequences could involve serious ramifications.

I closed my eyes before reading the last section on locations and select resorts. I laid the phone on my chest and pushed my fingers through Kirsten’s hair, giving a firm tug, then letting my fingers ride on her scalp as she sucked my cock, keeping me hard. I felt my balls tighten as she looked up at me, her eyes big and blue gazing up in a fog of lust.

“It’s okay if you want to cum,” Kirsten hissed, pulling off my crown, “I can tell you want to—blast your load in my mouth, Brandon.”

My head rolled back, and my hips rocked into her willing mouth. She was correct; I was right on the edge. I allowed myself to let go, and soon my thighs tightened and back curled as my balls throbbed and filled Kirsten’s warm mouth with my hot seed. Fuck, it felt good to release deep inside her, showing her how much I appreciated her skills.

I watched as Kirsten’s eyes half closed as her throat worked, and she sucked up my spurts and swallowed. My fingers relaxed the combed through her honey-blonde tresses, and I felt her purr around my sensitive glans, feeling her tongue circle and clean every crevice. With a satisfied grin, she pulled back and then ran her tongue along the sides of my shaft, her eyes watching mine the entire time.

“How far did you get?” Kirsten said as she rose and crawled into my lap, pushing her thighs astride mine.

“Locations and special resorts,” I said as I picked my phone up from my side, where it slid down during my orgasm.

My other hand ran up the outside of her thigh as she slowly wormed her hips and ground her wet lips along my softened cock. Kirsten ran the tip of her tongue along the bottom of her upper lip as she dropped her hips and circled. The pressure of her teasing gyrations was already bringing my cock back to life.

“So you’re past the rules,” Kirsten said, “If you don’t have any questions, you can review the locations—later.”

“In that case, it’s whatever I want, right?” I said, lifting my hand to cup her breast and squeeze.

“That’s right, handsome,” Kirsten said with a moan as I pulled at her nipple, “You’re in charge, and I am your plaything anytime, even when I’m on duty elsewhere.”

“In that case, I need a shower,” I said with a smirk, “Go get the water hot for me, just short of scalding.”

“Mmm, yes sir,” Kirsten said, slipping back off my thighs and standing, “Leave your clothes here. I’ll tidy all this up later. Don’t take too long.”
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I watched Kirsten’s supple ass sway as she walked back towards the main bedroom and turned to the right and out of sight. I scraped the back of my head and looked at my watch. I was due to call Meghan and let her know I was safe at the hotel. I knew she’d want to tell me about her day, but I also wanted to explain the change to my reservation and this unique bed and breakfast. I knew that was more than a couple-minute conversation. I also knew I’d keep nothing from her. I dialed Meghan.

“Hey, hot stuff,” Meghan cooed in my ear, “I was waiting for your call. I want to….”

“Babe, I want to hear all about it,” I interrupted, “I need to tell you something. I need you to listen, okay?”

“Honey?” Meghan’s tone changed to concern, “Okay, I’m listening.”

“My reservation changed, and I’m at a new place, Fantasy Unlimited Bed & Breakfast.”

“Fantasy, Brandon? What kind of place are you at?” Meghan’s voice shifted again, curiosity threaded into every syllable.

“For a platinum-level member, it’s a free-use facility,” I started, then just kept confessing, “I was assigned an exclusive hostess. She calls herself a free-use slut. And the first thing I did was fuck her over the reception desk.”

“Brandon!” She said, more shocked than angry, “Free use? What does that even mean?”

“It means for the next three days—I can fuck her any way I want to. She just got done giving me a blow job while I read the rules, and now she’s waiting for me in the shower.” I paused and stood up, putting the phone on speaker and resting it on the arm of the chair. “So I’m stripping nude and going to the shower. Our call will have to be a little late.”

“Fuck, baby,” Meghan’s voice was now low and lusty, “Let me see her, I trust you, and I love you; I just want to see what your fuck toy looks like.”

I could tell that Meghan was already letting her fingers do the walking with small little moans as she spoke. I pulled off my shirt, my pants, and my socks off. I grabbed my phone and switched the current call to a video call, standing naked next to my chair, my cock rising to the sound of my wife’s soft moans.

“Show me,” I said when the video call connected.

“Only if you show me,” Meghan said as her face filled the frame, her brown curls hung loosely around her face, and she panned down to her bare breasts as I walked to the main bedroom. I turned to the right and saw the bathroom was open. The shower had a glass wall, steam drifting above the glass wall about four feet tall. Kirsten smiled at me as she saw me. Her blonde hair turned darker and plastered behind her head from the water. I lifted my phone.

“My wife wants to see you,” I said, “Does that break any rules?”

“It’s okay with me, Brandon,” Kirsten said louder than necessary.

I grinned as I looked at my wife’s expression as she heard Kirsten, “Oh fuck, you’re not playing baby,” Meghan cooed, and she looked at me, “Flip it… I want to see your slut.”

I flipped the phone to the front camera as I stepped into the shower outside of the spray. Kirsten posed slightly, showing her profile, one leg bent at the knee.

“I’m Kirsten,” she said, “Thank you for sharing your husband with me this week.”

“Meghan,” my wife said and stopped talking as her eyes moved, watching as Kirsten continued to preen. I flipped the phone to the front camera and slipped next to Kirsten, pulling my arm around her. My cock pressed against her thigh as I posed selfie style with my free-use slut for my wife.

“Fuck Brandon,” Meghan said as I watched her eyes. I moved the phone, so nothing was hidden. Her eyes got more expressive as the view changed to my cock pressed against Kirsten’s hip. I felt her hand wrap around my shaft and give me a slow stroke. I stifled a moan. I watched my wife’s eyes narrow.

“He’s clean,” she said to Kirsten, “I get tested every week, and so does he. But he doesn’t fuck around, though I want him to. Are you clean, Kirsten?”

“Both me and my husband Mark are tested weekly,” Kirsten said, “He’s probably balls deep in one of my colleagues in another state right now.”

The view on my screen changed and slowly exposed every inch of my beautiful wife’s naked body, then focused on her fingers pushing between her legs and her hips pressing forward. Kirsten’s grip on my cock tightened, and I heard her moan in concert with my own as we watched.

“Fuck him good, Kirsten,” Meghan said with a breathy moan, “Just remember he comes home to me when work is over.”

The screen went blank, and I lifted the phone over the divider and placed it on the edge of the wall, safe from water sprays. I looked back at Kirsten; my eyes were dark with lust. She looked back at me with her bright blue eyes, wide looking like a deer caught in the open.

“Do I need to find a condom?” I tilted my head and stepped closer.

Kirsten shook her head, “I believe your wife, and I’m on birth control,” she turned against the shower wall, pushed her ass back, and reached for the shampoo.

I watched as she poured shampoo into her hands and then massaged the suds into her hair. I stepped closer and took the invitation of her offered ass. I gripped her hip and guided my cock into her opening without delay. Kirsten let out a long moan as my cock drove so deep my hips compressed her firm ass, but she kept shampooing her hair like that was why she was in the shower.

I was already half gone at the feel of her tight cunt and how it rippled around my shaft. Kirsten was playing out a fantasy in her mind as her head tipped back, eyes closed, and mouth open as she moaned with each of my strokes. I moved one hand to a breast slick with shampoo, and I had to wash it away before finding a firm grip.

“Yes, fuck me, Brandon,” Kirsten said, fingers curled in her hair and scrubbing.

Her fingers tightened and pulled at her wet hair. The hot stream of water washed the suds away, and Kirsten blinked and looked at me. We stared at each other as I fucked her hard. Now clear of any suds, Kirsten checked back into the sex we were having and pushed her hips back into my thrusts.

“This is crazy,” I grunted, “So fucking good, your cunt is tight and slick… I can tell you need to release. Fucking cum for me, my free-use slut.”

“BRaaannndonnnnn,” Kirsten shouted, her body shuddering as her cunt clamped around my cock.

I powered my hard dick deeper into her tight clenching sheath, then my mouth fell open, and I roared, “FUUUuccckkk!!” As my back arched, my hips drove deep and jerked as my cock pumped my hot seed into Kirsten’s womb.

I pushed into her as my hips trembled, her hands flattened against the wall, then her breasts did too. I pressed my chest against her back, leaning into her flushed body. My body stilled as I pressed her against the wall.

“Don’t move, Brandon.” Kirsten said, soft and tender, “Just for now, stay right there.
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After we recovered from our shower sex, Kirsten insisted that she wash me. First, I sat on the bench, and she shampooed my hair while her lovely breasts bobbed in front of my eyes. Then she got soap and one hotel washcloth and washed my chest. She had me stand up so she could do the same with my back. Her fingers pressed into sore muscles, and the slippery suds merged into a skillful massage. Then she dropped to her knees and scrubbed my legs front and back. Finally, she used the soapy cloth on my cock, which had risen to the occasion. Kirsten smiled at me as she soaped up my balls and eventually pushed the washcloth between my ass cheeks.

“I like that you are getting hard again, Brandon,” Kirsten said as she stood and rinsed the washcloth.

“In your company, it’s difficult not to be hard, Kirsten,” I said and lifted my hand to cup and grip her breast.

I expected her to pull back or mention that we’d have time to play after we’d dried off. Instead of withdrawing, Kirsten leaned her chest into my hand. She pressed into my grip when I lifted my other hand. I enjoyed the heft and feel of her full breasts and pulled at her nipples as they hardened under the attention. Kirsten’s eyes were focused on her hands, turning me in the spray to sluice the suds away. She concentrated on her task like I wasn’t kneading her breasts and pulling her nipples.

I pinched one nipple hard, and she winced, finally dragging her eyes from her work to look at me.

“I … don’t you like me touching you?” I finally asked, releasing her nipple.

“Fuck Brandon, I love the way you touch me,” Kirsten said, then focused again on rinsing me.

She moved behind me and kept her hands moving with a purpose. “It is hard to explain, but I’ll try. I find free-use to mean that I’m available for your use and pleasure to the point where my pleasure is secondary. My tasks are my focus. It’s a kink that gets to me.”

“How?” I asked, and my mind went blank when Kirsten gripped the base of my cock.

“Pretend you’re a statue, Brandon,” Kirsten said, “You can’t move. You are a rock. You can’t moan or make any noise. You’re just made of stone.”

My cock may as well have been as Kirsten stroked down my length. I played along, kept my gaze fixed, and kept my muscles still. Her lips pressed against my back, “Good, just be still.”

She pulled out the little container of hair conditioner and poured some into her palm. Then used that as a lubricant and stroked the cool, slick gel up and down my cock. I emitted a small grunt, then forced myself to be quiet and breathe slowly and even.

“Do you know how hot it feels to make a statue grunt?” Kirsten said.

She kept stroking, swirling the palm of her hand around my swollen head. Her breath on my neck was like fire. I stayed as still as possible, but my breathing started to slip, and my core tensed as her fingers and hand flexed along my rock-like shaft.

“The power it takes to make stone shudder, Brandon,” Kirsten moaned and nipped my ear lobe, “I know we’re still in the shower, but this makes me so wet.”

I couldn’t help but bite my lip. My thighs were stiffening and clenching. I’d never been so ready to cum without moving a muscle.

“I saw that lip bite. Do you want to cum for me, Brandon?” Kirsten giggled and sighed, “If you cum right now, you won’t be able to fuck me after we dry off.”

My eyes blinked rapidly. I felt like I was signaling that I was a captive to this fascinating woman stroking my cock. Part of me refused to break. I was stuck as stiff as a statue while she stoked my cock faster and tighter.

“Are you imaging fucking my tight wet cunt, Brandon?” Kirsten’s breath caught. She must have felt my cock pulse, “You want to explode deep inside me? Close your eyes, but don’t move.”

I closed my eyes and did not whimper as her hand slipped off my cock. I stood still as I could, shivering in place. I sensed her movement, but I was without any bearing with my eyes shut. When her lips sealed around my crown and I felt her push her throat over my throbbing cock my knees buckled. I had to reach and grab wildly for the tiled edge of the shower as my balls gave up the fight and pulsed my cum into Kirsten’s mouth. I kept my eyes closed as my hips shook.

“Fuckkkkkk,” I groaned, letting my eyes open to look down at Kirsten’s big blue eyes.

I watched as she bobbed up and down, tightened her lips, and pulled her mouth off my cock. She wiped her lips to ensure she kept every drop, then smiled wickedly as she rose and leaned into me. She pressed her lips against me, then pushed her tongue covered in my spending between my lips. I savored her tongue and the taste of the salty tang of my cum. We kissed deeply, tongues moving against each other. Finally, she parted the kiss.

“When you use me, Brandon,” Kirsten said, “and I want you to use me when I’m busy and preoccupied. I want you to feel the power it takes to make a statue come alive. Will you do that this week? Will you promise me now to bring me to life over and over again?”

I nodded, speechless. The whole encounter was beyond my experience. I was usually in control when I had sex. To only feel what was done to me was incredible. Kirsten stepped past me, turned off the water, and handed me a towel.

“Yes,” I finally answer the question aloud, “I promise.”

“Good,” Kirsten smiled, “Time to dry off.”
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We both toweled off in silence. My mind was still processing the incredible sensations of holding still, having Kirsten stroke me to a mind-blowing orgasm. That led me to think about shower sex, the blowjob in the big leather chair, and bending Kirsten over the reception desk. Kirsten looked at me and giggled, pointing at my cock. I looked down, and incredibly it was rising again.

“Well, Brandon,” Kirsten said, hanging up her towel and starting towards the suite, “You might be ready for more, but I need to hydrate. Do you want some water?”

“Yeah,” I gave her a lopsided grin, “It’s been an incredible day.”

“We haven’t eaten. Do you want me to make something?” Kirsten said, walking back out into the expansive suite. She paused at my chair and slipped on my button-down shirt, buttoning up a few buttons and leaving the neck open. She smiled back at me as she rolled up the cuffs. “Each room has a full pantry. I can whip us up something.”

“That sounds good,” I grinned back, “For some reason, just a grilled cheese sandwich sounds wonderful.”

“That’s one of my specialties,” Kirsten said, “I’ll put the rest of your clothes in the laundry. Why don’t you go put on something comfortable? All your things are hanging in the closet.” I watched as Kirsten lowered and picked up the rest of my clothes from my impromptu stripping, and she rose and winked at me as she walked to the other side of the expansive suite. “I’ll be in the kitchen. Look around some. This is your home for the next three days.”

I gave my semi-erect cock a slow stroke and nodded, “Right, I look forward to eating your… sandwich.”

Kirsten laughed at my pause but continued on her way. I retreated toward the bathroom and retrieved my phone from the side of the shower. Stepping back into the bedroom, I saw the light in the closet and walked in that direction. The main bedroom featured a large king-sized bed and stacked pillows against the headboard. The bed had a sturdy headboard and footboard that contained the thick mattress and box spring. The space also included an armchair and a light with a small table. Like the chair in the living space, it was large and made of dark leather.

I walked into the closet, which was just as large and expansive as everything else in the suite. It had a large ottoman in the center, and two walls were reserved for hanging space. My clothes from my single roller bag that fit in the overhead of my plane looked tiny hung up neatly on the rods of one end, leaving the rest of the hanging space empty. Kirsten had also taken the time to freshen my shirts and trousers with an iron. At least that’s what I thought, seeing the ironing board and iron standing up, still steaming hot. The rest of my clothes were folded and stacked neatly on wooden shelves next to the hanging space. My dress shoes were on the shoe rack and looked freshly polished.

I found a pair of gym shorts I usually wore to bed and pulled over a printed tee shirt. It was an old comfortable cotton with the original Star Wars logo, but it wasn’t that vintage. It was what I wore around the house to feel comfortable. Meghan called it my geek couture, but I enjoyed her playful teasing. I was a software instructor and a lifelong geeky nerd. I looked at myself in the mirror after pulling on my shorts and putting on the shirt. My chest was broad, and my belly a bit rounded. I’d never had the muscle beach physique, but I noticed that my body was trending more toward dad than rad.

I smiled at myself. After several orgasms, it was hard to be self-critical. I had banging sex with a sexy girl that enjoyed smiling at me. She didn’t make it feel like her job to be courteous. I narrowed my eyes at my reflection and pulled the shirt over my head.

“Don’t overthink this,” I told my reflection, “Enjoy this for what it is.”

Pep talk over, I pushed my phone into my gym shorts pocket and walked back out to explore my room for the rest of the week. I walked back by the entryway and saw Kirsten in my shirt moving about in a small kitchen in the back corner of the vast suite. She seemed to be dancing to a song, and as I got closer, I saw she was listening to music through earbuds. Her back was to me, and she was shaking her hips. I enjoyed the view of the back of her thighs swaying under the hem of my white button-down. She looked over her shoulder, gave me a smile and a wink, then returned to stirring some soup on the cooktop while a portable skillet heated up.

The kitchen was a long galley with a small refrigerator in the back corner and a cooktop in the middle of the wall. Then between me and Kirsten’s swaying ass was an island with a sink in the middle. I settled onto a bar stool and pulled my phone out of my pocket. I planned on reading the next part of the Fantasy Unlimited Bed & Breakfast Terms of Use, but I couldn’t concentrate without being distracted by Kirsten’s swaying ass.

I recalled what she told me in the shower:

“When you use me, Brandon,” Kirsten said, “and I want you to use me when I’m working, busy, and preoccupied. I want you to feel the power it takes to make a statue come alive. Will you do that this week? Will you promise me now to bring me to life over and over again?”

I set my phone down on the counter and walked around the island. Kirsten kept dancing like she didn’t know I was towering over her from behind. I grinned to myself as I flipped up the tail of the shirt she was wearing and gripped her ass with both hands, kneading my fingers into her flesh. Kirsten didn’t make any noise, but she pressed back into my hands. That was all the encouragement I needed.

I crouched down and pulled her asscheeks apart. She leaned slightly at the waist but continued to stir the soup. I leaned into her freshly washed ass cheeks and buried my tongue against the puckered rose of her ass.

“Mmmm, I’ll have the sandwiches ready in a second,” Kirsten said and swiveled her hips to press against my eager tongue.

I ran my hands up along her thighs, pushing out. Kirsten shifted her feet apart, allowing me to press one hand’s fingers into her naked sex. I pushed my fingers forward and swept from side to side through her folds until I reached her clit. I heard the spoon clatter onto the stove as Kirsten moaned and tried to grind herself onto my fingers and against my tongue simultaneously.

“Fuck, Brandon,” Kirsten moaned as I licked and nibbled around her ass and rolled my fingers over her clit, “You hit the spot right… You’re not hungry?”

I spanked her ass with my free hand as I pulled back and spat into her puckered ass, “I’m fucking hungry. I didn’t say you could stop cooking.”

I sucked one of my fingers and transferred some slick spit to my fingertip. I heard Kirsten pick up the spoon and clatter again when I pressed my fingertip into her ass and screwed the tip inside her. She moaned, but I heard her shakily pick the spoon back up and stir. I pulled my fingers from her clit, twisted my wrist around, the pushed two fingers into her glistening opening.

She moaned and dropped the spoon again. I watched her manicured fingers grip the counter’s edge as I used both hands to finger fuck her ass and pussy. She pressed her ass back and moved to the beat I set as I leaned forward and nipped at her ass.

“Don’t forget to cook the grilled cheese sandwiches, Kirsten.”

“Y—yes, sir,” Kirsten stammered as she put the prepared sandwiches on the skillet.

I heard the buttered bread sizzle against the heat of the skillet. I kept sawing my fingers in and out of her holes. First, a finger deep in her ass, then as that withdrew, I pressed two fingers inside her slick juicy pussy. I pressed my fingers down along the front of her cave and felt her knees tremble as they ran over that spot. Kirsten clung to the edge, and her blonde hair fell like a sheet between her and the counter. She looked back at me with lidded eyes and a half-bit lip.

“Do you want to cum for me, Kirsten?” I growled, capturing her focus, even as the bread was crisping on the skillet.

“Please, yes… please….” Kirsten moaned, her hips twisting and gyrating against my invasive fingers.

“Cum then, so you don’t burn our sandwiches,” I said with a grin.

Her eyes closed, and her body shook as her cunt clamped around my fingers. She gushed out her climax and ran over my fingers and wrists. Some dripped down her shaking thighs, and the rest dripped into a puddle under her hips. She bit her lip, but her eyes were like a fire locked on mine. I shoved my finger up her ass as far as I could and wriggled the tip. She tossed her head back, and I felt another ripple of her muscles around my finger.

I kissed her ass as she leaned on her wrists above the simmering pot of tomato soup and the hot sandwiches on the skillet. I rose and flipped the sandwiches over with the spatula Kirsten had left to the side. The color of the grilled bread was just slightly dark. I grabbed the spoon and stirred the soup as Kirsten caught her breath.

Kirsten finally rolled her back, straightened her arms, and pushed back on her feet. She looked at me with a grin. “You’re a good learner, Brandon.” She kissed my cheek and then took the spatula from my fingers, “Now be a good boy and grab some plates for me.”

She pointed to various cabinets, and I grabbed some plates, silverware, and a couple of glasses. Kirsten started plating the food as I grabbed some water bottles from the fridge and a couple of beers. Kirsten tilted her head and carried our plates of food to the small table in a nook just off the kitchen.

We had a pleasant dinner and shared a bit more about ourselves as we enjoyed soup and sandwiches. I told her about my work plans for the week and the times I’d need to leave and plan to be back in my suite. She let me know her hours on duty for housekeeping and on-call at the concierge desk. I started to help her clear the dishes when she slapped my hand.

“Go relax,” Kirsten said and kissed my cheek, “I’ll take care of this, you go sit in your favorite chair, and I’ll be done in a jiffy.”

I swatted her ass and squeezed it, “I’ll be in the bedroom. That looked like a comfy chair to read too.

I walked back towards the main bedroom, and on the way, my phone rang. Meghan was calling me.


CHAPTER
SIX



“Hey babe,” I said after pressing the screen to start the call, “How was your day.”

“I’ve been madly curious about your day, my love,” Meghan purred in a voice that told me she was naked with her toys nearby.

This was the time of our nightly call when I was traveling. I’d call and check in. Most days, it wasn’t exciting. On other days Meghan would be itching to tell me about her latest conquest. I loved that she wanted to share her sexual escapades with me. We were open, and she’d never cheat without filling me in. She had her favorites that I knew about, but anyone I didn’t, we’d talk about her flirting. She wanted me to learn about the guy or girl and give her the green light before she started anything overtly sexual. She loved being a hot wife. It was only hot for her if I knew and granted her permission with her paramours.

“You were going to tell me something when you called earlier,” I mentioned lowering into the chair in the main bedroom, “Why don’t you continue telling me about your morning?”

“Oh, that was just Miguel, the gardener,” Meghan said dismissively, “At this point, it’s more maintenance sex. I just wanted to let you know I was thinking about you. You know you’re always on my mind no matter whose cock is in me.”

I chuckled into the phone. Miguel was one of Meghan’s favorites to recount. Mostly because he didn’t speak English very well, she’s taken to teaching him various curse words while they fucked. It was both hot and funny to hear her recount and try to mimic his antics. I also knew she was thinking about me, with whoever she was with. Thinking back through my day, I realized that Meghan was on my mind during everything Kirsten and I had done together.

“Well, it’s been quite a different trip for me,” I said.

I shifted back in the chair, pushing my ass to the edge of the chair. Out of habit, I slid my hand into my gym shorts and started rubbing my cock. I put the call on speaker and placed it on the arm of the chair. I started describing my day and all of the times with Kirsten beginning with the moment I checked into the hotel. Meghan asked me questions, wanting more details, and I could hear her breathing change to cute little moans as we masturbated on the phone.

Kirsten appeared in the doorway, still in my oversized shirt, her shape a silhouette with the brighter lights of the main suite behind her. She stepped back and flicked off the lights, which put her features back in focus. She smiled and posed at the door, unbuttoning my shirt and then pulling it off her shoulders, letting it fall into a puddle of white at her feet. I growled as she started pacing towards me.

“She’s there now, isn’t she?” Meghan purred through the phone, “I want to watch you two, is that allowed?”

“Yes,” Kirsten said, leaning over me and kissing me, “Thank you for asking, Meghan. I’d enjoy you watching me fuck your husband.”

I fumbled to grab my phone off the chair’s arm as Kirsten lowered her hands and pulled my gym shorts off. I swiped to activate the screen, then looked for the button to change from voice to video call.

“Hi, Kirsten, right?” Meghan said with a purr, “I’d be fucking delighted to watch my husband make you lose your mind.”

The screen flashed as I was still trying to find the icon, with a request to start a video call from my wife. I tapped the button and then waited for the video call to connect. I saw my wife’s big brown eyes and a feral grin on her face.

“Hey, babe,” I managed to say before Kirsten pulled the phone from my hands,

“Kirsten,” I heard Meghan say, “What are you doing with my husband.”

I watched as my free-use hostess looked into my phone at my wife straddled me and reached to rub my already stiff cock against her slick lips. I leaned back, shifted slightly, and moaned as I felt Kirsten slide onto my cock.

“I’m straddling him in this huge armchair we have, and …. Mmmffff, I just stuffed myself with your husband’s cock.”

“I want to see you fuck him,” my wife moaned, and I heard the telltale sound of her vibrator kicking up a notch.

Kirsten held the phone in both hands and pressed a button. She flipped it around to point at her face, then pushed the phone into my hands. I focused on her face as she rose and then panned down to focus the camera on her perky-enhanced breasts as she bobbed up and down my cock.

“Mmm, nice tits, Kirsten,” Meghan said, and I watched her tilt her phone down so I could watch my wife grip and knead her breasts mirroring Kirsten’s hand.

I couldn’t help lifting my hips to drive into Kirsten’s cunt. My arousal from listening to my wife before Kirsten joined was already close to the edge. The dual images of my wife and my free-use slut playing with their tits had me edging even closer.

“He feels so good in my needy cunt,” Kirsten cooed, kicking up the dirty talk for my wife as she stared into the camera.

“Don’t you love how his thick cock stretches you?” My wife replied as I watched her head tilt back.

Meghan panned her camera down her body, and I watched her push the rabbit vibrator inside. Usually, when we video-called, she’d hold the rabbit ears on her clit as the vibrator did its thing inside her pussy. Now, however, she fucked herself with the shaft of the large vibrator. I focused my phone on Kirsten’s bare cunt, watching her ride up and down my stiff cock. The synchronicity of the two views in front of my eyes had me groaning.

“Fuck ladies,” I managed, “I’m not going to last long watching you two together.”

Part of me felt like my cock was pushing into my wife’s pussy when I focused on the dildo she rode in sync with her view of Kristen riding up and down my cock. Their facial expressions mirrored each other as I panned back to their faces. My wife’s brown hair and eyes were the only difference from Kirsten’s blonde and blue eyes.

Kirsten arched back and held onto my knees. I panned back down to her stretched lips wrapped around my cock. I felt her shove her hips down to the hilt as I heard the telltale signs of my wife’s whimper showing she was close.

“Fuck baby,” she said as she watched Kirsten fuck me, “I’m going to….” And she screamed as I watched her thighs tighten and her hand stilled, pressing the dildo deep.

“Oh fuck,” was all Kirsten managed before I felt her cunt clench around my cock.

I roared unintelligibly as I felt my balls tighten, and then my shaft pulsed. I felt my hot cum shoot into Kirsten’s fluttering walls. I reached for Kirsten and pulled her up and against my chest. The phone slipped and fell against my chest, aiming at us as I kissed Kirsten deeply.

“That was hot as hell,” I heard my wife say as my thoughts knitted back together.

I parted the kiss, and Kirsten leaned against my chest, her lips kissing along the base of my neck. I lifted the phone back up and pressed the button to switch cameras, then framed Kirsten and me in the view.

“You two are too cute, cuddling,” Meghan smiled, “I wish I were there with you both. Can we do this again tomorrow night?”

“That’s up to Brandon,” Kirsten said, looking into the phone, “It’s his week. He’s the boss.”

“Baby, you know I’ll call you tomorrow.” I told my wife, “It’s getting late. Before I sleep, I must review some things and be ready for day one.”

Kirsten gently kissed down my chest and slid off my cock while Meghan and I said our goodnights. By the time we were finished, Kirsten had sucked all the remnants of my cum off my cock and balls. She looked up at me.

“I’m going to change into something special for bed,” she smiled, “You do what you need to do. I’ll be back in a few minutes. Do you mind if I check in with my husband, I feel like he’d want to meet you guys sometime? Would that be okay?”

I blinked but could only nod. Meghan and I were always interested in swinging. We never had the time to get to know another couple well enough to have more than just a random night at a party. I did enjoy Meghan sharing her escapades with me, and I could tell she thoroughly enjoyed watching Kirsten and me together.

“Um, Yeah,” I agreed, “Let’s start that ball rolling. I don’t need more than half an hour to review my notes. Then we can get to bed.”

“Bed is exactly what I want, Brandon,” Kirsten said, “Something tells me we will be up for a little bit longer.” She leaned over and kissed me tenderly, then patted my flaccid cock and turned and exited the main bedroom.


CHAPTER
SEVEN



I found the backpack I’d left by the entry and pulled out my laptop. Kirsten had disappeared into some other nook in the expansive suite, so I settled into the leather chair where I had read the rules earlier in the day. Being a travel day, I didn’t usually do much work, so the afternoon full of discovering the joys of free use had left me strangely energized. I flipped open my laptop and waited for it to wake up. I noticed the battery was a bit low. I’d need to charge it before bed. I saw the time was after 10 PM, which seemed earlier and later than it should be.

I flipped through the slide deck I’d use for the start of class. It helped me refresh my mind with the presentation so that I could plan the first part of the morning activities with an icebreaker. I flipped through a PDF of the class workbook. We always sent out workbooks ahead of time, and I’d double-checked with my contact that they had arrived. So after about twenty minutes, I was comfortable calling it a night.

I pulled out my travel charger and found an outlet to plug in the laptop. Then grabbed my phone charger out of the backpack to take into the bedroom. I saw Kirsten leaning against the entry to the main bedroom, wearing only her smile and white lingerie. She was decked out in a white bra, thigh-high stockings with garters, and a delicate set of lace panties covering her pussy. She had curled her hair a bit, put on some subtle makeup, and looked like a fucking model. As I drew near, I felt my cock stiffen and bob in my gym shorts.

“Where did you go?” I asked, wrapping my arm around the small of her back and pulling her against me, lowering my lips to hers.

“Mmmm,” she expressed as she felt my hard-on press against her thigh, “I missed you, too. There is a room reserved for the hostesses in each suite. I keep my clothes and other things in there. Sometimes I sleep in there if the guest doesn’t want company while they sleep. What do you want, Brandon?”

“I want you in my bed, Kirsten,” I growled, kissing her jaw.

I wrapped my arms around her and slid my hands under her ass. One hand held my phone and charger, but I could lift her enough that Kirsten lifted her legs and wrapped her thighs around my waist.

“I was hoping you’d say that,” Kirsten said, wrapping her arms tightly around my neck as I walked back into the bedroom.

I lowered her onto the blue bedspread and her blonde hair swept around her head like a halo. I felt the charger and phone in my hand and quickly went to the nightstand and set my phone and smartwatch to charge. I turned back to look at Kirsten; she’d unhooked the garter straps, leaving them loose.

I felt a flutter of nervousness that felt odd since I’d already fucked Kirsten multiple times. This would be in bed with her in a white negligee; she almost seemed like a pure bride. I shook my head to rid my mind of the weird emotions and pushed my shorts down to my feet. I pulled my tee shirt off as I kicked my feet free. Kirsten slid back on the bed towards the opposite side. I pulled back the bedspread, blanket, and top sheet.

Kirsten slipped onto her hands and knees, facing me, then stared into my eyes as she crawled toward my side of the bed. She had removed her panties and then re-clipped her garters to her stockings. She stopped at the edge of the bed and licked her lips. I dropped my hand to my cock and gave it a slow stroke from root to tip while watching Kirsten’s big blue eyes.

“Is that for me,” Kirsten said, leaning and swiping her tongue around my crown.

“Well, it’s not going to suck itself, is it,” I chuckled, then moaned as she pressed her mouth down and drove my cock into the back of her throat.

My hand lifted to comb my fingers into her soft blonde hair and gripped as she started rocking her head back and forth. Kirsten’s lips were sealed around my thick shaft, and she hummed as she moved back and forth. My grip on her hair encouraged her to press deeper, and I groaned as she swallowed at the perfect moment to pull my broad crown into her throat. I inhaled deeply as she held herself on my cock, then slowly pulled off my cock completely.

“I want you to fuck me long and slow, Brandon,” Kirsten said, “I want to focus on you and how you feel. Are you okay with making love to me?”

I swallowed and nodded, “That sounds perfect to me, Kirsten.”

She slipped back into the fluffy pillows stacked against the keyboard. She shifted and spread her legs, her finely manicured fingers dropping to her bare pussy lips and stroking. The soft light in the room made her look incredible as she slid her fingers up and down her glistening lips.

“What are you waiting for, stud?” Kirsten said with a purr licking her lips and looking up at me.

I took my time to kneel on the bed and then ran my hands along her stockinged thighs. I felt the elastic straps of the garter as my fingers slid along her inner thigh’s warm, tender flesh.

“I don’t want to rush, Kirsten. I want to savor every inch of you.”

I lowered my mouth, kissed her inner thigh, and went up to where her pussy lips spread around her fingers. I nuzzled and inhaled her heady fragrance and took a long slow lick from the bottom of her pussy to the top of her mound. I swirled my tongue over her clit and fluttered the tip across that stiff bean. I felt her fingers comb through my hair, then press into the back of my head.

“Mmm fuck,” Kirsten said, “Believe it or not, I don’t get my pussy licked that often. You have a very talented tongue. Don’t stop, please.”

I lifted my eyes and shook my head as Kirsten kneaded her breast through the thin material of her sheer bra. I focused on her stiff clit with my tongue and pushed my finger into her tight slick opening. I flexed two fingers into her, twisting to press the tips along the top of her channel. I felt her shudder as they found the right spot while my tongue and lips flicked and sucked her stiff clit.

“Oh yes… right there, don’t stop,” Kirsten said as her hips rolled.

I knew the last thing to do when a sexy woman said don’t stop, is to do something different. I wanted her to come. I tried to drive her over the edge so I could crawl up, sink my cock into her, and feel the remnants of her orgasm. I peeked up, and Kirsten’s head was arched back, her neck and back curved as her hips pressed into my fingers and tongue. I focused my finger on a single ridge inside her and felt her pussy clench, then flood with slick warm fluid. As I continued pumping my fingers into that spot, her pussy got wetter and wetter. I dropped my mouth to lick around my probing fingers and gather up her leaking juice. My other hand swept down and flicked over her clit, then pressed on either side and drew back and forth.

“FUCK! YES! BRANDON! FUCK” Kirsten screamed. I felt her thigh tighten and vibrate, the inside of her cunt clenching and rippling around my fingers. I kept up the rhythm of my fingers to prolong her orgasm, but I was impatient to get my cock inside her.

“My turn,” I growled as I slipped up on my knees and crawled forward.

I gripped my cock with my slick fingers and stroked, then pushed my swollen crown against her pulsing lips. I leaned forward as Kirsten’s unfocused gaze found mine, and she smiled.

“Are you going to Fuuuuucckkk? Yes!” She shouted as I buried myself inside her.

“You know I’m going to fuck you deep and hard,” I growled.

I lifted my hand behind her neck and into the short hairs behind her, tugging lightly as my hips started to cycle in long strokes. I wanted to savor the feeling of being inside this beautiful woman. Her blue eyes locked on mine, and her hips found my beat and met me stroke for stroke.

“God, you fill me perfectly,” Kirsten praised, “I’m still fucking cumming, don’t stop, Brandon. Fuck me just like this.”

I bit my lip and had to concentrate on my pace and not speed up. Hearing words like that could make a man lose control. I wanted to please her. I wanted her to remember me when our week was over. I wanted to enjoy this first night and looked forward to two more. I didn’t know what would happen when it ended. Part of me hoped we’d meet again.

Kirsten’s eyes were closed, and her back arched as her body shivered through another peak. I pulled my hands to her bra and pushed the cups above her breasts. I lowered and sucked a stiff nipple into my mouth deeply. That set her off again, and I felt her body tremble, and her pussy tighten around my shaft.

“Oh fuck,” I muttered, pulling off her breasts, “I… fuck…,“ I stammered as my peak overwhelmed me. My hips jerked forward reflexively, and I felt my shaft pulse and throb as my thick cream shot into her tight, clenching cunt. I bucked my hips, arching back, feeling my balls empty. I pressed my hips forward and slowly pulled back, feeling Kirsten’s walls milk my cock with every squeeze.

I dropped my body against hers and kissed her deeply. My hands slid under her back and held her shoulders. Her tongue tangled with mine as we breathed each other’s exhalation. Our bodies slowed as I slumped heavily onto her.

“Stay right there,” Kirsten said, her gentle fingers running up and down my back.

I could only nod into her shoulder as my body relaxed and my eyes closed. I felt blackness as I settled into the warmth of Kirsten’s embrace and then fell asleep.
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How long I was out when I came to, I didn’t know. Kirsten’s fingers stroked my back in no hurry to push me off her. I kissed her and slid off, my cock slipping out of her sheath. I slid to my side and pulled her ass back against me.

“Mmm, I like being the little spoon,” Kirsten cooed, “What time do you need to be up?”

I pulled the sheets and comforter over us, then settled my head into the pillow. Kirsten’s head rested on my upper arm while her fingers traced along my forearm.

“I need to be at the location by 8:30 to set up, so probably 6?” I said, already feeling the haze of sleep seep into my voice.

“Fantasy Unlimited set the alarm for 5:30 AM,” Kirsten said in a louder tone, then pushed back into me and relaxed.

“Alarm set for 5:30 AM,” repeated an electronic voice with a British accent.

I closed my eyes again and started to think of ways to spend the extra half-hour in the morning.


AFTERWORD


There is a lot more to come in the Fantasy Unlimited - Bed & Breakfast universe. Sexy hot wives, open marriages, lots of steamy uninhibited sex. Be sure to grab a free book and sign up for my newsletter to get updates when the next edition of this free-use fantasy releases soon.


[image: Luxury Slut]


ABOUT LUXURY SLUT


BRANDON:

The exhilarating pleasures of this luxury freeuse resort have swept me away. As I attempt to focus on work, Kirsten’s flirty texts keep pulling me into a whirlwind of desire. Meanwhile, my wife Meghan calls, frustrated about a toy malfunction, and I cheekily suggest our creative neighbor might lend a hand. I embrace these playful distractions, counting down the moments until I can retreat to my suite and lose myself in another fiery encounter with Kirsten!


I’m not a slut, I just love love.

P!NK - SLUT LIKE ME


CHAPTER 1
BRANDON



My eyes blinked open as the lights in the room were slowly brightening. I felt Kirsten push her bottom into my hip as I lay on my back, one arm behind my head and the other stretched to the side. Kirsten’s cheek was against my forearm, her blonde hair splayed over my arm. My mind started knitting together the events of yesterday—first, the frustration of the last-minute reservation at an unknown establishment. I recalled wondering what exactly happened at a Fantasy Unlimited Bed & Breakfast.

Kirsten’s body relaxed, and her breathing slowed as she slipped back to sleep. I pulled my hand from behind my head and rubbed my face. The details of yesterday pinged through my drowsy thoughts, and I felt my cock throb and start to engorge. I twisted to look to the opposite side and picked up my phone. The screen lit up with the movement, reporting the time as 5:20 AM. I recalled Kirsten setting the alarm via the voice-enabled assistant to 5:30 AM. I deduced the gradual increase in brilliance was associated with the alarm’s appointed time.

I closed my eyes, and my hand slid under the sheets to grip my thickening cock. I wanted to take the final few minutes before the alarm to savor the fractured memories of the previous days. Kirsten’s blowjob skills were off the charts. The surprising eroticism of fucking her while she did mundane tasks had my balls tightening. I let out a low moan and squeezed the base of my cock, feeling the tip of my cock swell. I rode my hand back up the length of my cock, then used my thumb to slide over the crown and smear my leaking pre-cum along the spongy head.

I fisted my cock, squeezing firmly. The hard, thick weight of it in my hand as I stroked had me thinking of the next thing I wanted to do to Kirsten. She had a fantastic ass, almost as good as my wife, Meghan’s. I closed my eyes and let out a quiet moan, recalling the scalding hot video call I had while my wife watched Kirsten and me.

Fuck… I might not make it to the alarm.

I pushed the light covers off Kirsten’s body and let my eyes wander over her curves as she stretched slightly. Her pert ass pressed back against my thigh as I slowly stroked my cock. She was still asleep, but her little whimper had me imagining she was dreaming about me eating her ass as she bent over the kitchen counter. The next thing I would use my free-use slut for would be to plow into her fine ass.

Impatient and not caring about waiting for the alarm anymore, I leaned in and kissed the spot behind Kirsten’s ear, making her moan. She woke up and pressed her ass back into my rigid erection. I’d gotten fully engorged remembering our first half day. I remembered one final detail—she’d said she would call her husband before we went to bed and ask about meeting. That made my cock throb against her warm ass cheek.

“Did you talk to your husband?” I asked in a gruff growl as my hand lifted and gripped her bared breast.

“Mmmffn,” Kirsten moaned as I tugged at her stiff nipple. “Yes, he wants to meet you and your wife. Would you like that?”

Her ass pushed and ground against my cock, working back and forth, and my shaft slid between her warm cheeks. I growled and grabbed her hips, grinding into her. I nodded and nipped at the base of her neck.

“Yeah,” I said. “I’d need to discuss it with Meghan, but she had so much fun yesterday, I don’t think she’d refuse.”

“Where do the two of you live?” Kirsten asked, turning toward me and running her fingers across my chest. “We live in Fort Worth.”

“Why are you in Green Bay?” I asked, shocked at how close she lived to us. “We live north of Dallas.”

“I travel each week to where they need hostesses,” Kirsten smiled. “He and I usually carpool to the airport, then go our separate ways.”

“I had no idea,” I mused. “I thought they used local talent.”

“Free-use slut is a specialty,” Kristen giggled. “The pay is excellent, and the benefits are quite extensive,” she purred, dropping her hand to my cock and stroking slowly.

I pushed my hips into her fingers, then leaned in and kissed Kirsten deeply, my tongue tangling with hers. I moved my fingers into her blonde hair, then gripped and pulled her head back, looking into her eyes and seeing my lust reflected in them.

“We should meet, seeing as we’re so close.”

I nodded. “Right now, though, you’re my free-use slut, and I want to fuck your ass. I’ve been in every other hole.”

Kirsten’s fingers tightened at the base of my cock, and she licked her lips. “Lube is in the drawer in your bedside table.”

She let go of my cock and rolled onto her belly. I moved to the side and yanked open the drawer, grabbing the black tube of slick gel. I shifted back around while Kirsten pressed up on her knees, keeping her breasts pressed into the sheets and waving her hips.

“Such a needy slut,” I growled. I smacked her ass, then grabbed her cheeks and pulled them apart.

“You’re different, Brandon,” Kirsten said softly, twisting her neck to look at me. “The other guys…”

I focused on spreading dollops of lube around her anus, using one finger to spread her open and press inside. “Go on… the others.”

“Mmnnn,” she said, feeling my finger penetrate her ring, “I can’t talk about other members. I forgot.” Kirsten pushed back, and my finger sank deeper. “Just know that you’re different, okay?”

I squeezed some lube into the palm of my hand and then used that to coat my cock. It was hard as granite, and the slick lube was chilly but felt good. I made sure to coat every inch of my thick shaft. My other hand reached between Kirsten’s spread thighs and cupped her sex, pressing into her soaked folds.

“What’s gotten you so wet, eager girl?” I asked with a low rumble as I fed two fingers into her tight pussy.

“Everything about you, Brandon,” she said, then pressed back into my fingers. “But you’re playing with the wrong hole. I want you in my ass.”

I smacked her ass with my lube-slicked hand, then pulled my fingers from her pussy and slapped the other cheek. “You sound demanding for a free-use slut…” I teased.

I didn’t mind her asking for anything. The way we played got me fired up every time. I moved behind her and notched my thick crown against her gleaming, tight ring, and she wiggled her hips in response.

“I can’t help it. I need to feel you inside me,” she whined, and I slowly eased my tip inside, feeling her ring stretch open.

“How many others have taken every one of your holes?” I asked as I bit my lip, feeling her tightness slide down my shaft. The lube made the passage possible, but her ring was super tight.

“You’re the first, Brandon,” Kirsten said. “I had to ask permission from Mark. God… you’re fucking huge, fuck.”

“Mark?” I shifted back and then pressed again. Kirsten whimpered from the initial pain. “Is that your husband?”

“Mmmm fuck fuck fuck… slow… mmm fuck, yes. Mark’s my husband,” she gasped.

I’d shifted deep inside her ass, angling my hips to press the base of my cock into her round cheeks. I held myself there as Kirsten got control of her breathing. I rocked back and forth, feeling her sphincter loosen.

“Mmmm, okay,” she sighed, working her hips back towards me and then away. “That feels better now—you’re a big boy, Brandon.”

I slid my hips back and then jerked them forward, filling her with the sudden thrust, and she yelped and groaned, pushing her face into the sheets. She moved back to meet my thrusts, and my thighs smacked into the round flesh of her ass. I gripped her hips and pulled her back, my cock slamming into her tight hole.

“May I… fuck, don’t stop… my clit… may… I… oh, yesss,” Kirsten babbled as I rutted into her tight asshole.

“Get your fingers on your clit,” I growled, smacking one ass cheek and then the other.

I felt her reach back as I held myself deep. I was getting close, and I didn’t want to explode yet. Her fingers ran along the base of my cock, feeling how we fit together, then slid forward. I could feel the pressure of her fingers as my cock filled her ass. She whimpered again, and I started to fuck her ass, hard and deep. I worked my hips as she muttered and moaned. Words were lost as I took her hard, my thick cock burrowing deeply into her ass. I claimed every inch I could reach.

“Fuck… may I…” she managed, then screamed my name. “Brandon!”

Her back arched, and her ass clenched. I felt her thighs press together as she shouted into the sheets. Her ass pushed back into my strokes. I slammed in deep and then released. Her ass was so tight around my shaft that I felt my cum shoot in jerks, emptying my balls into her bowels.

“Fuck… fuck, yes!”

I slumped forward, pressing my weight into her as she slid flat on her belly, my cock still wedged in her ass. I kissed Kirsten behind her ear and rubbed my hands along her arms.

“So, Mark said you could?” I asked, curious about their relationship.

“No, Mark told me to,” Kirsten said. “He said that when I come home, he wants me to tell him how I became a three-hole, free-use slut for my guest.”

“I think Mark and I will get along great,” I said.


CHAPTER 2
BRANDON



I rested on top of Kirsten until I caught my breath, then lifted my hips and pulled my cock out of her ass.

“Fuck,” Kirsten whined. “You’re so fucking big. In the drawer with the lube, get the wooden box.”

“This is your wake-up alarm. Please state, ‘I’m awake, Luxury Suite,’ to turn off the alarm,” the electronic voice echoed at a low volume. Before the phrase repeated, we both said, “I’m awake, Luxury Suite,” in unison, then laughed.

The feel of her ass clenching as she laughed made me groan, but I pulled my hips back and finished sliding out, then pushed off the end of the bed and walked to the side table. I pulled the drawer open and lifted a wooden box. I grinned when I opened the box and saw the silver butt plug with a pink, faux-jewel base.

“That’s my plug,” Kirsten said. “Mark wants me to keep your cum inside me.” Kirsten stayed flat, her hips shifted and her back arched, lifting her ass. I moved back around and climbed back on the mattress. “That’s not part of the rules,” Kirsten admitted. “We’re not supposed to bring our kinks and protocols into this space. If you’re…”

“Shush,” I instructed her, reinforced with a smack to her ass, “I get it, and it’s fine. As you said, I’m different, and so are you.”

She twisted to look back at me with her bright smile, shifting her ass in my grip. “I didn’t think you’d mind. I’m just such a rule follower.  I feel like a bad girl asking you to plug my slutty ass.”

I picked up the tube of lube and applied a coat to the flared metal plug, ensuring the thinnest part had a good coating. I smacked her ass lightly, and she giggled and shook her ass.

“Are you going to get in trouble, wearing this around while you work today?”

I didn’t want her to get in trouble, but the thought of her being a bit naughty, and on my account, was arousing enough to keep my cock thick and growing.

“No. It’ll be fine. It’s consensual between the hostess and the guest.” She started to moan as the flared base of the egg-shaped plug stretched her anus again. “Mmmnnnn, it’s only against the rules if it isn’t consensual.”

“Good.” I grinned and then moved the plug in and out at the widest point, eliciting another moan. “Then you’re my good-girl slut.”

She grinned brightly at the praise and then shimmied her hips, making the jeweled base gleam as she moved. Her eyes dropped to my thickening cock, and she licked her lips.

“Looks like you enjoy having a good-girl, three-hole slut to use as you please, Brandon.” Kirsten giggled and slid off the bed. “C’mon handsome, let’s wash the sex off you and get you ready for your day.”

Like she had the night before, Kirsten focused on washing my body thoroughly during our shower. I grabbed a washcloth and did the same for her. We smiled and talked about nothing important. I didn’t feel rushed, but I knew I had to get ready for work, and I wasn’t looking forward to working. Once we were all clean, Kirsten lowered to her knees and stroked my cock.

“How about one for the road, big guy?” she asked, then pushed her lips over my crown.

“Fuck, you’re an insatiable slut,” I said, but I couldn’t keep the smile off my face.

“For the next two days, I’m your insatiable slut.” Kirsten grinned as she pulled off my cock.

Kirsten walked past me, then bent at the waist and lowered her elbows to the tiled bench seat at the end of the shower. She looked over her shoulder and waved her ass at me, the pink-jeweled butt plug glinting in the light. Slowly pulling at my rigid cock, I walked over, and she licked her lips. Her eyes dropped to watch my fist stroke to the flared tip.

“How much time do we have?” I asked.

“Enough,” Kirsten said and then pushed her hips back until her ass cheek pressed against my crown.

“No rush then….” I said as I gripped and spread her cheeks apart.

I pressed my head into her slick, warm folds, teasing my crown up and down and then fitting into her entrance just under the pink jeweled base of the plug. I groaned as I slid inside. She felt tighter than usual, but her cunt was slick as I pushed inside her.

“You like having my cum trapped in your slutty ass?” I asked with a low growl. The tightness of her channel reminded me that I’d stopped my cum from dripping out with her plug.

“Mmm, God, yes,” Kirsten said, her hands flat against the tile at the back of the bench, pushing her ass to meet my slow, steady strokes. “I’m going to be thinking of your yummy cum inside me all fucking day, Brandon.”

I wasn’t in any hurry. I was enjoying the slow, sensual strokes into her tight, slick channel. The way she moaned and pressed back, begging to have me fill her. She groaned when I jerked my hips to drive deep, then ground my hips to shift inside her.

“You’re going to tease me, aren’t you?” Kirsten whined. “Fuck, Brandon, I want you to fuck me harder.”

“This isn’t about you, my three-hole slut,” I growled, but I couldn’t help increasing the tempo and intensity.

“No, it’s all about you, you and your big fucking cock that makes me such a whore for you,” Kirsten moaned out as I rippled my hips and cycled in and out. “I want nothing more than to feel your cock in each of my eager holes. Fill my mouth with your cum… breed my needy pussy… with your swimmers… baptize my bowels… with your thick cream. FUCK!”

She stopped her recitation and rocked her hips back into my steady hard strokes, looking over her shoulder, her blue eyes bright as she moaned and opened her mouth, crying out with each hard stroke. I leaned forward and gripped a fistful of her hair, arching her neck back and twisting to maintain the intensity of eye contact. I felt her thighs clench, but she couldn’t push back. Her eyes slid back in her sockets as her tight cunt gripped me, then rippled around my shaft.

Her orgasm set off my own, and I felt that jolt of electricity race up my spine. I bucked my hips forward and released jet after jet into her clenching walls. She was moaning continuously as I drove into her, then pulled back. Like a cat eager for milk, Kirsten spun to kneel on the tiles and sucked my still-throbbing cock into her mouth. Her cheeks hollowed as she sucked, her tongue circling to collect every drop of my cum. I tossed my head back and savored how Kirsten fed on, sucked, and cleaned my cock.

She pulled off my cock, showed me her mouthful of the remnants of my cum, then made a show of swallowing. She rose and showed me her empty mouth, then wrapped her arms around my neck, and we kissed deeply in the steamy heat of the steady shower.

“Dry off and get dressed,” Kirsten suggested. “I’ll go get your breakfast ready.”

I nodded, still buzzed from the orgasm and the sensual kiss we’d shared, then grabbed a towel and started drying off. Kirsten shut off the shower and began her post-shower routine. I checked the time on my watch and decided I wasn’t in a rush. Our early start allowed for plenty of time for fun too. I walked into the main bedroom and then turned into the large closet.

After getting dressed, I checked to ensure I looked professional in the full-length mirror. I had to blink back the quick fantasy that flashed through my mind of me fucking Kirsten from behind while she watched our reflection in the mirror. There would be time for that later.

I walked back toward the kitchen and saw Kirsten, with only a white apron, dishing up some freshly fried bacon and scrambled eggs with shredded cheese. She tossed on a couple of slices of buttered bread and slid the plate across the counter.

“I didn’t know how you took your eggs, so I hope you like scrambled.”

“This is better than the cup of coffee and cold bagel I usually have, so thank you.” I grinned and began eating.

“Oh right, coffee!” Kirsten winked.

She turned around and walked with a roll of her hips to pick up two cups of coffee from the other counter. She pushed my cup across the counter, along with a serving tray of creamers and sugar. I winked at her, took my cup, and sipped. It was pretty good but got better when Kirsten leaned onto her elbows and showed off her breasts as she lifted her cup to her lips. I ate silently and appreciated the view for a few bites while Kirsten enjoyed showing off. She was a flirty exhibitionist, along with being a three-hole slut.

“What time will you be back?” she asked. “Should I expect you for lunch?”

“No, the clients always take me to lunch on day one,” I said. “I can beg off tomorrow. I hope to be back here by 5:30, no later than six. I’ll make excuses for any invitations for dinner.”

“I’ll be here. I get off my concierge shift at 4:30.”

Kirsten pushed over her unlocked cell phone. “Call yourself, so you’ll have my number. This is another special Brandon benefit. Let’s text today. I think I’ll miss you while you’re gone.”

“Sure,” I grinned.

I took her phone, tapped in my number, and felt my phone buzz in my pocket. I let it ring twice, then hung up her phone and slid it back to her. I knew her number would be in my recent calls. My phone kept buzzing, so I pulled it out to look at it. Meghan was calling. I connected the call and put it on speaker.

“Hey, babe, you’re on speaker. Kirsten is listening.”

“Babe, I need a Hitachi,” Meghan grumbled. “All my vibrators are dead.”


CHAPTER 3
MEGHAN



“All of your vibrators are dead?” Brandon repeated. “Why don’t you recharge them?

“I want to fucking cum this century,” I screeched back.

I knew I was being unreasonable, but—fuck—I was a needy bitch. I was a bit jealous, I’ll admit it. Watching Brandon fuck his free-use fuck toy on the video call had started a marathon of masturbation and a few dozen orgasms. I tried to get to sleep, but the sounds of them climaxing along with me seeped into my feverish dreams.

“Meghan,” Brandon sighed, “you need to find a smidge of self-control, babe.”

Then I heard him kiss the slut, and she told him to have a good day. I tore into him again.

“Listen, babe,” I sassed back, “I know you’re like on cloud nine fucking your friendly floozy, but I’m a needy fucking bitch, and I need a Hitachi. Or maybe you can get me that Sybian I’ve been wanting. Christmas is coming, my love.”

“Meg, I love you,” he said. His voice was delighted at my overreaction and sober with husbandly concern. “You know I’m going to be home Friday and make it all better.”

I sighed loudly; inside, I knew I was being a bitch about this flip-flop of our routine. I was usually the one to brag about riding some young cock, and I knew it got my sexy husband off hearing about my tales. But I also salted my stories with a fair bit of fiction. None of my lovers held a candle to Brandon. Watching him with Kirsten was eye-opening. She was stunning and sexy, and I wanted to be right there in the room with them.

“I know,” I whined. “It’s just not fair. Miguel isn’t around the rest of the week. Steve is on a trip. Bill is… well, Bill.”

“Fuck the neighbor,” Brandon said, and it sounded like he was getting out of an elevator.

“What, you want me to fuck Marge?” Marge was the matronly woman who lived beside us and provided us with cookies and cakes.

“No, not Marge. Ted,” Brandon said with a chuckle. “Matter of fact, I’m not asking. I’m telling you. Fuck Ted.”

“Ted?” I asked and felt my eyebrows touch my hairline. “Balding, motorcycle repair guy Ted?”

“Meg, that’s not a motorcycle,” Brandon said. “Look, I need to go, but I want to hear about what you and Ted got up to. I’m sure you’ll find what is in his garage very fun.”

Then my loving husband hung up on me. Asshole.

Ted. Fuck Ted.

I felt a slight clench in my pussy; it had been whining at me after the last vibrator slowed to a halt. I was adult enough to put them all on their chargers before I called Brandon to complain. I hated to disturb his work, so I was already a bit stressed when I called him. I wanted to call Kirsten, gossip with her, and see what made her tick. While I was slightly jealous—okay, more than slightly—I also recognized another hot wife that loved her husband and loved having sex with guys other than her husband.

Ted isn’t my husband.

There was that zing in my core again. Ted had to be at least fifty. He was balding and always seemed on the verge of an epic combover or cutting his thinning hair so short, it was like a cue ball of stubble. To compensate, Ted grew a full beard flecked with random streaks of gray and white. He was always in his garage tinkering with what looked like a motorcycle under a tarp.

Now I was curious. I knew Brandon would wander over on weekends and talk to Ted while he tinkered. They’d share a few beers and talk man-talk things. I was sure I’d be bored, so I never really took the time to get to know Ted. He had a few tattoos on his forearms and sometimes wore a bandana over his bald head to keep the sweat out of his eyes in the Texas heat. His shapeless coveralls were always covered in grease, it seemed, but it effectively masked the tone of his body. I never noticed any tummy on him.

Okay, now my pussy was chiming in and telling me to call on Ted. And with my trusty boyfriends tied up to the power grid, I didn’t have much choice. I pulled on a short, satin robe and a pair of panties because the robe was that short. I went braless because I wanted Ted to leer at me a bit; that constantly stroked my ego. Then I opened the garage door and wandered outside to the front of our houses.

“Hi, Meghan!” Marge sang out, walking up my driveway in her floral mu-mu. “What good timing. I was bringing you some chocolate chip cookies. The grandkids were here this weekend, and…”

I smiled and nodded but wasn’t listening to Marge’s ongoing gossip. Marge was a treasure, but she had her hand too deep in the cookie jar, if you know what I mean. She was terrific, but we didn’t seem to have the same interests. Hers being confections, and mine being cock. After a while, Marge quieted down, and I took her tray of cookies and slid them onto Brandon’s workbench as Marge wandered back to her kitchen.

As soon as the coast was clear, I strode out my garage door, made a left turn through the short grass between our houses, and walked into Ted’s open garage. The first thing I saw was Ted’s ass, and, with a tilt of my head, I took a moment to examine and admire his round cheeks. That led to an appreciation of his firm thighs, which did fill out the coveralls enough to make me more curious about what he was packing between them. It was enough of a fantasy that I had to lift and pinch a nipple, which caused me to moan slightly, and that was enough to startle Ted.

“Oh, Meghan,” Ted said.

I dropped my hand when he started to turn. I felt his eyes lock onto my traitorous nipple and felt a little zing from my pussy telling me to put it all out there. I let Ted ogle me while my eyes dropped to his groin, and my eyes got wider seeing something stir under his loose coveralls.

“What brings you by?” Ted asked, lifting his eyes to meet mine.

“Brandon said you were working on something I’d be interested in,” I said, leaning slightly toward him, my breasts almost spilling out of my robe.

“Oh, it’s… Did Brandon tell you what it is?” Ted asked, tapping his hand nervously on the canvas that was covering what I thought could only be a motorcycle seat.

“No, he told me to ask you.”

Ted looked at me for a moment, then his hand gripped the canvas and whipped it off, revealing a motorcycle. It didn’t have any wheels, though. As I looked closer, I realized it wasn’t a motorcycle. The only thing resembling a bike was the saddle, which was reversed, facing where a rear wheel would have been. Sticking out of the center of the saddle…

“Is that a dildo?” I asked.


CHAPTER 4
MEGHAN



Ted blinked as if surprised, then followed my eyes to the dildo sticking out of the top of what appeared to be a motorcycle saddle. He nodded proudly, then looked back at me.

“It’s so much more than a dildo,” Ted said, patting the saddle. “This is the RUINHER-3000.”

“The ruin her three thousand?” I repeated and shook my head, not understanding what he was saying.

Ted held up a finger, then bent down and picked up an electrical plug, grabbed a power strip, and plugged it in. Then he lifted one eyebrow and flicked the switch on the power strip. The dildo started moving up and down. Ted had built a fucking machine! The speed was fast and constant, but I got the idea, and my pussy did too. I felt my core clench as I watched the thick silicone dong thrust up and down, and I reconciled Ted’s name for the machine.

That thing would ruin me.

“It’s still a prototype, not ready for testing,” Ted said, shutting it down. “I need to put a variable speed compensator on it and wire some controls and overrides. This is going to be better than a Sybian.”

“Impressive,” I hummed, then shifted my thighs back and forth.

I’d gotten a bit wet before I walked over, thinking about getting a cock inside me. I mean, Ted wasn’t a looker by any stretch of the imagination, but the little glimpse of his ass and thighs showed promise. The fucking machine did look impressive, and I was about ready to ask…

“Do you want to be a beta tester?” Ted asked excitedly. “I was telling Brandon about this last weekend, and he said it needed much more work. He was right; this would… well… it’s not ready. But in a few more weeks, it should be good to go.”

“I’m not going to sign up to beta test that,” I lied; I would totally sign up for that. “Not without Brandon’s knowledge.”

Ted looked defeated and unplugged the cord. He was so cute, looking all dejected, that I stepped up to him and pushed him back against the side of the machine. He looked up at me with a shocked look as I pressed my satin-covered boobs against his coveralls.

“Brandon and I have an open marriage, and he lets me fuck anyone he approves of,” I said, slowly looking up and down his face. His grey eyes were fascinating, and his full beard had me thinking it would light my skin on fire. I could see the understanding start to stoke a fire in his thoughts, and I winked at him. “The last words Brandon told me this morning were, ‘Fuck Ted.’ Do you think I could do that, Ted?”

He looked at me, then it was like a switch went off. “Meg, I’m the one that’s going to do the fucking,” he growled, pushing my robe off my shoulders and stripping me bare.

My pussy was on board with his assertive attitude, but my mind made me look at the wide-open garage door and the expansive view of the neighborhood outside. It was dark where we stood, but I could see Charles Montgomery mowing his lawn a few doors down. I heard a zip and turned to look back at Ted and his unzipped coveralls. He was utterly nude underneath, and his thick cock was lifting and growing impressively. I licked my lips.

“Don’t mind old man Montgomery, he’s near-sighted,” he growled as he pushed me to my knees. “You want to get fucked. You start by sucking.”

Ted’s instant dominance made my knees weak, and I willingly sank to my knees. I lifted my hands to stroke his cock and looked at him. He shook his head and gripped a handful of my brown locks.

“Uh uh, hands behind your back, sweetheart,” he growled. “Use your cock-sucking mouth like a good girl.”

Well, fuck if I didn’t feel a dribble of my juices down my thighs as I gripped my wrists behind my back and leaned my open mouth toward his thick, juicy cock. He tugged at my hair, and I moved with his control and sucked his uncircumcised head between my lips. He tasted of sweat and male musk, and my eyes closed at his salty flavor. He gripped my hair and tugged sharply, and I whined around his girth.

“Uh uh, doll, eyes on me,” Ted growled patiently. “I want to see the begging in your eyes when your cunt starts to make you a needy slut.”

Fuck, another drip. At this point, I’d leave a puddle on his concrete floor before I got his cock in my pussy. I started bobbing my head to take him deeper, my eyes wide and my neck angled back to keep eye contact. I felt a hum of need as his dark eyes captured mine. It was like a fucking spell, his intense gaze. His fingers on my scalp sparked pricks of pain as he pulled me deeper onto his rod. I gasped around his meaty shaft when my rigid nipples brushed over his bare thighs.

I could feel his coveralls in a puddle against my knees, then felt him step out of them one foot at a time and kick them across the floor. I swirled my tongue around the bottom of his shaft and then drove my head firmly toward his base. I swallowed the need to gag when his crown tapped the back of my throat, then buried my nose into his black pubic hair.

Fuck, my pussy was vibrating when I tried to pull back, but Ted’s grip kept me pinned on his cock. “Uh uh, my turn,” he growled, then started to drive his cock in and out of my mouth. I kept my eyes on his and wanted to squeeze my thighs for friction on my clit. But his fucking eyes made me be still. His control of me was absolute.

Without warning, Ted pushed my head back and drew his cock out. As his broad head pulled from my lips, drool spilled out of my mouth and splattered onto my tits. Ted tugged me up, then twisted to lay me on the edge of the workbench, scattering a jar of screws or something that tinkled and rolled off the edge of the table and onto the hard floor. I gasped at the suddenness, then yelped as Ted smacked my ass.

“I’m the one that does the fucking, Meg,” Ted drawled. “I want to know you want it again. So beg me for my cock.”

His hand was already between my thighs, and, like the eager hussy I was, I leaned onto the flat surface and spread my thighs. My rock-hard nipples buzzed against the cool, stainless-steel top as I moaned at the sudden invasion of Ted’s thick fingers into my dripping cunt. I was hanging off the table’s edge, so I couldn’t even rock back into his thrusts.

“Oh fuck… please… fuck this bitch,” I exclaimed. “Put that perfect cock in my needy pussy, PLEASE.”

My brain was trying to revolt because I’d never begged for cock before. I was in control of Miguel and my other fuck boys, and they were at my mercy. Ted’s reversal of my modus operandi confused my mind and made my cunt clench around his fingers. He folded his thumb to the top of my drooling slit, and I shuddered as he circled the stiff bud.

“I don’t believe you. I think you’re just horny and need to cum,” Ted said evenly and patiently as he edged me. “If you can hold off your needy desires, I might believe you’ll be a good whore for me.”

What the fuck?

I whimpered and bit my lip. Every nerve in my entire body was screaming for me to release. But I wanted cock; I needed cock. I was a cock whore, and Ted was my dealer. I whined as his fingers plunged in and out, and his thumb strummed over my clit.

“Fuck, I can’t take it,” I surrendered. “Fuck me or let me cum. I’ll do whatever you want, please.”

“That’s better, slut,” Ted drawled, pulling out his hand and smacking my ass.

Ted dug his fingers into my firm cheeks and then I felt the heat of his crown before the delicious drive of his head into my tight kitty. I closed my eyes, and my neck craned back as he slowly filled me.

“Grab the sides of the table,” Ted growled when he was buried to the hilt. “You’re gonna wanna hold on for this next part.”

The cocky bastard almost made me laugh. Without warning, he shoved his thumb up my ass, and I screamed at the sudden pain. With his thumb stuffed up my puckered hole, he started to flex those muscular thighs and drive his pole in deep. His strokes were long and steady as I felt the tsunami of lust start in the middle of my violated asshole. He leaned forward, gripped a handful of my hair, and tugged my head back.

“Don’t scream, or you’ll have Chuck calling the police,” Ted taunted me as he railed me against his workbench.

Before I could scream out what a fucking god Ted was, his greasy hands covered my mouth and nose. My eyes crossed as his grip tugged my head back and his hips smacked into my ass. The sudden shift pushed the edge I was on backward, but his rough fucking drove me right back toward the pinnacle. I whimpered as he held me arched back and as my body was flexed back and forth, my rigid nipples pinched between my weight and the steel surface of the table. The little zaps of pain in my nipples spiraled me closer to my peak.

“Be a good girl and cum on my cock,” Ted said. “Show me what a whore you are for my cum.”

Shit, yes, I’d be such a good girl for Ted. I’d service his cock from dawn ‘til dusk. I’d let him fuck me in the middle of the street while Marge snacked on her fucking cookies. I was going fucking crazy, holding steady as Ted twisted his thumb in my ass and shot me to the moon.

“I’m going to paint your fucking womb with my cum,” Ted growled. “You want me to put a baby in you?”

I completely lost it at his filthy words, and my thoughts raced as my body shook and trembled. I couldn’t remember if I’d taken my pill, Ted wasn’t wearing a condom, and fuck… maybe Ted could put a baby in me! I shrieked into his greasy palm and then crumpled onto the table, every last one of my nerves shuddering and sparking. I felt him pull out and then felt hot ribbons of cum decorate my spine and my ass. Then the fucker pushed his hands in and rubbed his cum into a glaze as I fought to catch my breath.

“Don’t worry, Meg,” Ted said in his normal voice. “Had a vasectomy after my wife died. I didn’t want a child with anyone but her.”

Fuck me, a dominant with a romantic streak. Ted could ruin me. I rolled over onto my back, then reached and pulled Ted into a hug.

“I’m sorry for your loss,” I said, at a loss for words, and I hoped my embrace communicated my empathy.

I was going to tell Miguel and the other boys to fuck right off. Something in me hoped this wasn’t a one-and-done with my next-door widower.


CHAPTER 5
BRANDON



I held my soda can in one hand and pulled my phone out of my pocket with the other, looking at the text.

Meghan: Mission accomplished



I grinned as I sat around the conference table while eating a catered lunch of sub sandwiches from a local fast-food joint. I had the time to head back to Fantasy Unlimited Bed & Breakfast and eat Kirsten out, but I didn’t want to be impolite to the team. I shook my head; I needed to focus. The session was going okay, but I’d been distracted all morning.

I was thinking of Meghan more than the delight I knew was waiting and available for me back at my suite. I had talked to Ted half a dozen times the last few months, and he was going on and on about how his machine would disrupt the industry and topple the over-engineered “Sybian motherfucker,” as he spat into the corner of his garage like the name was offensive.

Ted was an interesting guy—a veteran of 30 years in the Navy as a SeaBee. “That stands for Construction Battalion, not a fucking ocean mammal,” Ted reminded me a few times. He spent his career field-repairing tractors, cranes, and other heavy machinery. Then he’d gone up to Alaska after watching some show on TV, knowing he could sign on with a crew and make some coin.

“Too fucking cold,” Ted grumbled. “Even in the dead of summer, it’s horrible. I couldn’t sleep because the sun doesn’t ever go down. I was going crazy.”

Ted always complimented Meghan. “Why are you over here talking to me and not back home, fucking your wife?” It was a common refrain. I didn’t tell him about our arrangement until he started asking suspicious questions about Miguel.

“Why is that guy fucking your wife, Brandon?” Ted asked one day. “Shit is not cool. I’ll tune him up if you want me to.”

So I had to explain my near-constant travel and Meghan’s high sex drive. He nodded as if he understood but then shrugged. “That fucker doesn’t know his way around a lawn mower. I’m sure he doesn’t know what he’s doing with a fine specimen like your wife.”

The more we spoke, the more I liked Ted. I learned that his wife had passed away from breast cancer and that he didn’t want to be married again. I discovered that he adored women, and his machine, he thought, would please them. We talked a lot, and I trusted him. I knew he wouldn’t take advantage of Meghan, but I also knew he’d be different from her younger lovers.

I laughed at myself, recalling Meghan’s stories. Her paramours were always hot physically but also full of bravado that I knew was bullshit. I could tell when she shifted from recounting what happened to what she wished would have happened.

I was curious about what she’d tell me about Ted. Only reporting “mission accomplished” was a tell, in my mind, that she wasn’t quite sure what had happened. It could have meant she didn’t like it and did it out of obligation to me. I discounted that because anyone who built a machine probably knew their way around the female anatomy and psyche more than a gardener.

My phone buzzed on the table, the screen lighting up with a text and Kirsten’s name. I took a bite of my sandwich and started to chew. I pulled my phone below the table’s edge and opened my messages.

Kirsten: Hey, handsome, missing you. Are you at lunch?



I looked around, and everyone at the table was either talking to their neighbor, looking at their phone, or reading emails on their laptop. The seat next to mine had my computer and the projector, and my other side was empty because it was the wrong angle to the screen I used for presenting. I typed back a message.

Brandon: Yes, I’m at lunch. It would be so much better if you were under this conference table.



The little white dots started cycling, so I knew she was typing back. I thought about her sweet mouth and how much she loved sucking my cock.

Kirsten: Oh, I know exactly what I’d do. Do you want me to tell you or show you?



She sent a picture of a life-like dildo, and my cock sprang to life. I looked around, and no one was paying any attention to me.

Brandon: Show me. Easier than typing. Fuck, you make me so hard.



Kirsten: You’re hard right now, aren’t you? You want my mouth wrapped around your cock?



That text was followed by a photo of her licking around the dildo, eyes staring into the camera. I had to bite my lip not to moan at the thought. I held the phone with one hand and let my other hand rest on my cock through my pants. I was so fucking hard.

Brandon: You’re being so bad rn.



I tapped with one thumb and slid my fingers along the outside of my cock.

Kirsten: I haven’t even started.



Another picture with her top off, breasts free, the dildo in her mouth, the silicone base pressed to her lips in profile.

Kirsten: I miss your meaty cock in my throat.



I looked around, and no one was paying attention. My cock was throbbing, and I wanted more. I focused on the memory of Kirsten’s silky lips coasting over my shaft.

Brandon: Nothin’ I want more.



Kirsten: Can I play with my clit, Brandon? I’m so fucking wet.



Brandon: Yes. Show me.



While the little dots cycled, I slowly pulled my zipper down. I reached back onto the table and pulled a few napkins into my lap. With one last look around the conference room, I shifted forward in my chair and pulled my cock out of my pants. I squeezed the thick, heavy shaft and stroked.

Another vibration of my phone and a picture of Kirsten nude, her thighs spread, and her fingers circling her clit appeared. She still had the fake cock in her mouth, but without holding onto it. Her lips hollowed as she sucked the silicone dick. Her free hand cupped and squeezed her breasts, tugging at the nipple.

I stroked a couple of times with one hand as I tapped out a reply with my other.

Brandon: Fuck yes, I can feel your mouth… I want to cum in that slutty mouth of yours.



It was a labor to type that with one thumb, and she responded much quicker. My cock throbbed as I read her next text.

Kirsten: That’s what my mouth is for. I’m your cum whore, your cum dump. Use me.



I stared at her words, and then another picture appeared on my phone. It focused on her bare, glistening cunt and the fake phallus driving inside. She’d sent a GIF, and the image moved in cycles, pushing that cock in and out of her cunt. My hand matched the movement, and I knew my edge was close.

I cautiously lifted my eyes and looked around. Then, with the image of Kirsten fucking that cock replaying in my mind, I dropped the phone into the side of my chair, grabbed the napkins, and held the wad of paper over my tip. I flexed my hand up and down until my balls tightened, and I felt the pulse of my cum shooting up my shaft. I stifled any sound and tried to keep my breathing regular as I shot my load into the wad of napkins.

I picked my phone back up with the cock-stroking hand, aimed the camera at the mess of white in the center of the brown, recycled napkins, and sent that in a text to Kirsten. I put the phone face down on the table, crumpled up the mess in the napkins, dropped them next to my phone, picked up my sandwich, and took another bite.

I realized that I had eaten hardly any of it, and there were only ten minutes before the end of the lunch period. I took another big bite as my free hand pushed my softening cock back inside my trousers and pulled up the zipper. I was presentable, should anyone approach. I took another bite of my sandwich, trying to wolf it down. I flipped the phone around and unlocked it. Kirsten had added a bunch of short messages that had moved her moving image off the top of the screen.

Kirsten: Mmmmmm



Kirsten: Save



Kirsten: More



Kirsten: For



Kirsten: Me



Kirsten: Thanks



Kirsten: For



Kirsten: Lunch



Kirsten: xx



I smiled and took the last bite of my sandwich. I crumpled the soiled napkins with the sandwich wrapper and then stood up to take my lunch to the trash.

“I’ll be back. I need to take a quick break,” I said to my point of contact.

“No problem,” she looked up from the email she was busily typing. “Did you enjoy lunch?”

“It was perfect, thank you.”

“Good, you’re welcome. I’m looking forward to the next part. Five minutes?”

“Absolutely.”

I nodded and left the conference room, striding towards the restroom. My thumb pressed call on Kirsten’s number as I pushed open the door to the men’s room. She answered immediately.

“Did you?” I growled, not sure if the room was empty.

“Mmmm, I did, Brandon, all over your cock.”

“Good girl,” I growled. “I want you to edge, but not cum, three times before I get back.”

I’d looked and made sure no one was in the stalls.

“Yes, sir,” Kirsten said. “My pleasure.”

“I’m going to lick every inch of your pussy as soon as I’m back,” I growled, then hung up.

I washed my hands in the sink and dried them, then tossed the paper towels into the sink.

I couldn’t wait for class to be finished, and I would make any excuse to leave early so long as I covered the minimum. Fuck, I loved having a free-use slut.


CHAPTER 6
KIRSTEN



I finished typing the string of short messages into my conversation with Brandon. I wanted to make sure my impromptu GIF of me fucking myself wasn’t on the screen. I noticed he’d stopped responding and then worried someone might be near or looking over his shoulder. My chemistry with Brandon was off the charts, and I was stretching a bit in my eagerness to engage with him.

Fuck, the man has done a number on me.

I captured screenshots of my texts with Brandon and sent them to Mark, then added the GIF so he could watch that himself. When Brandon returned, I would tell him about me sharing our sexts with Mark. I felt that Brandon wouldn’t mind, especially after saying he thought he and Mark would get along. He probably had the same arrangement with Meghan.

I should have gotten her phone number from Brandon because, as much as I was smitten with her husband, I had a massive crush on Meghan too. God, I hoped we could get something arranged for this weekend. I’d only had a taste of Brandon, but I wanted more. So much more.

Mark: Fuck, baby. That’s hot as fuck. Do you like being Brandon’s toy?



I grinned. I adored that my husband enjoyed my slutty life. His encouragement always made me melt inside. I grinned and took a photo of my face, noticing my cheeks were still flushed. I gave my husband a smile I reserved just for him.

Kirsten: I do. So much. I hope we can meet them this weekend.



Mark: Me too, babe. Brandon seems like the real deal from what you’ve told me. Did you find out where they live?



Kirsten: NORTH DALLAS



I scolded myself for not telling him that earlier, but my infatuation with Brandon had scrambled my brain. I was daydreaming about crawling under his desk, pushing my lips over his fat crown, and tasting his salty precum.

Mark: Perfect. I’ll let you make the arrangements. See what’s best for them.



My pussy got a zing thinking about doing this short-term stint extending into the weekend. Maybe longer. I thought about my travel plans back home, and an idea struck me.

Kirsten: Daddy, can I change my travel plans and fly back with Brandon?



I sent him a wide-eyed selfie with a bit lip.

Mark: Gimme a sec, baby girl. Let me check something.



I blinked and grinned. Usually, I needed to coax Mark a bit more to get him to give in. Then I frowned. Maybe Shyla wasn’t any fun for him this week. I knew he was in Minneapolis for a new grand opening and was trialing a recruit as part of her onboarding. He was a good mentor, but he also had high standards.

Mark: Find out Brandon’s flight schedule. I can probably leave early, and we can fly back to Texas on the jet. I need his schedule, though. Have to go. Love you, baby girl.



I grinned at his text. Mark was undoubtedly on board with meeting Brandon and Kirsten this weekend. I flipped to Brandon’s messages and sent back questions about his travel plans. When I saw no white dots, I decided he was busy again, and I needed to get back on the concierge phone. I grabbed my dildo, washed it in the small office bathroom, and stowed it back in the bag I’d carried downstairs.

I pulled my headset back on, settled into the chair, and felt that twinge of discomfort as my plug sank deeper into my ass. I inhaled a deep breath, closed my eyes, and then answered the first call in the queue.

“You’ve reached the VIP helpline for Fantasy Unlimited Bed & Breakfast. This is Kirsten. How may I be of service,” I checked the readout, “Mr. Carlisle?”
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I peeked at the clock at the bottom of the screen. I circled my clit while taking the last call of the day, determined to get one more edge to comply with Brandon’s command for three edges. I tried not to let my off-the-charts arousal seep into my voice.

“I’m sorry to hear that, Mr. Pike,” I said, biting my lip as my thighs started to tremble. “I can offer you a complimentary stay for your inconvenience. Would you like me to credit your account or make the reservation now?”

I couldn’t even remember the reason for Mr. Pike’s complaint. As a concierge, I had a certain latitude to offer complimentary stays to help with customer satisfaction. I’d fucking make something up to fill in the blank in the after-call paperwork.

“Perfect,” I said and clicked the button to assign credit to Mr. Pike’s account. “I’ve added that to your profile. If you have any issues, my name is Kirsten. Have a nice day, Mr. Pike.”

I hung up and smacked my pussy to keep myself off the edge. The spark of pain, however, nearly toppled me over the edge, and I had to spread my thighs to keep from launching off. I was dizzy with lust from my masturbation but even more with thoughts of Brandon’s cock, the fantasy of meeting Meghan, and what might happen in an executive jet with Brandon and Mark.

I was leaning back in my chair, taking a deep breath, when I felt two firm hands on my thighs. My eyes flew open and focused on Brandon’s intense eyes. He leaned in and kissed me deeply, not caring that I might still be on the call. His tongue was insistent, as was his growl.

“I almost ruined my trousers because of you,” he grinned as he pulled on my bottom lip with his teeth.

“I’ll do better next time and pack you a second pair.” I grinned and kept my legs wide.

His voice and intense eyes kept me on edge. Brandon dropped to his knees, his hands sliding under my ass and lifting me off my office chair. My skirt was still raised from my fingering, and his mouth had a free path to my molten pussy. I bucked my hips into his lips as he started to feast on my cunt, and my hands gripped the back of his head.

“Fuck, Brandon… FUCK.” I was already wound tight, and his tongue swirling around my clit was spinning me up like a tornado. “I’m not going to be able to hold it,” I whined, my hips curling against his insistent mouth.

“I don’t care. This won’t be your only orgasm,” he growled, looking up at me. “Cum for me, my three-hole slut.”

My thoughts were buzzing, and I was supposed to still be on the phone for five more minutes. My control was gone with this man feasting on my cunt. I tried to slow my mind and be a good checked-out, free-use whore, but I couldn’t—not with Brandon lapping my clit like a fucking hummingbird. My back arched, and my thighs clamped around his head. I choked out a scream and hardly cared if I was still on the line. Brandon took that moment to slide his thick fingers inside me, press into my g-spot, and pump into me.

My eyes clamped shut, my hips rocketed up, and I squirted all over his face. Stream after stream shooting out and dripping down his chin and into a puddle on the floor. He growled some praise words, but I was fucking gone. I bucked and shivered, my nerves forcing my thighs to quiver and clench. My entire body levitated as Brandon rode his fingers into my g-spot, prolonging my orgasm.

I inhaled sharply, not realizing I’d been holding my breath, then curled over his head and held on. “Mercy, fuck… Mercy… No more…” I cried into his hair, fingers combing through the short, trimmed stubble on his neck. He pulled his fingers out and sucked on their tips, then stood up. I slumped back in my chair, limbs akimbo.

“Let’s get you back to my room. I’m not done with you yet.”

I think I nodded. I know I didn’t say anything. My limbs were lax and loose as my eyes tracked Brandon walking around. He pulled my headset off my ears and then looked to find the stand and hung them back on it. I panicked for a moment, thinking I was still online, but the indicator light showed I was offline. I knew I had to finish some after-call work for what’s-his-name? Mr. Poke?  I couldn’t even remember his name. I took a deep breath and tried to get my brain to work correctly.

I tried to lift my finger to point to my laptop, and I think I said “Laptop,” but it might have come out as “Fucking hell, Brandon, what did you do to me?”

“Just the laptop?” Brandon asked, and I smiled and nodded.

I guess I said the right thing. I waved my hand and unsteadily pointed at my bag, and it was a precise-enough gesture that Brandon slid my laptop inside and then shouldered my bag and his backpack over one shoulder. Then he bent and slid one arm under my knees, the other behind my back, and hoisted me into his arms. I slipped my arms around his neck and rested my head on his shoulder, letting my eyes close.


CHAPTER 7
KIRSTEN



I kept my arms around Brandon’s neck, and he carried me effortlessly. He stood and waited for the elevator in the lobby, then held me in the elevator until it stopped. I felt him pause and start to reach for his pocket when we got to the entrance to his suite.

“Just say your name, remember?” I whispered in his ear.

I smiled as he said his name aloud and then brushed my fingers through his hair, staring at his profile as he carried me into his suite. Brandon gently lowered me to the white leather divan, and I sighed as I rested on the soft leather.

“I’ll be right back,” Brandon said, and he left my bag beside me and carried his into the bedroom.

My brain was still a bit frazzled from the marathon of orgasms Brandon had given me. I had been edging since lunchtime thinking about this man that I’d only met the day before. He plugged my ass this morning, and every shift of my ass in my chair reminded me that his cum was pooled in my bowels. As Brandon had instructed, my languid edging through the afternoon had three peaks.

The first was after I’d returned from my lunch break, fresh from our sexting interlude. The call queue was quiet, so I returned to our text conversation and swiped through it with one hand circling my clit. I felt my heart speed up as I re-read our texts and remembered my excitement at teasing Brandon with my dildo and pictures. I remember the feeling of fucking myself and filming it for him. I felt naughty knowing that I was encouraging him to masturbate in the middle of a conference room of people. That thought made me stop and pull my fingers away before I crested past the edge.

I cleaned off my fingers by sucking my tangy juices with my tongue. then found a tissue to dry my hand. Letting my mind return to the present, I answered several calls in the queue. Mostly mundane reservation changes or room requests—Bill Pasternak in room 302 was going to have a fun night with the St. Andrews Cross tonight with Tori from Tampa Bay. I reviewed the hostess list and recalled a few other names. I’d been doing this long enough that they were becoming familiar. The hostesses had backgrounds as exclusive escorts but wanted to travel more and have more job security than managing their clientele.

I was a bit unique because, being married to Mark, I didn’t need to work. Mark and I had discussed this when we got married. I didn’t want kids, nor did he. I enjoyed being an escort and the feeling I got having sexual encounters with various men. Mark didn’t want me to stop that lifestyle. He had similar proclivities. We lived a swinger lifestyle but traveled to different locations separately during the week. I let my fingers circle my clit again as I recalled how good it felt to have a supportive husband. It wasn’t for everyone, but we made it work.

After stopping my ascent to bliss at a frustrating point, I cleaned off my fingers again. It made me focus on Brandon. He had such a natural dominance to his persona. He took control like it was a comfortable jacket. I knew he was hesitant at first—all new members were. Once he’d read the rules, his natural assertiveness and control came to life. His dominance was a quiet confidence, and he wore it like a bespoke suit. His request for three edges wasn’t something I’d usually entertain with other guests, and a hostess still held control with consent. It would be easy for me to claim that wasn’t allowed; there were plenty of citations on consent in the rules and guidelines. As I was on the call with Mr. Pike, I realized that I didn’t care about the policies and regulations. Not with Brandon—I’d bent so many already.

Recalling Mr. Pike and my unfinished work, I grabbed my laptop out of my bag. My mind had finally stitched back together after Brandon shattered it into a thousand pieces with his tongue and fingers. I started my laptop and logged back into the system. After accessing the call log and finding Mr. Pike’s entry, I added my after-call notes and put in the reason for the complimentary weekend as “hostess provided.” I had an allocation I could use to smooth over customers and plenty to tap into. I tried to recall why Mr. Pike was upset, but my fingers were pushing inside my pussy at the time, which kind of blanked my memory. I just entered “Customer dissatisfaction” as the option and typed in vague notes that would cover the log entry.

I frowned at myself. I was usually much more professional in my work ethic. Brandon had gotten under my skin. I brought up my schedule for the next day and noted my shifts. I needed to focus on my work a bit more. Brandon would understand.

“You look deep in thought,” Brandon said as he sat beside me on the white leather divan. “Everything okay?”

“Yes, everything is great,” I said and plastered on a smile. Brandon didn’t need to hear my worries right this instant. “How was your day?”

“I was a bit distracted, to be honest,” Brandon said. “I really enjoyed lunch, but I also realized that was very unprofessional and a disservice to my clients. Tomorrow I need to focus better.”

I smiled as I realized how in sync we were; it amazed me. I reached out, took his hand, and rubbed my fingers over the back of his hand.

“I was thinking the same thing,” I admitted. “I’m sorry I was such a tease. It affected my work too, and I pride myself on my professionalism.”

“Don’t be sorry, Kirsten,” Brandon said, looking at me with a smile. “I loved it and don’t regret what we did. I regret that I’m not that great at compartmentalizing.”

“Yes, me too,” I smiled and leaned in to kiss him softly.

I ran my fingers along his jaw, enjoying a lingering, soft kiss of his firm, gentle lips. His kiss ignited a tremor in my core, and I wanted to sink deeper against him. Instead, I pressed my hands to his chest and leaned back. My eyes held his as my tongue brushed over my lips.

“I need to ask you a question, if that’s okay?” I asked. I was his free-use, three-hole slut. He could veto anything anytime, and I’d enjoy whatever he needed from me, but I needed to ask about his travel.

“Sure,” Brandon said with a tilt of his head and concern in his eyes. “What’s up?”

“Did you get my text about your travel plans?” I asked, slipping my legs under my ass, my skirt covering my hips. “I wanted to discuss something with you.”

“I did,” Brandon said. “My flight is scheduled for Friday morning. Why?”

“I think you’ll like this idea,” I grinned. “What if we could fly back Thursday night, would that fit with your travel plans?”

“Well, it’s hard to change travel this soon before the flight….” Brandon said, and I held up a hand.

“You don’t need to change; you need to cancel your flight,” I said. “Then you can fly back with Mark and me on his jet.”

Brandon’s eyebrows lifted. “Mark’s jet… Where is Mark now?”

“Minneapolis,” I said. “He’s cutting his trip short and thought we could fly back and get an early start on the weekend.”

“This weekend,” Brandon said with a bit of a question in his tone. “I haven’t discussed it with Meghan. Before making drastic changes, I’d want to ensure she was okay with it.”

“Call her, and I’ll call Mark,” I said. I dug in my bag for my phone while Brandon pulled his out of his front pocket.

I felt a shiver in my core the more I thought about spending a weekend with Brandon and Meghan. About introducing them to Mark. My mind was racing with the possibilities, and I felt a dribble of arousal slip down my thigh.

“Babe, I’m going to put you on speaker,” Brandon said into his phone. “We need to talk about this weekend.”

“What about this weekend?” Meghan’s voice echoed as I heard Mark’s voice in my ear.

“Did you get Brandon’s plans?” Mark’s voice was low and intense, like I’d interrupted him, but he took the call anyway.

“I have Brandon and his wife on speaker. Am I interrupting?” I said.

“No, give me a second,” Mark said. Then I heard the phone go silent; he’d pressed mute. I moved the phone beside Brandon’s between us on the leather sofa.

“Hi, Meghan,” I said aloud, and she sucked in her breath.

“Kirsten,” she said softly. “So good to hear your voice.”

Brandon grinned at me and nodded at me. I smiled back and lowered my mouth closer to Brandon’s phone.

“How would you like to hear my voice right in your ear without a phone in between us?”

“Mmmm, what are you saying?” Meghan’s voice was low, and I detected a hint of arousal.

“Babe, I’m here,” Mark’s voice returned, sounding more relaxed.

“Who’s that?” Meghan said, a little shock in her tone.

“Mark is my husband. Honey, meet Meghan and Brandon.”

“Mark, it’s a pleasure to meet you,” Brandon said confidently.

“Um, hi,” was all that Meghan could manage.

“Pleasure is mine, Brandon,” Mark said. “Kirsten has told me a lot about you. That’s unlike her when she’s working. I want to meet you and your wife in person. I want to do it this weekend. Do the two of you have any plans?”

I grinned as my husband took control of the conversation. He was an alpha male that usually got what he wanted. He was never a bully. He just knew instinctively what to say to get his way. I felt another tremor in my core as Brandon stared at me and spoke.

“I would like to invite you both to my home,” Brandon said. “Honey, will Thursday night be any trouble?”

Damn if Brandon didn’t also have an alpha male side. I trembled as these two men made another drip of arousal slide down my thigh. I waited breathlessly for Meghan’s reply.

“Fuck, yes,” Meghan said breathlessly. “I mean, I’m sure we can accommodate last-minute guests.”

“I’ll have Kirsten get things lined up,” Mark said. “My jet will be in Green Bay around 6 PM; any issue Brandon?”

“No, that should work perfectly,” Brandon said, pushing his pants down and releasing his rigid cock.

“I’d like to speak to Meghan alone,” Mark said, which made me look at the phone instead of Brandon’s cock.

Brandon reached and picked up my phone. “I’ll text you her number. Babe, are you okay with talking to Mark?”

“What part of ‘Fuck, yes,’ was confusing to you, baby?” Meghan said, and Brandon chuckled, typed into my phone, handed it to me to read, and I pressed send.

“Perfect,” Mark said. “I’ll see you tomorrow, Brandon. Meghan, I’ll call you right back in five minutes; don’t let it ring twice.”

“Yes, sir,” Meghan said as Mark hung up. Then she said, “Bye, babe!”

The phones went silent, and it was just Brandon and me—and his thick throbbing cock.


CHAPTER 8
BRANDON



As I reached for Kirsten, the phones were forgotten almost before they were silenced. My fingers slid through her blonde locks and gripped. She was already leaning towards my rigid cock, licking her lips like the good cocksucker she was, and I tugged to hold her back. She let out a whine and her eyes lifted to seek mine.

“I’m in control here,” I said in a low voice. “Strip.”

Kirsten’s eyes flared as she nodded. I relaxed my grip on her head, and she rose to her feet, pulling her dress up and off, revealing that she was completely naked underneath her navy-blue dress. Once she’d tossed it away, she slid her hands behind her back. I could tell she gripped one of her wrists as her hips swung slowly back and forth. She remained silent and only lifted a brow.

I let her stand there as I unbuttoned my shirt and pulled it off, along with my T-shirt. I enjoyed the way she looked at me as I stripped. I pushed my pants the rest of the way off after kicking off my dress shoes. I’d gone without boxers, so the only thing left was my socks. I pointed to the floor at my feet.

“Knees.”

Kirsten was lowering to the floor before I finished that short word. Her hands remained behind her back. Her thighs opened so I could see her glistening cunt. She arched her back and thrust out her tits. Her posture was the picture of submission, of a slut who knew her place was on her knees, ready for serving. I reached and pushed her hair to the back of her head and gripped a handful of her golden tresses.

“Open,” I growled.

She hardly waited for my mouth to move, but I wouldn’t hold her back anymore. I needed her mouth on my cock. With my tug of her hair and thrusting movement, my cock slipped into her mouth. Her tongue swirled to coat my shaft with her spit. She moaned as she tasted my swollen crown. She pulled back and looked at me, a silent question in her eyes. I nodded; I wanted to hear what she wanted to say.

“I can taste you,” Kirsten said. “I can taste what you did at lunch, Brandon, and it makes me drip. Every time I shifted in my seat, your plug inside me made me want to be here—on my knees. You don’t know what you do to me. I can’t get enough of you.”

I pulled her back onto my cock, and her eyes closed as I drove my hips forward and pushed into her throat with a growl. I’d heard every word, and my balls tightened at the sincerity in her voice.

“Fuck, Kirsten, you’re my eager slut, my cock-sucking whore,” I growled. “You’ve been on my mind all day. I can’t get enough of you.”

I pulled her off my cock, watching saliva drip out of her mouth. I pulled her back up to stand and twisted her around, bending her at the waist. Her hands pulled from behind her and pressed into the sofa’s leather. I glanced down at my cock and saw a smear of red lipstick. How she was leaning over the couch reminded me of the ottoman in the dressing area, and the mirror I’d looked at this morning.

“I want to fuck you in front of the mirror in the closet, but I want your lipstick first.”

Without any questions, Kirsten leaned into her bag and pulled out her lipstick, handing it to me. She started heading to the bedroom with that sway to her hips, making my cock throb. I followed behind her, enjoying the view. She turned the corner into the main bedroom, then another turn into the dressing room. She looked over her shoulder at me while she assumed the same position that she’d been in on the ottoman.

“Like this?” Kirsten asked as she bent at the waist and shimmied her chest, making her breasts sway.

“Perfect,” I replied, pulling the lid off the lipstick and turning to the mirror. I watched her eyes. I used her lipstick to write along the top of the mirror:

BRANDON’S

THREE-HOLE

SLUT

I applied the lipstick liberally, and the red was stark in the reflection. I lowered my eyes to look at the reflection of Kirsten’s—dark with lust. She breathed in shallow breaths, and her thighs were pressed together and shifting.

“You’re damn right I am,” she said as I walked back behind her and smacked her. “Now use me; brand those words into my eyeballs. I want to see that when I sleep.”

I smacked her ass again, then pushed my fingers between her thighs, cupping her sex. She was dripping onto my fingers as I slid the tips along her lips and then circled her clit. “What made you so wet?” I asked. It was difficult not to sink my cock inside her and fuck her hard, but I wanted to hear her beg. She’d been edging all afternoon, and I drank the benefits of that long tease when I ate her out at her desk. I wanted to watch her come apart again. I wanted to watch her come apart in the fucking mirror.

“Don’t tease me,” Kirsten whimpered, her thighs tense. I slapped her ass firmly as she tried to press back into my fingers.

“You’re a statue,” I growled. “Do statues move?”

I realized I was asking her questions while also reminding her that she was a statue. She trembled as she looked into the reflection, her eyes wide. She remained silent as she eye-fucked me while I circled her clit.

“You may talk.” Another swat to her ass. I glanced down to see her flesh blush and redden. “What do you want?”

“I want what you want,” Kirsten said with a tremble in her voice. “Your pleasure is why I exist.”

I stared at her, then notched the tip of my cock against her tight opening. “Good girl,” I growled, staring into her reflected eyes as I drove inside her. She trembled but maintained eye contact as I sank all the way in. I gripped her hip and squeezed with my fingers, wanting to leave bruises. I pulled back and slammed in again, my hips smacking into her ass. I fucked her hard and deep. Her blue eyes stared unblinking into my reflection.

“Read it…” I growled, unrelenting in using her for my pleasure, which only made her pleasure spiral higher.

“Fuck….” Kirsten said, losing a bit of her composure. “You’re so fucking big, Brandon. I’m your….”

I smacked her ass. “Read. It,” I growled again.

Her eyes broke focus with mine and lifted to the mirror, “Brandon’s mmmnnf Three unnnnh Hole fuck Slut.”

Smack

“Again,”

“Brandon’s… Three… Hole… Slut.”

Smack

“Brandon’s… Three… Hole… Slut.”

Smack

“Brandon’s Three HOLE SLUT.”

Smack

“BRANDONSTHREEHOLESLUT.”

“Cum. Slut.”

Her intensity had risen as she recited the words. I watched her eyes flick back and forth, down the mirror, moving back to the top for each new repetition. When I gave her the command to cum, her thighs clenched, and I felt her cunt ripple around my cock. I kept fucking her hard, and she read and babbled.

“Brandon’s three-hole slut, Brandon’s three-hole slut, Brandon’s THREE-HOLE SLUT!”

Another peak shot through her, her arms gave out, and she slumped to the ottoman. Her pussy was spasming around my cock as I wedged it inside her and pushed her into the top of the furniture. I pulled out and rolled her onto her back. Her thighs and lower legs were trembling, and her eyes rolled back.

“My three-hole slut,” I growled and pulled her plug out of her ass.

I grabbed her ankles and pressed them up and back, bending her knees and folding her in half. I held both ankles with one hand, but Kirsten sensed what I needed, and her manicured nails gripped the backs of her thighs. When I pulled her plug out, I grabbed my cock, slick with her juices, and pressed the flared tip into her ass. I entered her ass for the second time today with a slow press. I drove all the way in, as deep as I could.

“Fuck, your ass is tight even after being plugged all day. Continue.”

Kirsten looked confused, but she nodded as I tipped my head to the mirror. She rolled her head back to see the blood-red letters. “Brandon’s three-hole slut,” she continued her mantra. I drove my cock into her tight ass and started a hard pace. I reached and gripped her neck, holding her down, while Kirsten continued to read, reciting her mantra, words running together as I tore into her hard and fast. My free hand gripped her breast, milking her rigid nipple and tugging hard.

“Fuck Brandon!” Kirsten screamed. “I am your three-hole slut! Please, let me CUM!”

“Cum,” I growled.

I plowed my cock in deep and released my second load of the day into her bowels. Her legs clamped together, pulling away from her hands as they fell splayed out to the sides of her head. Her body tensed and shuddered as my cock pulsed in jerks, emptying all I had into her. I pushed her legs apart and slumped over her. My hands pushed into her blonde mane and gripped. “My three-hole slut,” I growled. I relaxed against her until we both caught our breath.

I rolled to the side and lay beside her on the ottoman. Kirsten turned and laid her head on my chest, fingers sliding over my body. I smiled and looked down at her. “What do you think Meghan and Mark are talking about?”


CHAPTER 9
MEGHAN



The phone rang, and I didn’t recognize the number, but I knew who would answer. That deep voice I’d heard talking with Brandon made my core clench. Would I meet him? Would I meet Kirsten? I didn’t know who I was more excited about meeting face to face. The silence after the first ring snapped me out of my reverie just as I felt the buzz of the next ring.

“Hello. It’s Meghan,” I said quickly, then blushed as it sounded eager, even to me.

“Meghan, this is Mark.” His voice was deep and confident. “I know things are moving fast. I wanted to check with you and ask if you have any concerns.”

“It’s all happening very quickly,” I admitted. “I have spoken to Kirsten, and, for some reason, I trust her. I love my husband, and so trust is implicit between us. We wouldn’t be having this conversation if it wasn’t.”

“No, that’s correct.” His cadence was clipped, professional. I could tell he spoke carefully and had an air of authority. “If I didn’t trust my wife, none of this would be happening. We have an open marriage but have had minimal opportunities to meet other open couples.”

“Very much the same,” I said. “I take it you travel often?”

“That’s correct, Meghan,” Mark said. “I own the Fantasy Unlimited Bed & Breakfast chain with some business partners. I’ve made my fortune in hospitality, but I found this niche with a market where travelers will pay a premium for our experience.”

“Free-use sluts,” I said. “It sounds very sexist.” My tone wasn’t accusatory, more of a tease. I liked to poke my potential partners, not just roll onto my back and spread my legs. Though Ted might make me want to do that; I was still buzzing from our midday fuck.

“Meghan,” Mark chuckled, “we have hosts and hostesses for the pleasure of our members. We are open to all genders and sexual preferences. The members fill out an extensive survey, and their preferences are kept in our secure database.”

“Stop, you’re making me hot,” I teased.

I was happy to hear that. Ever since Brandon explained his change in the reservation, I’d been intrigued. I was curious to get Kirsten’s view. I had never been a prostitute or a paid escort. I loved sex with other partners when my husband was gone. We wanted to try swinging, but we’d had some poor experiences. From what I knew about Kirsten, we had a lot of similarities.

“Sorry,” Mark said with that low laugh that clenched my core. “I’ve been in business mode today. Let’s start over. I’m Mark, and I’d be delighted to enjoy your hospitality this weekend.”

“I’m Meghan, and call me Meghan, never Meg,” I said, then smiled. “I’m looking forward to entertaining you and your wife. When will you be here?”

“We plan on taking the jet from Green Bay into the DFW area Thursday evening,” Mark said. “Text me your address so I can have my pilot make the flight plan to the closest airport. Also, this weekend is my treat, I’ll be glad to cover any costs. I don’t want you to worry about anything.”

“I appreciate that,” I said.

The fact that Mark was thinking ahead, planning, and even considering a possible inconvenience for me was a refreshing change from the casual attitude of my younger paramours. Maybe they would become ex-lovers.

“In fact,” Mark continued, “I’m going to have my assistant give you a ring in the morning. She can help you with any arrangements. She knows my preferences and will make sure we have everything we need.

“I’m going to trust you, Mark,” I said. “I’ll send you my information as soon as we hang up.”

I felt my tummy clench. Would this call involve more than just coordinating a weekend visit? I slid my fingers over my lace panties and felt they were already damp. Mark’s confidence was already pressing my buttons. I stifled a moan as I circled my clit.

“Unfortunately, Meghan,” the low growl in his voice as he said my name almost had me moan aloud, “I have to end this call prematurely. I have a business meeting to attend. My PA will be in touch. May I contact you again at this number without going through Brandon?”

“Yes,” I said, biting my lip in frustration. “Text or call anytime, Mark. It was a pleasure.”

“The pleasure was mine, Meghan. Sleep well.”

He ended the call. I held my phone in two hands, added Mark to my contacts, and then texted him my home address. I looked for the little white dots to see if he’d immediately respond. They didn’t appear, so I slid my phone onto my bedside table’s charging pad and grabbed my trusty rabbit vibrator. Fully charged, it wasn’t long until my eyes were closed, and I was screaming Mark’s name, lost in a dirty fantasy.


CHAPTER 10
BRANDON



Kirsten and I shared a shower after a short rest on the ottoman. I enjoyed access to her round ass and soft breasts, and she enjoyed teasing my cock to full hardness again.

“It’s amazing how quickly you recover,” Kirsten grinned. “I like that my charming presence so easily turns you on.”

I laughed and then cupped her bare sex. “I get hard knowing that your cunt is already wet and needy,” I growled in her ear. “I don’t want to fuck you in the shower, though. I want you to dry off, fix your hair and meet me in the bed. How long do you need?”

“Fifteen minutes,” Kirsten said. “I’ll just do a blowout and put on a lace thing I picked for tonight.”

“Such a good three-hole slut,” I said. I kissed her, grabbed a towel, and headed to the main bedroom. “Fifteen minutes, a spanking for every minute you’re late. I’m going to check in with Meghan.”

She waved as I turned into the main bedroom, still drying off from the shower. I grabbed my phone off the side table and slid into the leather chair. After I unlocked my phone, I tapped Meghan’s name and sent a message.

Brandon: Hey, babe, still up?



Meghan: Yes. Mark’s PA is coming tomorrow to get all set up.



Brandon: That’s all he called for?



Meghan: He had a meeting.



Brandon: That sucks. I thought one of you would seduce the other



Meghan: Baby, I love that you think I’m a slut ;)



My phone lit up with a video call from Meghan.

I answered, and her eyes were big, a pout on her lips.

“What’s wrong?” I asked.

“I miss you,” Meghan said. “I… it’s been a weird day, and I miss you.”

“I miss you too, love. We’ll be back the day after tomorrow. All of us; that’s exciting, isn’t it?”

“Something to look forward to, but not the same as having your cock inside me,” Meghan said, the remnants of her pout still present.

“How were things with Ted?” I asked. “‘Mission accomplished’ was somewhat vague.”

“Baby, Ted… Ted was incredible,” Meghan said breathlessly, and her eyes widened, lips curling into a smile. “Would you be alright if I broke it off with Miguel and saw more of Ted? Actually, I might break it off with all my boys. They aren’t doing it for me anymore.”

“You should do that. Miguel was never right for you,” I said. “You need someone like Ted. Don’t you?”

“Brandon, I need someone like you,” Meghan cooed. “But Ted might be an acceptable substitute when you’re away.”

“Meghan,” I smiled to myself. “Fuck Ted. Tonight. I don’t care if you spend the night there or he stays over. I want you to fuck him again.”

“Yes, sir,” Meghan smiled and blew me a kiss. “I’ll … I’ll do that.”

The screen went blank, and I grinned. If I’d read things correctly, I knew her mind was already thinking of how to approach Ted. I laughed to myself, knowing that Ted would probably continuously surprise her. Much like Mark was a surprise. I was never one to have a dick-measuring contest with rivals. I was confident in myself and our relationship. Mark felt like he mirrored my strengths, and I looked forward to meeting him and learning more about him.

“Are you coming to bed, Brandon?”

Kirsten stood as a silhouette at the door to the bathroom. I felt deja vu as the track lights illuminated her shape when she turned off the lights in the bathroom behind her. She wore a black, lace teddy and nothing else. A contrast to her pure-white lingerie from the night before. This was more of a slut vibe, and I felt my cock throb and stiffen.

I didn’t answer her. I just stood up, and my towel dropped. My erection rose as I watched her push the sheets back and crawl on her hands and knees to face me in the bed. I strode to the bed and crawled onto the mattress as I stroked my cock. Kirsten licked her lips, and I nodded while guiding her head to my cock. She sucked it between her lips, and I groaned at the sensation.

Something between us had shifted in the day and a half that I’d known Kirsten. I’d used prostitutes and escorts before after we’d opened our marriage. The interactions always left a bad taste in my mouth. I never asked for a second date, and they never spent the night. This would be the second night with Kirsten in my bed. It felt different, more connected than random, one-night stands.

She continued to suck on my cock, and I looked down at her. Our eyes met as she pulled back and lifted her hand to stroke my stiff shaft.

“Take off the teddy,” I said softly. “I want us both naked and you on your back.”

I was comfortable being blunt and taking control. After the second day we’d shared, I didn’t want to fuck her. I wanted to feel something. Her eyes grew big, and she smiled, and I knew she agreed.

Silently, Kirsten rose on her knees, holding eye contact. She peeled the straps of her teddy off her shoulders and then shimmied it down her body. Her large breasts sprang free, and her nipples were stiff and mouthwatering. I watched as she pushed the black lace down her hips and then rolled onto her back, pulling the garment off and tossing it to the side of the bed.

“I’d like that, Brandon,” Kirsten said. “I want to look into your eyes tonight. I want to get lost in them.”

I grinned and crawled forward, tracing kisses up her taut abdomen. She spread her legs apart as I crawled over her, then hooked her ankles behind my thighs. I felt her reach between us as I took a moment to suck on a stiff nipple. She groaned and arched, pushing the hard nub between my lips. I felt her slide the tip of my cock around her slick lips. I pulled my lips from her nipple and moved over her.

Our eyes locked. I felt her push me into her core and heard her hitch a ragged breath as I pressed myself into her. Her hips shifted up as I sank into her depths. Her hands slid along my sides, tracing her nails lightly along my skin. I cycled with slow, indulgent strokes, thrilled at how her muscles clenched around my cock. I reached for her hands, gripped her wrists, and pushed her hands above her head. She nodded but didn’t break our intense gaze as I held her wrists firmly against the sheets.

I paced myself by slowly driving my cock in, grinding, and pulling out. We matched our arousal and built slowly, in sync with each other as our lovemaking grew deeper and turned more insistent. I slammed into her, and her mouth opened, gasping into the air, and my moans and grunts echoed off the walls. We pushed each other to our peaks, then crested together. Words weren’t needed as I captured her mouth and swirled my tongue breathlessly against hers.

After kissing and enjoying her under me, I rolled to the side. Kirsten moved and tucked her ass against my groin, becoming the little spoon. I pulled her into my chest, then pulled the covers over us. I kissed behind her ear, and bliss washed over me. I fell asleep, knowing I would enjoy the next two days with this woman in my arms.


AFTERWORD


There is a lot more to come in the Fantasy Unlimited - Bed & Breakfast universe. Sexy hot wives, open marriages, lots of steamy uninhibited sex. Be sure to grab a free book and sign up for my newsletter to get updates when the next edition of this free-use fantasy releases soon.
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BRANDON:

As my week of indulging in freeuse fantasies at the luxury suite unfolds, I'm swept up in the thrill of my deepening connection with Kirsten while managing work responsibilities during the day. Meanwhile, Meghan grapples with FOMO back home by engaging in a scintillating affair with the neighbors. We’re both excited to host Kirsten and her husband this weekend, ready to explore even more naughty escapades in this thrilling series of events.


How wrong it is for a woman to expect the man to build the world she wants, rather than to create it herself.

ANAÏS NIN


CHAPTER 1
MEGHAN



“Meghan,” Brandon said in his no-nonsense tone that made my tummy flutter. “Fuck Ted. Tonight. I don’t care if you spend the night there or he stays over. I want you to fuck him again.”

“Yes, sir.” I smiled broadly, thinking about how to seduce my geeky, tinkerer next-door neighbor. I blew my husband a kiss and then ended the video call. I was just in a long sleep shirt, but I thought Ted deserved something spicier after rocking my world this morning.

I pulled off my t-shirt and tossed it on my unmade bed. Most of this afternoon was spent sprawled out and recalling the way Ted had taken control and fucked the life out of me on his workbench. My toys had all lost their charge, making me call Brandon to complain about him not being home. I had never been before, but I was suddenly less than enthusiastic about my young boy toys and more interested in the gruff, older man next door. That’s how I found myself picking out a naughty outfit to meet my surprisingly dominant neighbor.

Holy crap, Ted had really done a number on me, pushing me through a series of toe-curling orgasms with his thumb twisting in my ass. He’d taunted that he would breed me before covering my ass and back with his hot seed. Fuck, it was such a turn-on to have him spread his jizz all over my back, and I thanked my stars I had a husband that allowed me to fuck anyone approved of.

Afterward, Ted was the perfect comforting partner and cuddled with me until I caught my breath. Ted made sure I had some water and even gave me a package of peanut butter cups—he kept a stash in his garage. He softened back into the large, tattooed teddy bear I was used to seeing fiddling in his garage workshop as he waved goodbye. It was an illusion because his coveralls masked his well-toned, muscular body.

I fluttered my eyes, recalling what was under his ever-present outfit. Holy shit, Ted was a surprise. I pulled down a black, lacy, baby-doll nightgown and slid it over my head. The neck was high and enclosed my bare breasts in a flowery black lace pattern. The bottom of the teddy hit me just past the curve of my ass. I pulled on a matching pair of black lace boy short panties and took a spin checking myself out in the mirror. I applied a bit of mascara and eyeliner to highlight my eyes, smeared on lip gloss, then pressed my lips together as I pulled my hair into a messy bun.

I was ready for Teddy. God, do you think he’d let me call him that? I giggled. No, he probably would not. I was daydreaming about what would happen next as I walked across the dark garage and out the side door that faced Ted’s property. I strode barefoot through the well-trimmed grass. At least Miguel, my former boy toy, was better at cutting grass than he was at giving me orgasms. I stopped outside Ted’s side door to his garage.

Should I go around to his front door? Would he even hear me knock? I looked around and thought maybe he’d hidden a spare key. I checked under the weird garden gnome and a flower pot with a dead flower. There was nothing there, so I gave up and knocked on the door.

“Took you long enough,” Ted’s electrically amplified voice said from a hidden speaker. “What were you looking for?”

“A spare key,” I said to no one. I made fists and rested them on my hips, looking around, then finally tipped my head up and spied a small red light just under the eve. I focused my eyes and whispered, “Are you going to let me in, Ted?”

“It’s open, Meg.”

That was the other thing; no one called me Meg. My name was Meghan. Ted just picked Meg out of the fucking air and glued it to my breast like a name tag. I was a bit irritated.

“My name is Meghan, Ted,” I said to the camera as I twisted the knob, opened the door, and walked into Ted’s workshop. I looked around; the layout was familiar. I needed to walk around the canvas-tarp-covered prototype fucking machine, and then the door would be right…

The door opened, and a non-Ted-shaped silhouette blocked the entry. The light flicked on when the shadow reached and flipped up the switch, and I had to squint to see who it was. Two words into her next sentence, I knew who Ted’s company was.

“Hello, Meghan,” Marge, my constantly-cooking-and-baking next-door neighbor, chirped. “Ted was telling me about your little adventure this afternoon. Did you have a good time?”

Marge wasn’t wearing one of the shapeless muumuus she always wore when she delivered cookies. No, this was a completely different Marge. She wore a pair of flannel pajama bottoms in a red tartan pattern and a matching red tartan blouse, which she’d left unbuttoned. Her bare mid-drift was exposed, and the swell of her breasts pushed the blouse out. I was shocked. Marge was a curvy BBW with her hair down, her silver curls framing her smiling visage.

Oh my God! I was checking Marge out!

“Marge, what are you doing here?” I asked, my arms wrapping around my lace-covered chest. I wasn’t trying to seduce Marge, for fuck’s sake. She seemed so confident standing there, unashamed of her curves. Why was I covering myself up? I willed myself to put my arms down. I tried to stand normally in a sexy black nightie, but I wasn’t acting naturally.

“Probably the same reason you are, dear.” Marge smiled, took a step toward me, and held out her hand. “Come on, I don’t mind sharing. It might be fun.”

“Fun…” I repeated inanely but took her hand nonetheless. Her hand was firm and warm, and she squeezed mine. Wait, sharing… what were we going to be sharing? Oh my God! Why did my pussy clench at the thought of the two of us on either side of Ted?

“Yes, fun. I know you get along with all sorts of boy toys,” Marge said, and I was chagrined that maybe I wasn’t quite as discreet as I thought I’d been. “I’m glad you finally got to have a taste of a real man. Ted was happy with the development too.”

“Are you…?”

“Together? Oh heavens, no, dear,” Marge laughed. “Once Harold passed—fuck cancer, right? Once he passed, I didn’t have it in me to move another man into my bed. Ted and I are fuck buddies.”

“Fuck buddies?” Jesus, could I make a sentence using my own words? Get a grip Meg—Meghan. Holy fuck. I was spinning as the new revelations just kept coming. Did I forget my fucking name?

“Yes.” Marge laughed again and escorted me into Ted’s main bedroom, “I thought Miguel was yours. What’s happened? Did the boy bore you?”

I swallowed as I looked at Ted, lying on his back, paging through… was that a romance novel?


CHAPTER 2
MEGHAN



“Hey, Meg.” Ted waved. “I was catching up on my reading. I love to read spicy romances, you know. Find some good tips.”

Fuck, the way he called me Meg was getting to me. I usually bristled at the short nickname, but the way Ted looked at me as he dropped his book on the top of a pile of paperbacks was… It made me feel… Okay, it turned me on.

“Brandon said that I should… you know…” I faded off, blushing as I gave a bit of a side-eye in Marge’s direction.

“That’s good,” Marge volunteered and pushed her pajamas down, exposing her naked round ass as she slid her top off her shoulders and crawled onto the bed next to Ted.

“Um.” I watched as Ted pushed his fingers into Marge’s silver curls and leaned to kiss her. “What’s good?”

I stood paralyzed as Marge pulled back from the kiss and twisted to face me, leaning back into Ted’s broad chest like it was completely natural. Ted reached around her and cupped her generous breasts. I stared at his fingers as they sank into her plump flesh, and her eyes closed as his grip on her tits tightened.

“It’s good that Brandon knows and approves,” Marge said. “Consent is so important, and you two are still so young. Always communicate with your man, Meghan.”

Ted hardly looked at me as he pushed his bearded mouth into Marge’s neck and shoulder crook. Marge held my studious gaze until her eyes closed, and she let out a moan, “Fuck, that feels good, Ted. I love when you manhandle my tits… Pull on the nipples hard, please.”

Staring, unable to look away, I shifted on my toes, then back onto my heels. Marge’s eyes opened, and she smiled at me, rubbing the bedsheet beside her. I swallowed.

“I can … uh… go?” I nodded back the way I’d come.

“Meg,” Ted interrupted. “Strip and join us.”

Fuck, his voice was etched in my brain. I lost all my anxiety and pushed my panties to my feet. As I stood and walked to the bed, pulling off my teddy, my bare breasts bounced. I looked at Marge’s soft smile, then leaned in and kissed her thoroughly. Her arm wrapped around me and pulled me closer. Our kiss deepened, and I felt Marge’s tongue slide over my lower lip. I quivered.

My first kiss with another woman was with Marge, the cookie lady, and I was here for it. The way my body responded as I leaned into her soft curves overwhelmed me. I pressed into her as she slumped onto her back beside Ted. I whimpered into the kiss as my core straddled her warm, bare thighs, and I ground into her, needing more pressure on my clit. Marge’s warm hands slid down and gripped my ass, pulling me tighter against her. I rode her leg like a needy puppy.

I pressed my tongue deeper into her mouth, hungry for more of Marge, and she did taste sweet. I crawled onto the bed, pressing my knee deeper between her thighs, feeling the damp heat of her core against my skin. I shuddered as she rocked her hips against me, a growl vibrating on my swirling tongue.

I whimpered. I fucking whimpered when she pulled her lips away. Her fingers pressed into my messy bun, then she gripped and steered my head to her generous breasts.

Oh, fuck, yes! I followed her lead, my hands cupping and lifting her heavy breast as my tongue drew a circle around her wide areolae. I opened my mouth and sucked her stiff nipple into the heat of my mouth. I groaned as I felt her body arch, pressing more of her warm, soft breast into my mouth and cheeks.

“Fuck, Meghan, that feels good. You know what a slut like me likes, don’t you?”

I nodded my agreement while sucking on her thick nipple, my hip still grinding on her thigh, leaving a trail of my arousal on her warm flesh. She undulated under me, trying to push more of her tit into my mouth while grinding her equally wet pussy against my knee.

I wanted to taste her, I decided at that moment, so I slipped down, folding my knees as I kissed down her soft, curvy abdomen, finding a scar low just above her hips and lavishing that with kisses and nibbles. I inhaled as I dropped lower, pressing my nose into her groomed bush; my tongue lowered and slid back and forth, seeking her clit. I lowered my mouth, drove my tongue into Marge’s slick, open lips, and groaned at the taste.

I shuddered in my overwhelming lust as two sets of hands gripped me. Marge’s fingers pressing into my scalp reminded me to stay on task as Ted’s rough fingers pressed into my lifted ass. I rocked my ass back, pushing back enough to stare at Marge’s glistening sex as I moaned.

“Yes, Ted… please… please fuck me,” I muttered before I dove back down to press my tongue into Marge’s flavorful channel, sliding up and focusing on her clit with rapid flicks.

“You don’t have a choice, Meg.” Ted’s growl made my pussy spasm, and I knew he was right.

I grunted into Marge’s pussy as Ted pressed his fingers between my thighs. I pushed back eagerly against his thick digits and moaned into Marge’s pussy as his dexterous fingertips found my clit. It was already throbbing from my grinding into Marge’s thigh. I groaned at the direct friction of Ted’s thick fingers as they circled, then brushed tenderly over the tip of my clit. Ted had a light touch for a strong man as he found the spot that made my breath catch.

“I want your fingers right here, Meg,” Ted growled.

I instantly pushed my hand down until I touched his fingers. “Good, Meg.” His growl made me leak. I heard his low chuckle as his fingers slid down and pressed into my opening. My fingers continued to dance, mimicking his pattern.

“You’re so fucking wet, Meg.” His voice only made me eager for more.

My thighs began to quiver as I felt his finger slip out, and his thick cock drove into me, filling my sheath with his broadsword. I shuddered as I felt my pussy stretch with his direct penetration while my fingers played with my throbbing clit. It felt like my thighs had goosebumps on top of goosebumps.

I was trapped between the bodies of my older neighbors, lapping hungrily at Marge’s slick drooling pussy, as Ted’s cock pushed deeper. The mental image of my nubile young body getting used hard by these two seasoned kinksters fired my imagination as I lapped at Marge’s clitoris. My breathing dissolved into needy pants and moans as Ted plunged deeper and deeper.

Marge’s fingers tightened in my hair, grinding her hips into my mouth as Ted drove into me with firm, steady strokes. He didn’t rush but pushed my arousal steadily higher until I was right on the edge. Marge uttered filthy words that made my brain buzz as I feasted on her tangy, sweet slit. I felt my cunt begin to clench around Ted’s cock as Marge arched back, thrusting her cunt into my face, and bathed my cheeks with her sweet offering. My loud moans we muffled by Marge’s pussy as my thighs clenched and my body was overcome by my orgasm.

I leaned forward and wrapped my hands around Marge’s ample ass, nuzzling into her spasming core, using my tongue to clean every fold and crevice before shifting back to circle and flick her stiff clit. Ted’s relentless strokes sped up faster and deeper, making my body shake and flex as he railed me from behind. I was lost in the tsunami of lust and crashed into a series of orgasms as I felt Ted release his heat into my clenching core. His cock throbbed and pulsed in the grip of my clenching walls as he emptied inside me.

I shuddered through smaller waves as Ted used my pulsing cunt to milk every drop of his cum into my womb. I panted into Marge’s warmth until I felt Ted’s weight on top of me, pressing my cheek against Marge’s heat. I heard them kissing deeply and hungrily above me. I was trapped under Ted and on top of Marge.

This twist to my plans thrilled me, and I caught my breath trapped between Marge and Ted, hoping this was just a warm-up. The way the pair was kissing, I expected another round as I felt Ted’s cock stiffen and throb inside me. I closed my eyes and sighed happily, ready for whatever they wanted from me. I was theirs to use—I didn’t want or need to be in charge, which made everything different.


CHAPTER 3
BRANDON



The second morning of waking up with Kirsten in my bed was different from the first because I was deeply asleep, and we’d not set the alarm when we passed out after our lovemaking. Kirsten woke up first; when my eyes opened to the glow of sunlight streaming through the windows, she wasn’t in her spot beside me. She was still in the bed, I soon discerned, because I felt her fingers gripping my ass to pull her mouth further down onto my rigid cock.

I tipped my head down to watch, only to find a shapeless lump of sheets and tangled bedcovers moving over the top of my groin. I closed my eyes and let my head tip back as I groaned at the feeling of Kirsten’s talented mouth. She lifted a hand and pushed the covers back, and her hair was piled haphazardly on her head as she pulled my cock from her lips.

“Good, you’re awake.” Kirsten smiled and crawled up my body, straddling my hips and fitting my rigid cock against her opening.

“Who is the free-use slut?” I growled, filling my hands with her tits as she slid down my shaft.

“I am.” Kirsten grinned and bit her lip to stifle her moan as my cock stretched her. “Did I mention I’m also psychic?”

“You’re a pretty good psychic,” I said as I lifted my hips to drive deeper into her.

I leaned forward and nuzzled into the softness of her breasts. Kirsten wrapped her arms around my shoulders and threaded her fingers through my hair. I shifted my lips to encircle and then sucked on her firm nipple, lashing my tongue across the stiff bud. I wrapped my arms around the small of her back, feeling her rise and fall, sliding up and down my shaft. I felt her hands move to my shoulders, pressing down as she rode up, then using her arms to slow her descent. It was a slow tease, and my arousal rose as I moved to suck in her other nipple, leaving the first one wet and stiff.

“Fuck, Brandon,” she whimpered, “you feel so good inside me. I need more of you.”

I tightened my grip, hauled her hips down against mine, then twisted my body. I rolled with her, and she slipped onto her back, legs lifting and crossing above my hips. I leaned over her, kissing her deeply. My hands ran along her arms, found her wrists, pulled them up over her head, and pinned them to the pillows. Her eyes widened as I thrust into her firmly.

“My turn,” I growled as I took over and flexed my hips to drive my cock in deep.

“Fuck, yes,” Kirsten gushed, “Fuck, fuck, fuck, pound me… take me, own me… FUCK!”

Her eyes were locked on mine as I railed into her, punching deep, drawing back, and slamming in again. The slapping sound of our flesh meeting, parting, and pounding again, started to fade as our moans and breathing got ragged and rough. I was growling and grunting as I rutted like an animal. What had started as slow, morning lovemaking had dissolved into frantic fucking. I wanted to lose myself in her, and her eyes bore into mine with the same promise. As one we crested, my cock slamming deep inside, her cunt rippling around my thickness. My shaft throbbed, pulsing hot streams of my essence into her womb as her spending dripped around the root of my cock. I flexed my hips while still locked into her.

Our mouths crashed together, and I got lost in the kiss. This was more than just a business arrangement, more than just a hostess and guest. I had feelings for this sexy vixen sharing my bed, and I scolded myself as I continued to bind deeper with her. She finally broke the kiss and turned her head to the side, inhaling a breath. I released her hands, and she lowered them to press to my chest and push me away.

She twisted to one side, and our eyes broke contact when I rolled in the other direction. We stayed like that, our backs to each other. Something tightened in my chest, and I had trouble putting my finger on it. Her breathing hitched for a second. I turned towards her, wrapped an arm around her hips, and pulled her back. I kissed behind her ear, and her hand dropped to mine at her hip. She squeezed my hands and then lifted my hand off her hip.

“We should get our day started,” Kirsten said, sliding off the bed and standing with her back to me.

“Shower?” I asked, shoving the tangle of covers behind me as I shifted to the same side of the bed.

I stood as she walked away, then she stopped and leaned against the frame of the bathroom entrance. She twisted to look at me, her eyes finally returning to mine. I didn’t know what was happening, but she appeared as confused as I was. Her eyes met mine, and I held her gaze until she dropped her eyes to the floor and shrugged.

“Why don’t you shower?” Kirsten said. “It’s getting late. I’ll go fix your breakfast while you get ready.”

“Okay,” I said, not liking the sudden cold distance but not knowing what to do about it. “Did I do something wrong?”

“No.” she smiled, then held her belly. “My tummy is upset. I need a bite to eat. I’ll see you in the kitchen.”

She stepped toward me, put a hand on my chest, and rose to kiss me. “You’re fine, I promise.”

Her smile returned, and she bent to pick up my button-down off the floor, slid it on, and buttoned it up. I smiled and scratched the back of my head, and gave a shrug as I reached and grabbed my phone from the nightstand.

“Okay,” I nodded. “I’ll see you there.”

My head was a mess as I flicked on my phone. I didn’t look up to watch Kirsten leave for the kitchen, but I felt her absence. Why was I hung up on a temporary fling with Kirsten? We had no future together. She was married, and so was I. I loved my wife, and Kirsten loved Mark. We could have fun, that was it. I saw a message from Meghan.

Meghan: Fuck, baby, call me when you get up.



It was timestamped at 3:00 AM. I flicked on the location-sharing app we used to check her location. Her phone updated her location, and she was at home. I tapped on the call button, and the phone rang. It went to voice mail after three rings. She was probably still asleep—it looked like she’d had a long night.

“Babe, I got your message. I’ll try again after my shower.”

What was Meghan doing until three in the morning?

I started the water and made it extra hot. I wanted to feel the sting of the spray. I needed distraction from my emotions and to get the focus back on the day of work ahead of me. I stepped into the scalding spray feeling the pressure press into my chest. It almost melted the feeling of Kirsten’s last touch before she left for breakfast.


CHAPTER 4
BRANDON



After a concentrated scrubbing, rinsing, and a brisk towel dry, I felt better. I knew I had the propensity to overthink things, and overthinking after a good orgasm usually wasn’t a great idea. Once I got out of the shower, I dressed quickly in the standard work uniform for slacks, a button-down with an open collar, a sports coat, black socks, and my pair of loafers. They weren’t put away as neatly as yesterday morning when I got dressed. It was another reminder that both Kirsten and I had let our professionalism slip as we relaxed into enjoying each other’s company.

I pulled my phone off the counter and checked the screen. Meghan had left a message that she was awake and getting her coffee. I decided to call her on my way to the classroom. I wanted to eat and see how Kirsten was doing. When I got to the kitchen, she wasn’t there. A plate with a homemade breakfast sandwich, sausage patty fried egg, cheese between a toasted bagel—a note was resting beside it.

Brandon,

Sorry to leave you hanging. I had to relieve another hostess who had a family emergency. Enjoy your breakfast. Text me later.

- K[image: red heart]

The heart was promising. I picked up the sandwich and sat on a stool to eat at the counter. I pulled out my phone and dialed Meghan. Taking a sip of the coffee Kirsten had left beside the plate of food, I tapped the speaker and listened to the rings. Meghan picked up on the second ring.

“Hi, babe,” Meghan said, sounding tired. “Did you sleep well? How is Kirsten?”

“Yeah, I slept okay, sweetheart,” I smiled. “Kirsten is fine. How is Ted? You were up late—or early?”

“Fuck. You’re not going to believe this. Are you sitting down?”

I had just taken a bit of the sandwich, so I grunted, and she giggled.

“You’re eating, I can tell. You can be a little too efficient, baby. Take time to enjoy a conversation with your wife.”

I swallowed and grinned, “Meghan, spill it,” I said in a low voice that she called my ‘Dom’ voice.

“Fine. After we talked, I got dressed up in that black babydoll, the one with the lace hearts?”

“Yeah. I like that one,” my mind filled with an image of my wife’s curves wrapped in lace and her flirty grin. Meghan was amazing, and I loved that she enjoyed buying and wearing sexy outfits for me. The thought of her visiting Ted in that sinful wrap had my cock getting hard again.

“Yes, well, I put that on and walked over to Ted’s,” Meghan continued, “Guess who met me at the door?”

“Um, Ted?”

“Bzzz wrong! Marge!”

“Marge? Cookie lady Marge?” I had seen her occasionally, but she always wore some flowered muumuu dress. She had a lovely smile and a gentle light in her eyes. While she and Ted were closer in age, I didn’t think they’d mesh.

“The very same,” Meghan assured me. “She escorted me into Ted’s room, stripped and joined him on his bed, then invited me to join them both.”

“What?!” I was surprised and aroused. Meghan had admitted to being slightly bi-sexual. Her focus was usually on younger studs when we went to swinging parties. An occasional younger woman might have caught her eye. Marge… she wasn’t Meghan’s type. “Did you?”

“You fucking better believe I did.” Meghan said, “You told me to ‘Fuck Ted,’ your words, baby. I just happened to also fuck Marge too. Do I get bonus points?”

“That’s…” I had to pause as the world tilted a bit, my cock now bent at an odd angle against the zipper of my trousers. “That’s unexpected.”

“I know you have to get to work,” Meghan said, “But I did all the things with another woman that I’ve told you I wanted to do. All. Of. Them. It was fucking incredible, and I would’ve stayed the night if Ted hadn’t kicked us out.”

“He kicked you out?” Fuck, this was quite the story.

“Yeah, he has apnea and didn’t want us to see him in his CPAP mask,” Meghan relayed, “Sometimes, the male ego is fragile. So Marge and I got dressed, returned to our house, and had another romp. Just the two of us. I hope that’s okay?”

“You’re fucking with me? You and Marge in our bed?” I thought she was embellishing the way she tended to about her male paramours. I always went along with it because I knew Meghan enjoyed stretching the truth when she was telling stories.

“Oh, you betcha,” Meghan said with a laugh, “Did you know Marge was from Minnesota?” I heard a voice in the background.

“Is she still…?”

“Oh yeah, you want to talk to her?”

“Um…” Before I could get a word out, there was a muffled discussion, and Marge’s voice took over.

“Brandon, good morning. Did you sleep well? I wish I could make you some cinnamon rolls, but it’s tough to transport them to Green Bay. You know I visited …” Marge droned on, and I tuned out her voice, knowing Marge loved telling stories even more than Meghan.

As she continued to talk, I got a better picture of Marge in my mind. She was curvy, voluptuous, and had intense eyes. A mental image of her and Meghan kissing suddenly filled my imagination. My cock throbbed at the thought. I loved the idea of my wife fucking other men and other women. When I married her, I thought she was the sexiest woman alive. I still felt that way about her and wished she was with me when I was gone.

Kirsten was incredibly sexy, and I related to her well. She didn’t hold a candle to Meghan, though. I couldn’t wait to see the two of them together. My imagination sparked a third female body, and I had to bite my lip as my fingers slid over my engorged cock inside my pants.

“Anyway,” Marge was slowing down, “Meghan says that you have work, and I’d better let you go. She sends her love.”

Then the line went dead suddenly, and I replayed what I’d heard just before the phone went dead. Was Marge…? Marge had moaned into the phone, but I was so caught up in my fantasy I didn’t realize that Meghan was playing around with Marge.

Jesus, the world had flipped upside down.

I finished the rest of my sandwich and rose from the chair, slinging the backpack over my shoulder. I stood in the elevator, trying to will my erect cock to soften. When the elevator opened, I saw Kirsten inside her little cubicle where she had been taking calls when I got off work yesterday.

I strode toward her, ready to test the limits of the free-use clause. I dropped my backpack, the noise causing Kirsten to turn in her chair. She was talking on the phone, but I wasn’t listening. I unzipped my trousers and pulled out my cock.

Kirsten’s eyes looked down at my thick shaft, licked her lips. Then turned away toward her desk, rose, and bent over, resting her elbows on the flat surface. She continued to talk on the phone like nothing was happening. I grinned, remembering the statue game, and lifted her skirt. She wasn’t wearing panties, and her pussy was glistening. While I stood behind her, giving my cock a stroke, I saw the fingers of her right hand appear and spread her lips apart, her hips wagging in invitation.

I was still hard from my fantasy of my wife and Marge. As I slid my cock into Kirsten’s tight pussy, in my mind’s eye, I was pressing into Meghan’s cunt. I imagined Marge on her back with my wife’s lush, brown hair covering her thighs. I imagined Marge cupping her generous breasts, watching me as I fucked my wife, and Meghan ate out the older woman.

I was pounding into Kirsten hard and deep when my head cleared, and I heard her speak hurriedly into her microphone, “Thank you for calling Fantasy Unlimited, have a nice day.” Kirsten did something to the phone box on her desk and tossed her headset on the surface. Her hands gripped the desk’s edge as she pressed back and met my thrusts. She moaned my name lowly.

“Brandon, fuck, I love the way you fill me. You’re so fucking big. You stretch my pussy so much. Fuck yes. Fill me. I want to be filled so full. I want to feel you drip out of me all fucking day. FUCK!”

I felt her cunt clench around my cock as she launched into orbit. I was right behind her after listening to her litany of lust. I slammed deep and released my pent-up seed, painting her womb with hot cum. I jerked my hips as my cock throbbed and pulsed. I could feel her channel ripple milking my cock as my pulses of cream slowed, then stopped. I ground into her, then looked at my watch.

“I’ve got to go,” I said as I pulled out and stuffed my cock—slick with Kirsten’s spending and my own—back into my pants and zipped them up.

Kirsten rose and turned toward me, lifting and wrapping her arms around my neck. We kissed slowly, enjoying the closeness, feeling more connected than the odd ending in the bed.

“I’m sorry about this morning, Brandon. Our connection is so deep I got confused. I’m not confused anymore.” she said, leaning in and giving me a meaningful kiss. She drew back and smiled into my eyes, and I felt that jarring connection again, “Have a good day. I look forward to when you’re done with work.”

“Me too,” I said, and our eyes lingered on each other as I squeezed her against me.

I let her go, and she smiled, then turned and picked up her headphones. I turned and left. While it seemed like a cold separation to go our separate way, it didn’t feel that way. I shook my head, I needed to concentrate on work. With all the happy brain chemicals swimming around, maybe I could find the focus I needed on my way to the classroom via my rental car.


CHAPTER 5
MEGHAN



Marge was a talker. I had to do something to distract her, or she’d make Brandon late for work. I sank to my knees, pushed her robe open to expose her pussy, and licked at her clit. She looked down, let her thighs part, and cupped her hand behind my head. She made some excuse to Brandon and finally ended the call, dropping my phone in a clatter onto the kitchen counter. She slid her fingers through my dark-brown curls and ground her pussy into my tongue.

She tasted like a mix of her flavor and Ted’s as I slid my tongue deep into her cleft. As I lapped up around her clit, the taste shifted into a mélange of my tang and hers, a result of our long slow tribbing after we sank into my bed when Ted bade us farewell to get some sleep. I wasn’t expecting a bedmate, but Marge was a warm body. After we had another round of mutual orgasms, falling asleep in a tangle of limbs, breasts pressed together, was a treat I hadn’t expected.

With my fingers digging into Marge’s ample ass cheeks, I flicked my tongue over her clit. I felt her arch back and was rewarded with a fresh dose of Marge’s sweet spending, which I lapped up hungrily. I loved the intoxication of feeling Marge lose her damn mind to what I was doing with my tongue and lips, and I felt my core flutter. I slowed and gently caressed Marge’s ass as I sucked at her clit softly, then pulled away to rise to my feet.

Marge wrapped me in a warm hug, “Thank you, Meghan, that was a delight,” she crooned into my ear as her arms ran up and down my back, “I need to be getting home, though. The grandkids are coming over to spend the weekend with me, and I have to clean and get some treats cooking.”

I smiled as we disengaged, “No worries, I have someone coming over this morning,” I relayed as I remembered Mark’s personal assistant’s plans. “We’re hosting some new friends this weekend. It’s a shame you’ll be busy with your grandkids. We might have a small orgy.”

“Oh, my,” Marge blushed. “That does sound like fun. I’ve had this grandma’s weekend planned for a while. My son will be taking his new wife on a second honeymoon. The poor lambs need a break from life after their mother split so quickly….”

I tuned her out a bit. I wouldn’t say I liked slipping into my old habits of dismissing Marge’s good-natured rambles. Chagrined, I tuned back in and nodded before speaking.

“I’d like to hear more about that, but we both have a busy day ahead of us,” I managed. “We should get together after this weekend to gossip more.”

“Oh, I’d love that,” Marge’s eyes glistened with mischief, “Yes, we’ll have to do that. I do have to go, ta-ta.”

We kissed each other’s cheeks and exchanged another quick squishy hug, and she turned and walked out my front door. I stayed in the kitchen, put away the coffee cups, picked up my phone, turned it on, and unlocked it to see a new message.

Unknown: Meghan, this is Lisa Lang. I’m Mark’s PA. Please add me to your contacts.



I stared at the phone for a moment before I tapped to add the new number to my contacts, then went back to the messaging app and typed a reply.

Meghan: Hi. I added you. What’s up?



Lisa Lang: When is a good time to stop by? I’m on this side of the metroplex and have a package from Mark.



Meghan: I need to hop in the shower, say 30 mins?



The night was catching up with me. I felt my hair, and it was a tangle of stickiness. I blushed at the recollection of the night before. I’d need to clean up before meeting anyone. I wanted to make a good impression on Mark’s PA.

Lisa Lang: Perfect, I’ll bring lunch. Do you like sushi? I know this place near here.



Meghan: Sushi sounds perfect, thank you. I have some wine or soft drinks.



Lisa Lang: I’ll get some boba tea… is that cool?



Meghan: Sounds delicious.



Lisa Lang: K, in 30.



I hurried into my room and made the bed quickly. I’d have to redo the sheets later. I just wanted it to look nice. Then I rushed through a shower, shampooing and conditioning my hair. Satisfied I had gotten all the tangles out and felt clean and shiny, I blew out my hair, pulled my long hair into a ponytail, then pulled on a sports bra, running tights, and a pair of runners. I liked how I looked in athleisure wear. I regarded myself in the mirror and nodded. I saw a hot, sexy, and vibrant woman. I gave myself a wink and nodded, then heard the bell ring for the front door.

I pulled open the front door and smiled as I saw Lisa Lang for the first time. She was a few inches shorter than I, also dressed in a snug runner’s get-up. Her hair was also tied back into a ponytail with a ball cap pulled down her forehead. Her almond-shaped eyes were filled with dark brown irises, and her smile was contagious.

“You must be Meghan,” Lisa said, “I’m Lisa Lang. I’m⁠—”

“Come in,” I interrupted, “I know who you are by now, even though we just texted.”

I laughed. Why was I nervous? She glanced up at me, then back down, and handed me a pink bag while carrying another bag as she walked inside.

“Mark wanted me to deliver that to you personally,” Lisa smiled. “We’ll get to it after we eat. I ran a 10k with friends at Lake White Rock this morning in Dallas. Just a beautiful day. I’m fucking hungry, though, you know?”

I guided her into our dining room, and she set out a couple of containers of sushi and two cups of Boba Tea, then handed me a pair of paper-wrapped chopsticks. We dug in, and I realized I was famished, too. I think I’d discounted how active I’d been since I met Ted in his garage yesterday. After focusing on eating, we started chatting like old friends. Lisa lived out in Carrolton, but she was always driving around the metroplex on tasks for Mark, taking meetings, and evaluating designers and architects. I listened raptly; it sounded fascinating how much there was to do to run a high-scale hospitality service.

“I’m also always looking for hostesses,” Lisa said off-hand like she was looking for a part-time secretary.

“You mean escorts, don’t you?” I smiled. I didn’t want her to think I was ignorant of the VIP side of Mark’s game. “I know my husband is enjoying his stay in Green Bay because of the hospitality of Kirsten.”

Lisa grinned. “Mark said you’d be a fun challenge.” She pointed to the bag. “That’s for you, regardless of what happens. Mark said it was a gift. He also said you might be interested in joining us as a hostess. I wasn’t sure you knew what that entailed.”

“Well, Brandon, my husband, described the position as a free-use slut for the duration of his stay,” I smirked. “It does sound like an interesting job, but I’m … I’ve never been an escort.”

Lisa nodded at the bag. “Why don’t you open that, and then we can discuss this weekend? We’re always looking for new talent, but that’s not the reason I’m here.”

“Why are you here?” I asked, opening the bag and looking inside.

Lisa crossed her arms and watched as I pulled out a new iPhone and a high-end pink vibrator by a big name in personal pleasure toys.

“This is different,” I said, picking up the iPhone box. It had been opened already, and I took out the phone. I turned it on, and the phone went to the unlock screen.

“Code is your six-digit birthday,” Lisa said.

I tapped it out without thinking, and the phone unlocked. “How did you know my birthday?” Flipping through the phone, I saw an app from the toy manufacturer. “You set this up to work with the toy?”

“Meghan, I’m a licensed private investigator. It just makes things easier when I’m recruiting. I did find your birthday in one of several databases. You’re right. I did set up the toy for you per Mark’s instructions.”

“Awfully presumptuous of Mark,” I grinned. I got a little zing in my core, remembering Mark’s voice and how he confidently assumed control of our short phone call.

“If you look in the calendar, there is a meeting set up with Mark,” Lisa continued, “He told me he would be honored if you accepted his gifts and waited for his call—fully prepared.”

“He is bold, isn’t he,” I blushed, looking at the calendar, feeling my pussy leak at the thought of his voice in my ear.

“He is … He’s used to getting his way. It’s part of his charm.” Lisa said, “You’ll also find some emails from me with details for this weekend. I’ve arranged for all the meals to be catered by local restaurants. Their flight should be at McKinney airport around midnight tomorrow night. You’ll get updates on your new phone.”

Lisa rose and started packing the empty containers back in the bag they’d come in. I rose as she smiled. “I won’t be here this weekend, but contact me if you have any questions. I’m always available by text or voice. You have my number on both of your phones now. Enjoy the rest of your day.”

Then she strode past me, back to the front door. I spun in place. “Thank you, Lisa. It was nice to meet you.”

She waved her hand over her head, then turned and smiled as she pulled open my front door. “It was lovely,” she said with a wink. “I have a feeling we’ll meet again soon.”

Without another word, Lisa Lang left, and I was left holding two phones and a bright pink, insertable vibrator at my otherwise empty dining room table.

“Wow,” I thought as I tried to figure out what Brandon and I had gotten entangled in.


CHAPTER 6
BRANDON



I concentrated on conducting the class more professionally and not allowing thoughts of Kirsten to distract me. We didn’t share texts during the morning session. I recalled she was also adamant about being professional when we talked about yesterday’s sexting at lunch. So when lunch rolled around, I pulled out my phone to text her, intending to check up on her and let me know her schedule.

Brandon: At lunch, how is your day?



Kirsten: I’m done with the extra shift I took this morning. Thank you for making my morning much more satisfying.



Brandon: Likewise, I felt like I could concentrate better.



Kirsten: That’s wonderful. I’m glad I could be of service.



The phone loaded a photo of her face. She gave me one of her knock-out smiles. I could tell she was lying on our bed, holding the phone over her head. She kept the image of her head and golden hair, and I enjoyed the smile and restraint.

Brandon: You’re beautiful. Thank you for the smile.



Kirsten: When will you be back? I might take a nap and then do some cleaning.



Brandon: Class finishes at four, but I’ve promised to stay after to clarify some questions. I’ll be back by 5.



Kirsten: I’ll have dinner ready if that’s a good time. I was going to order dinner from our kitchen. Preference?



Brandon: I’m not picky. Italian sounds good. Or a nice steak.



Kristen: You don’t mind me picking for us?



Brandon: No, it’ll be better if you take care of it, honestly.



Kirsten: Perfect, I’ll see you at 5. [image: face blowing a kiss]



Brandon: Can’t wait. xx



Sliding my phone into my pocket, I felt better about what was happening between us. She was friendly and caring. She knew I had to do my job, and I thought she was doing her best to help my day be better. I still avoided thinking too deeply about my growing feelings for her. She was happily married, and so was I. Our spouses were essential to us. I pushed the thoughts out of my mind and started preparing for the afternoon session.

[image: ]



After passing through the doors, I headed directly to the elevators.

“Good evening, Brandon, welcome back,” the reception hostess said as I passed her.

She gave me a tight, professional smile. I returned it, though I didn’t know her name. She was a curvy redhead, and after reading the rules yesterday morning, I figured she was staffing the desk waiting for the next VIP arrival.

The elevator was open, so I pressed the button for the top floor and leaned against the back wall. I pulled my backpack off my shoulder and adjusted my cock. After a long day, I was ready to find Kirsten and take the edge off. I was already getting hard just thinking of what I would do to her.

I strode into the atrium, remembering to state my name aloud, and heard a gratifying click as the lock released so I could turn the handle and walk into the room. The space was dark after I dropped my backpack by the door as it clicked closed. I unbuttoned my cuffs and rolled up my sleeves in the dim gray light. My eyes adjusted, and I discerned a glow coming from the kitchen.

I kicked off my loafers and walked in just my socks towards the kitchen. I noticed flickering in the small nook off to the side of the kitchen where the dining table was kept. I crept in and saw candles arrayed along the edge of the table. As I stepped into the alcove, I noticed the halo of Kirsten’s blonde hair lying on the table.

“I’m home,” I said darkly, stepping into the alcove.

“Good,” Kirsten breathed, a little shudder in her voice. “Dinner is getting warm.”

I chuckled lowly when I understood what she meant. She was lying on her back, and round slices of sushi rolls were arrayed over her naked body. Three balancing around each of her nipples, a line of seaweed-wrapped rice spread down her firm belly, and a cluster piled neatly in a circle at the top of her mons.

“All for me?” I asked, noticing her flesh was pebbled with goosebumps.

“I had my share before you arrived, Brandon. This is all for you.”

I let myself take a nice, slow breath, and I wanted to take my time and tease her. I leaned over the table, dipping my lip to her jaw, as she stared at the ceiling. Her breath caught as I bared my teeth and nibbled a spot I knew was tender near her ear.

“And what if I want to feast on you?” I growled.

“Consider me your dessert,” Kirsten breathed.

I felt a shiver run down her body. I slid my hands behind my back, holding each wrist as my lips kissed down her neck. I devoured her skin with open-mouthed kisses, slowly raking my teeth along her warm flesh. Reaching her sushi-covered breasts, I sucked one disk into my mouth, chewing slowly. The sushi was good, and I soon nibbled on the second and the third. I left one breast bare, her nipple stiffly pointing up.

Kirsten took a deep breath as I walked around the head of the table. The sushi on her left breast shook slightly as her breathing grew ragged. I watched her close her eyes and force herself to breathe slowly as I helped myself to another three pieces from her other breast. I rose, chewing the tasty morsel as I left her nipples untouched and stepped back from the table.

I watched quietly as she sensed my distance and turned her head. I unbuttoned my dress shift, shifting it off my shoulders and pulling it out of my slacks. Then I removed my t-shirt, leaving my chest bare. I watched Kirsten’s teeth dent her lower lip, and then her tongue darted across her lush lips. Fuck, I was tenting my slacks to the breaking point.

I undid my belt, pulled it through the loops, then set it on the table. Then I undid my jeans and lowered the zipper. Kirsten’s eyes followed the motion of my hand, then focused on my stiff prick as I pushed my trousers and boxers to my ankles and worked my feet free. In only my socks, I walked down to the far end of the table, lifted a knee, and crawled onto the sturdy surface.

I crawled up the table between Kirsten’s spread legs, leaving the array of pieces bunched at her mound before lowering my mouth to suck in the piece just below her tits. I chewed slowly, my lips tightly closed. I brushed my nose and beard along her skin, inhaling her scent. I savored the delicacy, one morsel at a time, working lower bite by bite. When I reached the cluster of sushi on her mons, Kirsten was shuddering, her breathing catching. I glanced up as I sucked one morsel between my lips, her back arching, her head tossed back.

“Fuck me, Brandon,” Kirsten said. “You’re driving me crazy going so slow.”

I laughed low and sucked in another piece of sushi, leaving two more. I hadn’t touched her purposefully. Only my lips, teeth, cheek, and nose had grazed her flesh. I inhaled between bites, and the scent of her arousal just beneath my lips made my cock throb. I forced myself to chew slowly, lowering to suck one more morsel into my mouth.

While chewing, I lowered and brushed my beard and nose into the smoothly waxed flesh of her pussy. I felt her arousal coat the flesh of my cheeks, and I knew my beard was soaking in her slick wetness. She shuddered, lifting her hips to press her cunt into my lips. I growled as I moved my hand to hold her down.

“Mine to use as I please,” I chided, then slowly started kissing up the line of her torso, retracing the path I took to the final course. Kirsten whimpered, her hips undulating under my firm hand, keeping her from moving. I reached for her breasts and sucked one hard nipple between my lips. My free hand dropped to my cock to stroke from root to tip. I pressed my knees against her thighs.

As I sucked her nipple with full, deep pulls of my mouth, I pressed the tip of my cock between her labia. A single stroke between her parted petals and I pressed inside her feeling her cunt ripple as she stretched around me.

“Auunnnnghhh,” Kirsten groaned, and I knew she was already on edge with my first penetration. I felt her insides ripple and clench around the root of my cock. I held myself deep inside her and moved my mouth to her other breasts. I treated that nipple to the same treatment, then pulled it off with a pop. I drew my hips back and then thrust into her. She lowered her head and then watched as I rose over her.

I held myself with one hand as I worked my cock in and out. Fucking her with slow strokes, our eyes locked on each other. Kirsten lifted her hands around my neck, and I knew she wanted to pull me into a deep kiss. Taking a deep breath, I dove down to kiss her and capture her mouth, my tongue driving between her lips. She moaned, and her hips rippled as I rode into her. Our breathing shifted into heated moans and growls. Our mouths pressed hungrily into a deep kiss, consuming us both.

My hips drove hard and fast. Gone was my slow, tender pace. I fucked Kirsten hard, and she moaned and flexed her hips to meet my strokes. Her cry of release as I pushed her over the edge pulled me along with her. My back arched as I levered my hips to fill her, a groan of deep passion leaving me as I felt my cock pump and shoot my hot seed into her tight quivering sheath.

We stilled, and I relaxed against her. Kirsten bore my weight, her breasts compressed against my chest, her arms wrapped around my shoulders. She drew a lazy line with her nails up and down my back as we caught our breath. Silently we relaxed, content to remain in bliss together for a while, resting atop the dining room table.


CHAPTER 7
MEGHAN



After Lisa left, I folded up the paper bag which held the new phone and vibrator and tucked it into the recycling. Then I cleaned up the table from lunch. There wasn’t much to clean up, but I tried to keep the house as tidy as possible. Brandon always enjoyed coming home to a clean house. I tried to keep the list of things I needed his help with to a minimum. We had enough to hire the occasional handyman if it was more than I could handle.

After ensuring everything was in its place, I grabbed the two boxes and headed back into my bedroom. Seeing the partially made bed reminded me that I needed to change the sheets, so I quickly stripped the bed and started a load of sheets and pillowcases. I tossed in a few towels, then grabbed fresh sheets from the linen closet. I made the bed efficiently, then stuffed the down comforter into a new duvet.

When I was done, I took a deep breath. There was nothing else I needed to do, and I’d gotten tired of being distracted. My curiosity was pinging, as was my pussy. I picked up the phone Mark gave me and added Brandon’s number. It felt wrong to have a separate device that Brandon didn’t know about. Once I was finished, I sent Brandon a text, noting the time it was during his lunch break. He might not be busy.

Meghan: Hey baby, how’s your day? Mark sent me a phone and a vibrator.



Brandon: Um… What?



The phone started to ring, and Brandon’s smile brightened my screen.

“Hey, babe, I have about five minutes. It was faster to talk.” Brandon’s voice was calm, and I heard a door click closed. He must have found an empty room to talk with me.

“Mark sent over his assistant, Lisa,” I began. “She gave me a gift from Mark. A brand-new iPhone and a top-of-the-line vibrator. I think it’s app-controlled and can be controlled remotely. I wanted you to know.”

“I see,” Brandon said, then paused. “Are you uncomfortable with that? I can talk to Mark if you want me to.”

“No, it’s fine. It’s hot. My pussy is zinging thinking about Mark controlling it. I just thought you should know. I only want to do things with other guys that you approve of. You know I wouldn’t go behind your back.”

“I know, and I love that about you, babe. I thought the two of you would have had fun last night. I guess Mark is serious about how to have fun. That set him back a bit of money.”

“Lisa said it was a gift, and I could keep it regardless.” I felt my lips curl into a smile, “I’ll send you the details of the app to install. I want you to have control too.”

“You’re damn right you will,” Brandon laughed. “Have fun, okay? Let me know what happens. I need to get back to class. I love you.”

“Love you too, honey.”

I flipped around on the phone, looking at things that Lisa had already set up. I activated the calendar app and then tapped on the appointment with Mark. I looked at his instructions and blushed. He expected me in a teddy with no panties and the vibrator already inserted. He attached a file with instructions for setting up the app and activating the connection between the phone and the vibrator. I had a few hours before the meeting, but I wanted to ensure everything was set up correctly.

I opened the box the vibrator came in and pulled out the device. It was larger than an insertable egg and more like a flattened oval. Fuck, this thing would fill me up. I weighed it in my hand and then held it by the little pink antenna. I put it down, pulled out the instructions, and flipped through the pamphlet.

It was a simple process, so I plugged in the charging cable, which connected magnetically to the device, and let it charge. I busied myself with a movie on television. I would finish the setup before the call. My pussy wasn’t happy with me, but the bitch could wait a couple of hours. She’d been spoiled since last night.
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I bit my lip and took a deep breath. I’d tested the vibrator by holding it in one hand and then using the app with the other. It had a powerful motor and was quiet for the intensity of the vibration. I wanted to play with it more, but Mark’s instructions were clear; he would be the first to control this modern technology I was about to push inside my needy cunt. I was dripping and couldn’t stop thinking about the pink piece of silicone as I struggled through the movie. I had tortured myself by edging my clit, which wasn’t conducive to keeping track of the plot. I kept imagining the people in period-piece wardrobes, pulling down dresses and whatnot, then fucking in the garden.

I was a slut, and a needy whore, and fuck…

I let out a moan as the thick bulb stretched my opening. The instructions called for a water-based lube, but the state of my kitty made me chuckle. The wide bulb slid right in, and I grabbed the pink antenna and pulled it back out.

Okay, I wouldn’t lose this fucker inside me.

I slid it back inside without turning it on and leaned back into my pillows. I knew it was inside me from the wonderful sense of being full. It was odd to feel full while my labia weren’t stretched around a thick meaty cock, but I wasn’t complaining. I gave one rigid nipple a pinch and let out a needy moan before picking up my phone. I needed to configure some things, and I followed Mark’s instructions. Lisa had already added him to my account as a friend. Now that the device, okay—fuck toy, was connected to my account, I could give him access to start it up at any time, hands-free. I sent a message to Brandon with the app and my account.

Then it was time to wait for Mark to join and see what happened next. I closed my eyes and tried to relax. My pussy, eager from an afternoon of edging, clenched around the vibrator, and I had to slow my breaths to not squeeze my cunt around that tantalizing shape. I took a deep breath through my nose, counted to five, then exhaled slowly. I needed to relax.

Holy fuck!

The vibrator came to life instantly, and my thighs clenched in response. Someone had taken control, and it could have been either Brandon or Mark. Butterflies swam in my core as it throbbed inside me, getting stronger at an achingly slow cadence. Then it stopped as quickly as it started.

I bit my lip and tried to catch my breath. That little buzz had taken me to the precipice yet again. My phone buzzed, and I had to blink a few times to recall where I’d dropped it. I flailed one hand and picked it up, looking at the screen as it unlocked, the control app already open. I was getting a call from Mark—a video call. I tried to press the answer button and missed the first time but got it on the second.

“Hello!” I said a bit loudly to a blank screen.

Okay, it takes a bit to connect; rookie move. I looked at the little window that showed my camera’s view, held it up to a complimentary angle, and smiled a sexy smile at myself. Then gasped as Mark’s bare chest filled the screen before panning up to a handsome face with silver hair. Fuck, with his beard, he could be Santa—a rugged, muscular Santa with blue eyes that stared into the souls of naughty sluts like me.

“Mmmm. Hi, Santa,” I said, then felt my eyes grow wide. “I mean Mark.”

“I’ve been told you’ve been a bad girl, Meghan,” Mark laughed; he’d gotten the reference. “I’m always on the lookout for naughty girls with Daddy issues.”

“That’s me,” I grinned cheekily, then arched my back as Mark did something to make that toy inside me spin up to a high level.“Fuck… keep doing that.”

“Meghan,” Mark growled audibly, loud enough to hear over my whimpering moans, “there are many things I want to keep doing to you.”

“Yes, please,” I moaned. I noticed he had little earbuds in. That might be smart because I’d lost control of my breathing—panting, let’s call it what it was—I was about to come apart thirty seconds into a phone call with some dominant Santa at the helm.

“Meghan, don’t come,” Mark said as the toy went silent inside me.

I whimpered, “Yes, Santa, Mark,… fuck, what do I call you? I want to beg you to let me come.”

I was embarrassed at the need in my voice. I fucking loved it, though. I was done being the one in charge; my boy toys never made me feel like this. Mark, Ted, and Brandon commanded my attention. I panted, watching myself in the little window, then looked at Mark’s stark, blue eyes. I tried to make my eyes big, pushing my lip into what I thought would be a cute pout.

“You can beg all you want,” Mark said with a growl. “You don’t come until I do. And you can call me Mark. I prefer real names, Meghan.”

The image flipped and focused on Mark’s hand gripping his meaty cock. He stroked it and moved slightly forward. The picture of a slutty-looking redhead knelt in front of his rigid shaft. I whined and then moaned as I felt the toy spring to life inside me, pegged to max level. I almost fumbled the phone, biting my lip to keep from screaming.

“Who… who’s that?” I managed, my hips jerking in tempo with the vibrator.

“Meghan, meet Shyla,” Mark said, pushing the tip of his cock between her lips and holding it right there. “I’m training our newest hostess this week, and she’s doing very well.”

“May I touch my clit, Mark?” I asked, then added, “How do I swap places with her…?”

I wanted to taste his uncut foreskin, to feel the heat of his flesh. I wanted to watch his eyes as he lost that modicum of control as he released in my throat.

“Yes you, may,” Mark growled, his hand stroking fast, “Oh, and come, Meghan… I will have so much fun with you this weekend, be patient.”

How he managed to talk like that while his cock throbbed and shot hot cum onto Shyla’s face was incredible. My fingers hit my clit, and I launched into orbit. I whimpered and groaned as my cunt convulsed and gushed my release onto the freshly made duvet. Mark’s confident voice had morphed as he kept stroking, grunting as he shot thick wads of cum and emptied his load onto his new hire’s face, his cum dripping off her brow and into her closed eyes. She had a look of pure bliss, and I wished I was the one bathing in Mark’s cream.

I whimpered as the toy kept spinning, pushing me over the edge again. My thighs jerked involuntarily as Mark forced orgasm after orgasm out of me. Shyla was sucking his cock clean, and it had me licking my lips. In my stupor, I swore I could taste his spunk on my lips. The toy shut down inside me, and I slumped back, not realizing I was arched back, ass lifted off the bed as I rode wave after wave of bliss.

We were silent for long moments. The view switched back to Mark’s stark, blue eyes, and he smiled. “I look forward to meeting you in person tomorrow night, Meghan.”

Mark disconnected the call before I could say anything. I curled up into a fetal ball, the waves of my intense orgasm still echoing as I closed my eyes. This weekend… Fuck me. Would I survive?


CHAPTER 8
BRANDON



I squeezed my eyes closed as the light in the room brightened. I felt Kirsten’s head resting on my chest, her leg lifted and curled over my thigh. The covers were pulled halfway up my waist, but I wasn’t cold. I woke slowly, remembering the night before. After having sex on the table, we’d cleaned things up and then retired to the shower to enjoy slow, steamy intimacy. Gone was the awkwardness of the morning, and I enjoyed feeling connected to Kirsten as a lover. We did fuck in the shower. It was crazy how easily she could get me hard again after so many mind-blowing orgasms.

We took a break, checked in with our spouses, and then compared notes. Hearing two different sides to quick phone sex with the best teledildonics on the market was humorous. I was glad to check in with Meghan. She said she would go to bed early and sleep in tomorrow morning. She wanted to be well-rested when our plane landed later Thursday night. Realizing that tomorrow would be a full day, Kirsten and I slid into bed early. We enjoyed intercourse looking into each other’s eyes until we crested together.

Sensing I was awake, Kirsten turned and pressed a kiss to my chest. She grinned her sultry smile that had my cock thickening and then started kissing down my abdomen slowly. I pushed the covers, exposing my hardening thickness. I watched as Kirsten nuzzled her nose over my shaft and trailed kisses along its length.

I lifted on an elbow and reached to comb Kirsten’s blonde hair to the side, gripping it in my fist as she lowered and sucked the tip of my cock between her lips. I inhaled a breath at the feel of her tongue and the amount of suction she applied. I stilled my hips, letting her take over, and just enjoyed the last morning blowjob of this incredible trip.

Kirsten smiled, pulled off my cock, and attempted to straddle my thighs. I smirked and pushed her back, curling over her as I twisted and pinned her to the bed. She laughed, spread her thighs wide, then wrapped her heels behind my hips. I lowered my mouth to suck in her hard nipple as her fingernails threaded through my cropped hair. I felt her arch pressing her full breasts into my stubbled cheeks.

“Last fuck before we leave,” I growled as I arched my back. “I want to watch your eyes as you fall apart wrapped around me.”

“Mmmm, please,” Kirsten purred as she lowered her hands to help guide my crown between her slick lips.

I shifted to push my knees outside her pert ass cheeks, and when she’d lined me up, I pressed my cock into her. Her eyes blazed but maintained the hot eye contact I enjoyed as I drove entirely inside her. I moved my hands to her full breasts, cupping and squeezing to the beat of my thrusts. Kirsten nodded encouragement as I pulled at her nipples.

“Fuck me, Brandon,” Kirsten whimpered, and I felt her tighten around me. “Use me. I’m your slut. I’m your whore. I’m your three-holed… fuck… yes… harder! Please, baby.”

I bit my lip hard, my hands holding her down, gripping and pressing into her chest. Our bodies met with claps as our flesh slapped in a heated concert. I opened my mouth to take a deep breath, then tossed my head back as a shiver of lust shot through me.

“Fuck… Kirsten…” I was speechless, and I didn’t care.

I watched her eyes which were locked on mine. I went into a mindless series of thrusts, immune to anything but her eyes. This wasn’t free use. This wasn’t detached or sterile. We were connected, more profound than either of us understood, and I leaned into it. Fucking her hard, I pulled my hands off her tits and grabbed her wrists. Her cunt clenched and drenched my cock with her first rush of climax. I pulled her wrists over her head and then dove down, capturing her mouth in a heated kiss.

I held her there, stretched under me, our fingers interlocked as we took each other’s breath away. With a series of thrusts, I felt my climax building at the base of my spine. I slammed in deep, keeping my lips sealed against hers as I growled and grunted my release. I filled her tight, clenching sheath with my seed. My hips jerked, flexed, then finally stilled. Our fingers opened and released. With locked eyes again, our arms surrounded each other as I rolled to the side. I pulled her against me as we caught our breath.
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“I’m going to take you to work,” Kirsten said as we toweled off from our shower.

“Why?” I asked, trying to put my mind into work mode. We’d taken a bit of an indulgent shower.

“You need to return your car, and the executive airport isn’t near the rental return,” Kirsten explained. “I’ll drop you off, return your car, and catch an Uber back to the hotel. Then I’ll get all your stuff washed and packed. Mark will send a limo to pick me up, and then we’ll come to get you after you’re done.”

“That’s an impressive plan.” I smiled and hugged her before we parted to get dressed in our separate dressing areas.

“It’s what I do, Brandon,” she teased, wagging her incredible ass as she left.

I shook my head and walked into the main bedroom, then the dressing area, dressed quickly, and started to pack my roller bag.

“Leave that,” Kirsten said. “I don’t have a shift today. I’ll make sure everything’s packed.”

“Okay, thank you,” I said, pulling my backpack over my shoulder.

“Part of our five-star service,” Kirsten giggled as she handed me a coffee. “However, I regret we don’t have time for one of my excellent breakfast sandwiches. I’ve arranged for a to-go bag you can pick up downstairs.”

We headed to the elevator in our winter coats. Kirsten grabbed a paper bag with the Fantasy Unlimited logo and nodded at the on-duty receptionist.

“I hope you enjoyed your stay, Mr. Baker,” the curly-haired blonde said as I walked by.

“Oh, I guarantee you, Tori, Mr. Baker will be a returning guest.” Kirsten winked over her shoulder.

I unlocked my rental, and Kirsten slid into the passenger seat as I got into the driver’s seat. With the car engine starting, the driver and passenger seats warmed with electrical heat, as did the steering wheel under my fingers. I pulled out and took the short drive to the customer’s location.

“Mark texted earlier that he should be at the airport a bit early,” Kirsten said, her hand holding mine as I looked for the correct landmarks. “When will you be done with class today.”

“I’ll be done by four. Everyone is ready for the session to end.” I nodded, pulling into the parking lot. The car hardly had time to warm up on the short drive.

“I’ll be here in a big, black limo at four then,” Kirsten said, “Leave the keys in the ignition. The rental agreement is in the glove box?”

“Yeah, you’ll need my member number,” I said. “I’ll text you the details.”

“Perfect, have a good day at work, Brandon,” Kirsten said as we both exited.

She waved again after she walked around and slid into the driver’s seat. I walked inside the building just in time. I couldn’t wait for this last day to be over. I daydreamed about a flight home with just Kirsten and her husband. What was going to happen? I missed Meghan, and I was looking forward to a delightful weekend.


AFTERWORD


There is a lot more to come in the Fantasy Unlimited - Bed & Breakfast universe. Sexy hot wives, open marriages, lots of steamy uninhibited sex. Be sure to grab a free book and sign up for my newsletter to get updates when the next edition of this free-use fantasy releases soon.
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ABOUT SHARING SLUTS


BRANDON: I can’t believe it’s only been a week at Fantasy Unlimited Bed & Breakfast—What a whirlwind! My magical freeuse adventure is ending, but I’m not ready to say goodbye to Kirsten. She’s invited me to meet her billionaire husband, Mark, and fly back home on their VIP jet! We’ve developed real feelings, but how will this all unfold with our spouses?

KIRSTEN: This week with Brandon has flipped my world upside down! I hope Meghan finds my husband, Mark, as irresistible as I do. I’m sure he’ll introduce her to thrilling experiences she’s only dared to dream about! Can our marriages handle the sizzling swapping fun that awaits?


Free use - A consensual fetish where partners are allowed to engage with their partner at any time.

Open marriage - When a married couple decides to open their marriage, hence permitting the other partner to engage in sexual relations or emotional relations with additional partners, male or female.


One’s destination is never a place but rather a new way of looking at things.

HENRY MILLER


CHAPTER 1
BRANDON



I stepped out of the building where I’d spent the last three days working. I’d also spent most of the past three days daydreaming of the hot blonde who promised to meet me after work. True to her word, Kirsten was leaning against the outside of a long black limousine. She wore an overcoat, which covered the tops of her thigh-high stockings, and a pair of stilettos. The sight of her had my blood rushing south in a hurry. I waved and hurried towards her.

“You should be inside the car,” I scolded. “It’s freezing out here.”

I opened the door for her, but she leaned into me and looked up. “I’ve been inside most of this week. I needed some fresh air. Besides Brandon, thinking of you kept me warm.”

She pulled the tie on her overcoat, letting it slip open and that she she wore black lingerie with garters strung from the bottom of her top to the tops of her stockings. I slid my hand inside her coat and along her hip, dropping to squeeze her ass. I lowered and kissed her with the intent of helping her into the car. Kirsten lifted her hands around my neck and deepened the kiss. She ran her fingers through the short hairs at the back of my neck.

“I’ve been naughty, Brandon,” she sighed against my lips. “You’ll probably need to punish me.”

“Get into the car,” I growled. “I’m not going to punish you outside this building.”

Kirsten giggled and whirled around, careful to twist in the car’s direction instead of flashing the entrance to the building, and then slid into the back seat and shifted over to give me room before slipping out of her overcoat and tossing it aside. I threw my backpack onto the long seat along the side, then turned and pulled Kirsten into my lap. The driver pulled away, and the acceleration pushed her against my chest.

Kirsten leaned back, resting her blonde hair against my shoulder as my hands pulled her legs apart, spreading her knees outside my thighs. She ground her bare ass against the ridge of my erection, causing me to growl into her ear. My fingers worked the clasp of her garters, freeing them from the tops of her thigh-high stockings. I pulled the bottom of her top up, exposing her bare sex.

“No panties,” I growled. “You have been naughty.”

“So naughty,” she nodded.

One hand cupped her bare pussy, and I spread my fingers to stroke my middle finger along her lips. She was dripping wet, and I spread her arousal over her labia, causing her to moan when I swept over her clitoris. My other hand pulled the bottom of her top up and slid under to cup her breast, tugging her taut nipple with my fingers.

“So you’re still my three-hole slut,” I growled into her ear. “I can still do anything I want to you.”

“Yesssss,” she moaned, and it turned into a hiss as I pinched her nipple. “You have me until we get to the jet.”

I nodded, dropping my mouth to the juncture of her neck and shoulder, kissing and biting. I pushed two fingers into her opening and curled them to circle the spot inside her that made her moan louder. My cock throbbed in my pants, and I needed to get it free.

“On your knees.”

I growled and pulled my hands from her breast and pussy, pushing her off my lap. Kirsten turned around and sank to her knees, her fingers working my belt. I nodded as her blue eyes focused on mine. My thoughts returned to the first blow job she gave me in my suite while I read the Fantasy Unlimited Bed & Breakfast VIP club rules.

“You want me to suck your cock, Brandon?” Kirsten said as she pulled at my trousers.

“Fuck yes, I want your mouth first,” I said, lifting my hips so she could pull my pants to my ankles.

I didn’t have time to remove my shoes, so my pants and boxers were bundled around my ankles. I spread my knees out as Kirsten lowered her mouth, her hand already stroking my shaft. I pushed my hands into her blonde locks, gripping and tugging lightly at her hair. Her blue eyes sparkled, lifting to meet mine as her mouth slid over the tip of my crown. I wanted to toss my head back at the feeling of her mouth doing what it did best, but I focused on her eyes.

We had feelings for each other. It was evident in how we looked at each other. It was part lustful chemistry and part emotional. As we spent the week fucking, playing, and teasing, our emotional connection strengthened. I wasn’t sure how to reconcile it with my love for my wife, Meghan, waiting anxiously for us at home. I looked forward to figuring out how we fit, along with Kirsten’s husband, Mark, who was waiting for us on the plane.

I pulled her mouth off my cock, and she swayed as the limo took a corner. She licked her lips, gathering some of her drool and my precum. Her eyes were wide and dark with lust. I reached down and grabbed her sides pulling her up, and she continued to stroke my cock as she kept her eyes locked on mine.

“I want you on my cock,” I growled, watching her bite her lip.

She slid her thighs outside mine, and, using my cock she pulled herself down and fit my head into her tight opening. We watched each other’s eyes as she slid down my thick rod. Her breath caught as I felt her cunt stretch around my length until her clit ground against my root.

“Fuck, you feel so good,” I said.

I gripped her ass as she rocked back. She rolled her hips and then pushed back as I pulled her down. Riding my cock like the confident slut she was.

We’d fucked in many positions in my short few days in Green Bay. I’d railed her over the reception counter, and we’d fucked multiple times in the shower. I’d had her in various chairs and in the kitchen as she prepared dinner. I fucked her lying flat on the dining table after I’d eaten sushi off her bare flesh. We’d found many positions in the bed we shared, and even included a video call with Meghan on my first day.

Today was different in some way, more connected away from the lush surroundings of the luxury suite. Her smile was more genuine, and she was relaxed as our bodies slowly ramped up, the arousal spinning in my core and growing at the base of my spine. I ran my hands up the sides of her lacy negligee and gripped her breasts as she rode her tight, rippling cunt up and down my throbbing shaft.

“Hurry,” Kirsten said suddenly. “We’re getting close. Fuck, let’s go, Brandon, make me come!”

I wrapped my arms around her and pulled her against my chest. Leaning back, I took over and rabbited my hips to stroke my cock into her in rapid, relentless strokes. She screamed out as her pussy clamped around my cock, while I drove into her, seeking my release. She tossed her head, then pressed her lips to mine, kissing me breathlessly. Feeling her passion push me over the edge, my hips jerked, and my cum blasted into her tight clenching walls. My hips jerked reflexively before we slowed with my arms tight around her. We kissed slowly as we caught our breath.

She pulled back from the kiss as we came to a stop. The limo rocked into a position alongside a sleek executive jet. Kirsten smiled at me, pecked my lip, then rolled off me and back to her knees.

“Let’s get you dressed, Brandon,” Kirsten said. “I’m excited to introduce you to Mark.”


CHAPTER 2
MARK



I was scrolling through emails on the phone when I noticed Kirsten’s limo pull up alongside the plane. We’d texted earlier and had been through the week. I was intrigued by Brandon, her assigned guest. Kirsten had a libido that wouldn’t stop, which was one of the reasons I married her, and we kept a happy, open marriage. I loved that she could pursue her fantasies with other men. She knew that I was also free to pursue sexual relationships with other women.

I rubbed my forehead and finished a final e-mail to my personal assistant, Lisa Lang, regarding the next month of travel. As the CEO and owner of a growing hospitality chain, I was constantly on the road. The jet made trips easier but also more of a challenge than traditional flights via commercial airlines.

My ideas on the future of the hospitality industry focused on the personally curated, bespoke needs of my elite customers. Not all of them signed on to the freeuse clause that Brandon had enjoyed. We offered several types of packages to appease the affluent patrons of my chains. It was all-consuming most days, but I’d cleared my schedule to spend the weekend with my wife, her new suitor, and his wife, Meghan.

I’d been intrigued by Meghan in our few interactions. They were too few, but that was just how things were. I’d sent her a remote-controlled vibrator and a new cellphone. I wasn’t sure how she’d respond to the forward gifts, but her reaction made my dominant streak vibrate. I’d never met her, but I was looking forward to what she’d be like. I knew instinctively that she was a submissive. Although I thought she might not be fully connected to that side of her sexuality.

That was another puzzle to figure out. Brandon, according to Kirsten, had a latent dominant facet to his easygoing personality that synced with Kirsten’s playful submissive side. She wasn’t a switch naturally, but the nature of her business was that she had to take on different clients and meet their expectations. She’d never spoken as much about a client before, so something about Brandon was different than her usual clientele.

While pondering this, I combed through Tiffany’s sleek, black sheet of hair, slowly bobbing between my thighs. With a gentle tug, she looked up. I smiled softly down into the dark brown eyes of my flight attendant. She pulled off my cock and wiped the back of her hand over her lips as her eyes blinked back to awareness.

“Our guests are here,” I told her with a nod. “Go wake Reggie up to help with the luggage.”

“Right. On it.”

Tiffany stood, smoothed her tight skirt back down her thighs, and then weaved her way down the aisle to the cockpit. I rose and tucked my cock back inside my trousers, zipped them, and re-buckled my belt. I hated being called “Sir” and recalled I’d had to break Tiffany of the habit of parroting back “Sir” to everything I told her to do. I smirked as I smoothed out my trousers.

The flight crew consisted of the pilot, Caleb, who was taking a nap in the back cabin and Reggie, who was my co-pilot and navigator. He handled flight plans, provisions, and luggage—which was tricky with the weight requirements on a small jet. Tiffany managed in-flight meals and entertainment. I enjoyed indulging her oral fixation—her sucking my cock was better than cigarette smoke.

I walked back to the rear cabin and let myself in. “Caleb. It’s time, my friend.”

I waited until I saw him raise his hand and wave, then returned to the seating section and continued to the entrance behind the cock pit. Tiffany had pulled her parka around her shoulders and was opening the door. Reggie was behind her at the cockpit door, waiting to collect the luggage.

Tiffany worked the lever, and the door opened on its hinges. I was graced with my wife’s smiling face. Her cheeks were rosy from the wind. However, what gave up that she’d just been fucked was the flush above her breasts. Her overcoat was open with just her belt pulled closed at the waist, letting me see that she was only wearing lingerie underneath. Behind her was Brandon, who gave me a steady look before glancing down to ensure he hit the bottom of the ladder.

Kirsten pulled herself against me, and I kissed her deeply. I’d missed her, and I held zero jealousy for the fun she’d just had or the week of getting to know Brandon. Brandon came up behind Kirsten, and she slipped to my side and held out her hand.

“Honey, this is Brandon,” she said with a cheerful voice. “Brandon, I want to formally introduce you to my husband, Mark.”

“Pleasure to meet you,” I said and offered my hand. Brandon took it and gave a firm squeeze and shake.

“The pleasure is mine, Mark.” Brandon nodded toward the back of the plane. “I think we’ll be more comfortable out of the wind?”

“Of course,” I said. I turned to walk into the passenger area, and waved toward one of the comfortable leather seats along the side.

Introductions were made, and the business of getting the plane ready to taxi and take off commenced. Kirsten sat beside me, and we faced Brandon, who sat in a rear-facing seat. He handed the jacket he’d been carrying to Tiffany, who also collected Kirsten’s overcoat. Kirsten pushed up the armrest between us and leaned against my shoulder, her hand resting on my chest. Her eyes were staring at Brandon throughout.

The crew passed back and forth, moving between the aft section and the forward compartments. Tiffany asked if we wanted anything to drink. I opted for water, as did Brandon and Kirsten. I didn’t want alcohol to disrupt my focus and was glad to see that Brandon had a similar temperament.

Brandon looked at me with a steady, confident smile as the crew prepared the aircraft for takeoff. I nodded at him, returning the smile; we were both thinking a few hours ahead to our landing in North Texas. I was sure he was curious about what would happen on the flight.

“I’m looking forward to introducing both of you to Meghan.” Brandon ended the stalemate. “We’re both looking forward to an exciting weekend.”

“We are, too,” I said with a nod. “All that Kirsten’s told me about you has me thinking of various opportunities beyond the weekend. I suggest you continue your free use of my wife starting now.” I paused when I felt Kirsten’s head swing up to look at me. I kissed her forehead. “I would like to watch, of course. Then, when we reach your house, I’ll have free use of Meghan for the weekend.”

Brandon’s eyebrows rose, and he looked down at Kirsten. “Meghan would have to consent to that,” he said. “I have no problems swapping if it’s okay with her.”

I gently nudged Kirsten to sit up and move across the aisle. She turned and kissed my cheek before sitting beside Brandon, flipping up the armrest between them and leaning against his shoulder. I leaned forward and steepled my fingers together, resting my elbows on my knees.

“I think we can agree that Meghan is already on board.” I looked steadily at Brandon with a kind smile. “She accepted my gifts, and we had a short bit of fun last night. I’d say the swap has already begun, wouldn’t you?”

Brandon put his arm around my wife’s shoulders and pulled her against his side. I watched as Kirsten’s hand dropped along his thigh and lightly traced the outline of his cock. He held my gaze through that, then reached into his pocket and pulled out his phone.

“Since Kirsten is consenting to this arrangement, let me call my wife and ensure she’s onboard.” Brandon unlocked his phone and tapped the number to dial his wife. “I’ve found that communication in this dynamic is essential.”

“Agreed.” I leaned back as Tiffany slid past me into Kirsten’s vacated seat.

“All buttoned up, boss,” Tiffany said, smacking the ever-present piece of gum she chewed. “Mind if I sit here? Who’s your friend?”

I leaned to whisper into Tiffany’s ear, “Just a moment, let Brandon finish calling his wife. I’ll introduce you in a minute.”

Tiffany nodded while Brandon lowered his phone. He tapped the speaker button, and we all heard the phone ring once, then connect.

“Sweetheart!” Meghan’s voice filled the cabin. “Are you on the plane yet?”


CHAPTER 3
BRANDON



The high of having sex with Kirsten in the limo was slowly wearing off. It took a few moments in the warm cab to put ourselves back together. Me more than Kirsten, as she only had thin lingerie and her overcoat. I’d had to shift around to stuff my flagging cock back in my underwear, pull up my pants, zip, and buckle. By the time we’d gotten sorted and exited the back of the limo, the chauffeur had our luggage out of the trunk and lined up next to the stairs leading to the plane.

Kirsten stepped out in her stilettos and quickly pulled the belt of her overcoat around her waist. I slid out and pulled my jacket and backpack out with me. The wind was cold, but I decided I’d tough it out ’til I was inside the plane. Greeting Mark was anti-climactic, and I appreciated that we saw things eye to eye from the moment we shook hands.

Now I was relaxed in the passenger compartment, and Mark’s offer to extend my free use of his wife was as surprising and welcome. I didn’t think it would take much to convince Meghan it was a good idea. It never entered my mind not to tell her about it, just like I needed to explain my first hour with Kirsten in the reception area of the Luxury Suite Bed & Breakfast.

“Yeah, I’m on the plane with Mark now. Kirsten is sitting beside me. Mark has a proposition for you.”

“He does, does he?” Meghan giggled. “Am I on speaker. Is he listening?”

“Yeah, babe.”

“I’m in.” Her voice was a bit louder, but her instant acceptance of the proposition made me grin, and Mark shrugged and smiled.

“Don’t you want to hear the proposition?”

“It’s not going to change my mind.” Meghan’s sass always made me grin.

“Well, do you want to know so you can prepare yourself?”

“If you must, loving husband.” Meghan’s slow drawl for the term of endearment made me laugh.”

“Okay, I guess you’ll have to wait.”

Mark leaned forward and reached for my phone. I handed it to him and dropped my hand into Kirsten’s lap, running my finger along her thigh.

“It’s Mark, Meghan. You’re my free-use slut for the rest of the weekend, starting now. Kirsten is already Brandon’s as we fly on the plane. Do you have any questions?”

“No, Mark,” she said, which surprised me slightly, then continued with a tone of irritation. “I already have the toy in—per your instructions. Are you ever going to turn it on?”

“I was,” Mark said, then winked at me. “But sassy brats don’t always get their way, do they.”

“No, Mark, they don’t.”

“I’ll be in touch, Meghan.” Mark disconnected the phone.

“When did you tell her to put in her toy?” I asked while cupping Kirsten’s pussy and spreading her open.

“About the time you climbed into the limo,” Mark said. “I think we’re all on the same page.”

I nodded and watched as Mark leaned and whispered something to Tiffany. She pulled out her gum and wrapped it in a napkin she’d pulled from the side of her chair. I teased my finger around Kirsten’s clit, and she opened her thighs. I knew Mark was watching, and my cock swelled at the growing intensity in the small compartment. Tiffany leaned over and unzipped Mark’s trousers. She glanced at Kirsten as she fished Mark’s impressive cock out of his pants. Tiffany must have seen the nod from Kirsten as I felt her head move against my chest because she leaned over and licked around Mark’s crown and then started sucking slowly.

“We must remain seated until we’re at a cruising altitude,” Mark said. “Please, make yourself at home.”

It was the oddest scene I’d ever taken part in, but I watched Mark as he watched me. He was expressionless as Tiffany went to town on his cock. It reminded me of the statue game that Kirsten had taught me in the shower our first night. Kirsten’s fingers worked at my belt, then unzipped and pulled out my cock. Mark looked at his phone, and I pulled out mine as Kirsten’s mouth enveloped my crown with an audible moan.

“Fuck, you taste like me,” Kirsten said loud enough for her husband to hear.

I focused on the phone in my hand and brought up my email. It was like a high-noon showdown. Which of us would break first while eager sluts swallowed our cocks and raced to see who would get a mouthful of spunk? Mark flipped through his phone, and I watched as he typed something, then switched to an app. His focus was on the screen of his phone.

I focused back on my phone and then saw a message pop up.

Meghan: Mark is fucking me from his phone.



I flicked my eyes, and Mark met mine with a grin. His thumb was making circles at the bottom of the phone. I nodded with a smile, then focused back on my phone.

Brandon: You need to ask me before you come.



Two could play that game, and I moved my phone to my left hand. I combed the fingers of my right hand through Kirsten’s hair and gripped tightly until I heard her gasp.

Meghan: Fucker is edging me. He’s not going to let me come until he’s here.



I chuckled and shifted my ass forward in the chair, then leaned back. If Mark wanted to have some mano-a-mano game over who could last longer, he could win. Kirsten’s mouth was pure sin, and I wanted to enjoy her excellent blow job.

Brandon: I’m about to come down Kirsten’s throat. Do you want to watch?



Meghan: Fuck yeah, I do.



I tapped around to start a video call with my left hand while my right directed Kirsten’s head into the pattern I wanted. Once the call connected, I flipped the screen to use the forward camera and angled the camera to the right angle to catch my cock thrusting into Kirsten’s open mouth.

“Fuck,” Meghan groaned, and I could tell by the sound of her voice she was close to her edge. “She’s a great cocksucker.”

Mark lifted a brow and grinned at me. It was a nod to upping the game, and I watched him grip his phone in one hand and fist his other hand in Tiffany’s hair, his hips lifting to pump his cock into her mouth. Mark’s pushed his thumb up on his phone screen, and Meghan screamed.

“Oh fuck, fuck, fuck!” Meghan chanted, “Fuck, let me come, please, Mark, please, Brandon.”

As we rocked our hips in and out of the throats of Kristen and Tiffany, Mark and I looked at each other, then nodded.

“Come for us,” we said in concert, and Meghan shrieked, and I knew she was coming hard. Mark set his jaw and tossed his head back. His hips jerked, and I knew he was flooding Tiffany’s mouth. I closed my eyes, and then my hips followed suit, and I felt my cock blast into the back of Kirsten’s throat while her tongue lapped along my crown and sucked every drop out of my cock.

The plane suddenly accelerated, and I realized I’d been so caught up in the game we were playing I hadn’t noticed we’d taxied to the end of the runway. With a roar of the engines, we sped down the concrete. Then the nose lifted and we shot into the air. Amid the aftermath of my orgasm, I felt like I was floating as my fingers combed through Kirsten’s blonde locks.

“The benefit of an executive jet,” Mark chuckled. “Don’t get that kind of service flying commercial.


CHAPTER 4
KIRSTEN



I nuzzled along the root of Brandon’s cock, licking up the dribbles and drops that had escaped from my blowjob. I’d captured all of his cum when he shot down my throat. It was the drool and precum that had dribbled out the side of my mouth when Brandon took over and fucked my mouth. I enjoyed giving good sloppy blowjobs, and my reward for being a good cocksucker was cleaning up my mess.

I sat back in my seat beside Brandon. My body felt flush as the plane banked into a turn. I looked across the aisle and saw Tiffany also resting, her cheeks flushed and her lips plump from the blow job she’d given Mark. I winked at her and then waved her over. We’d probably violated FAA regulations by not wearing a seatbelt during take-off, but no one had ever mentioned it. Tiffany stood, stepped toward me, and leaned over, bending at the waist. I combed my fingers through her straight black hair and pulled her into a kiss.

She sank into the kiss with a soft moan, her hands lifting to cup my breasts through my negligee. I moaned from the attention to my stiff nipples and the taste of Mark’s spunk on her tongue and lips. I bit her lip lightly and sucked off a droplet of cum. I pulled back and gazed at her.

“You need to be more attentive, Tiff,” I scolded with a smile. “My husband’s cum is precious.”

“Yes, ma’am,” Tiffany said with a wicked grin. “Thank you for reminding me to keep practicing.”

“Yes, you do,” I agreed, nodding my head. I slid my pussy to the edge of the seat. “You can get started by licking Brandon’s cum from my pussy. He left you a nice, warm cream pie during our limo ride.”

I heard Brandon chuckle, then rise. Mark stood, too, and I heard him mention making coffee. Tiffany got on her knees as the boys left and held my thighs open with her soft hands. Her nails were long and tipped with a white curve of polish. I admired the manicure. It was an attention to detail that I’d learned was essential to entertaining well-to-do men. I combed my fingers through her hair and pulled her mouth to my glistening pussy.

“Hands behind your back,” I said. “This is good practice for you. You need to be able to lick a pussy just as well as you suck a cock. A good free-use slut knows how to please anyone without using their hands.”

She nodded and went to work, clasping her hands together at the small of her back. I guided her with soft touches as she licked up and down my seam, then swirled around my aching clit. As much as I wanted her to get me off fast, I also tried to train her right.

“You’re cleaning out Brandon’s cum, Tiff,” I reminded her softly. She nodded and worked her tongue inside my opening, and I groaned as I felt her lap as deeply as she could. Then she sucked up my juices and the remnants of Brandon’s load. She continued in that pattern, and each dip of her tongue inside of me made my core clench. I dropped both hands to her head and ground my cunt into her mouth.

I gasped as my clit throbbed, pulling her head up and directing her to that eager bundle of nerves. I rocked my hips and rode my pussy up and down her mouth, feeling her cute button nose press over my clit. I worked my hips against her mouth, gasping and moaning. My eyes closed, then I exploded, spraying my juices all over her face. My thighs trembled and shook.

My eyes fluttered open as I caught my breath. Tiffany remembered her training and was licking up all my scattered spending. I smiled at her face glistening with girly fluid, nodding to let her know she did a good job. Then I saw Mark and Brandon standing in the aisle.

“Let’s go show Brandon the inflight bedroom,” Mark said. “You can come too, Tiffany.”

“Gosh, I hope so!” Tiffany giggled.

She rose, offered me her hand, and helped pull me to my feet, my knees still shaking. I followed the two men into the small stateroom, pulling the straps of my negligee off my shoulders. My heels would stay on, and the rest of my clothes could be bunched around my hips. I heard Tiffany walking behind me, and I wanted to thank her and allow more time for the boys to get ready. I stepped to the side as Tiffany stepped past me.

“Strip.”

She instantly obeyed like the excellent bottom she was. Mark had trained her well, and she was down to her low heels in a flash. She climbed onto the bed, turned around to face me, and rolled onto her back. I crawled over her and straddled her head but kept my pussy away from her mouth. I lowered down as she spread her legs, eager for my lips and tongue. I ran my tongue along the tuft of black public hair, then sank my mouth against her pussy lips.

“You are soaked, sweet girl,” I said sultrily. “You need a good pussy licking?”

“I need a good fucking,” Tiffany groaned, not complaining as I started lapping at her clit.

I lifted my head to look at the men. Brandon had stripped from the waist down while Mark was bare-chested and working his belt off. By the time I finished another pass over Tiffany’s sweet flowing cunt and looked back up, they were both naked and crawling onto the bed. Mark slid between Tiffany’s legs while I looked at my husband’s shaft, swollen and rigid. The vein along the bottom throbbed familiarly as I filled my mouth with his mouth-watering cock.

I felt Brandon grip my ass and pull my cheeks apart, and Tiffany gave an appreciative moan at the view she had of Brandon’s impressive shaft.

“Oh, fuck, he’s big too,” Tiffany moaned. “Can I put him inside you?”

“Mmmm, please,” I moaned, pulling off Mark’s cock and stroking his with my hand. I looked at my husband. “Do you want to fuck Tiffany’s pussy or my mouth, dear?”

Mark smirked, grabbed a handful of my hair, and pulled my mouth back on his cock. I curled my fingers and pressed inside Tiffany’s tight, slick opening, moaning as her fingers spread my lips apart. Mark fucked my mouth as Tiffany guided Brandon’s crown against my opening. When Brandon slammed his hips into me, Mark did the same, causing my eyes to roll back as both cocks stroked deep into me from either end.

They both paused as they adjusted on the bed while I savored being filled with cock. I wagged my tongue along the base of my husband’s cock as I clenched my pussy around Brandon’s shaft. Brandon gripped my hip and pulled me back with him as he retreated. Mark’s fist kept a grip on my hair as my body pulled my mouth down to the crown of his cock. Then Mark tugged and pulled my mouth back to the root of his meaty shaft, and I felt Brandon slide partway out.

I was suspended between the two thick cocks loving the feeling of them sliding in and out of my mouth and pussy. I felt Tiffany’s fingertip flatten over my clit, and I shivered as lust bloomed in my core. Brandon found his pace and started punching his hips, slamming his cock into my cunt. His fingertips curled into my ass, and I hoped he’d leave bruises that I could savor and remember how he possessed me while sharing me with my husband. Mark was content to let Brandon’s thrusts move my mouth over his cock but kept a tight hold of my blonde hair.

I moaned around my husband’s throbbing flesh and lifted one hand to grip his upper thigh. My boobs swayed as Brandon’s strokes shifted my body on the bed. I moaned around Mark’s cock as he dropped one hand to grip one of my tits, squeezing tight and lifting to support my upper body. I took that as an opportunity to raise my other hand to his heavy balls and knead them in my fingers. Mark let go of my hair and gripped under my arm, suspending my body as I sucked hungrily at his cock.

I loved the feeling of getting my mouth and cunt stuffed. The slight turbulence of the powerful jet moving through the air and the muffled roar of the engines just behind our compartment made the whole experience feel unreal, like floating in the clouds while two meaty cocks railed me. I was a slut for both of the men who loved treating me like a toy. I felt that deep swirling in my core that meant it wouldn’t be long til I shattered into mindless bliss.

Tiffany lifted her head and licked at my clit. One of her hands cupped my free breast and then pulled and pinched my nipple. Brandon hammered into me hard, shifting my pussy and making Tiffany move her mouth to chase my clit. I grunted when I felt Brandon’s thumb tease my asshole and felt my insides tighten in response. That simple clench was the trigger that set me off. My body trembled, and I tried to scream but was silenced by Mark shoving his cock down my throat just as his cock swelled, and he pumped his hot spunk into the back of my throat.

Swallowing like the well-trained cum slut I was, even while my brain melted, my hips were pulled back, and the heat of Brandon’s load ballooned in my core. His fingers dug into my hips as I heard him grunt in concert with Mark’s moans. Both of their cocks throbbed in my mouth and pussy. Tiffany was licking around Brandon’s root, sucking our combined juices, and I felt her pussy clench around my fingers. I must have tightened my fingers as I fell apart.

Everything was hazy as the feeling of hard man meat slid out of my mouth and pussy. My arms lost their strength, and I slumped down beside Tiffany. She rolled away as Brandon lay beside me and pulled my head against his chest. My breasts compressed into his warm flesh as his lips kissed along my cheeks. The bed moved as Mark spun around and pulled himself against my backside, his arms holding me tight.

Content between the warm bodies of my two lovers, I closed my eyes. My breathing slowed to a steady beat along with Brandon’s heartbeat. Strong hands caressed my bare flesh, and I drifted along the moment’s bliss. Then I faded off into the blackness.


CHAPTER 5
MEGHAN



It turns out that pacing and watching the clock doesn’t make the hands tick faster.

I knew they had a long flight, and I allowed myself to nap after Mark played with me from the plane. He’d told me I could take out the toy after they were in the air. Lisa, Mark’s assistant, had set me up with text alerts for the airplane, so I got a buzz when the plane took off about the same time I did.

Fuck, I was a mess after that.

Mark surprised me throughout the day. When I woke up, I had a text from him to put the toy in and then go about my day. I slid in the toy, then took a shot of the little pink antenna sticking out of my pussy in the bathroom mirror. I shot him a text with the photo as proof.

From that moment, the vibrator would come alive at random times, and I had to stop what I was doing. The toy drove me mad. It was spontaneous, with no build-up, and it made me fucking wet with anticipation when it seemed like too long of a wait. Other times he’d get done with playing with me, and I’d think I had some time to get something done. Then, out of the blue, he’d buzz me again, and I’d crumple to the floor, my hands gripping my breasts.

That made the day go by relatively fast in retrospect. I wasn’t allowed to come. When Mark said I couldn’t touch myself, I accepted the challenge. In my mind, I’d submitted to Mark’s control, even over Brandon’s. At least for the weekend, that seemed to be the deal. I was looking forward to Brandon’s homecoming, of course. I loved Brandon. He was my person, knew me inside and out, and loved me even while I fucked around with lesser boys.

I’d reached the far wall of the entry and started back toward the entry when the door knob turned. I ran to the door and leapt into Brandon’s arms just as he pushed the door open. He laughed and wrapped me in his arms as I gripped behind his neck and lifted my legs around his waist.

“Someone missed her husband.” Mark’s deep voice echoed in the entryway as I kissed my husband.

I nodded, then slid my legs back down, blushing and leaning into Brandon’s chest. Brandon turned to allow his guests to enter. Kirsten looked tired but stunning. Her blonde hair was a bit tangled, but she looked amazing in the black, lace negligee she wore. We were roughly the same height, so she looked me in the eye when she leaned into me and pulled me into a hug. I kissed her before I realized I wanted to, and she kissed me back and then pulled away with a wink.

“You remember Mark.” Kirsten waved to the tall silver fox in my doorway.

I wrapped myself around him as he walked into my house. Words didn’t seem necessary as I kissed him deeply too. His hands gripped my ass and pulled me against him, and I felt his growing erection as he returned my kiss and lightly ground against me.

Then we parted, and I waved Mark and Kirsten into the small sitting room adjacent to the entryway. Brandon stayed to help the chauffeur haul their luggage inside and tipped him with a folded bill. Then he closed the door and walked towards us with a broad smile.

“It’s terrific to be home, sweetheart.” Brandon looked into my eyes and lifted his hand to brush his thumb over my cheek. “I missed you.”

“I missed you too.” I kissed him again, my body trembling with nerves. “How was the flight?” I asked as I pulled back from the kiss and saw Mark holding Kirsten in his lap while Brandon and I reconnected. “Brandon’s never flown on a private jet before.”

“It went by quickly,” Brandon said. “But I think we’re all tired. Should we discuss sleeping arrangements, then get some rest?”

“Oh,” I said. “I made up the guest room down the hall.”

I looked back and forth between Brandon and Mark. I didn’t want to offend Brandon, but I wanted to be with Mark. I glanced at Kirsten, and she rose from Mark’s lap and walked towards Brandon.

“We’ll take the guest room,” Kirsten said, entwining her fingers with Brandon’s, looking up at him. “That’s okay with you?”

I was unclear if she was asking Brandon or me, but Mark made the question unnecessary when he ran his hand along my hip and pulled me into his side. “Perfect plan.”

I looked at Brandon, and he smiled and nodded. With a wink, he led Kirsten down the hall ahead of me, turned into the guest room’s open door, and closed the door behind him. I trembled as I felt Mark step behind me. He slid his hands along my waist and pulled me back against his chest.

I leaned back against him, shivering with nervous energy. He lifted his hands to my shoulders and slowly ran them down my arms. His touch was like a flicker of flame, and it burnt away my nerves leaving only tingles of desire. I inhaled, closed my eyes, and relaxed deeper against him.

“Take me to your room, Meghan.” His voice made me shiver.

My fingers turned and found his wrist, gripping and tugging him down the hallway. I didn’t pause when we passed the guest room. I was curious, but I was too anxious about what would happen with Mark. I could feel our chemistry sparking my arousal. His touch was like fire, and his voice made my nerves tremble. My pussy was slick from arousal, and I could feel the stiffness of my clit as I walked into my bedroom.

“Strip.” Mark’s command brokered no argument.

He closed my door but didn’t lock it. While I felt safe with Mark, I appreciated that we’d never been together. My husband was down the hall with his wife. Shut doors were appropriate for privacy, but we all deserved access to our other halves. I turned to face Mark, untying my silk robe, and letting it fall to my feet. My eyes rose to his face while his eyes raked down my body. His gaze caused goose pimples to spring up on my bare skin.

“Even more beautiful in person,” Mark said, unbuckling his belt and unzipping, and pushing down his trousers. His cock sprung free with a bounce, and my eyes dropped to its meaty thickness.

“I agree,” I said, licking my lips.

I slid to my knees as Mark stepped out of his shoes, then removed his pants. He stared down at me as he unbuttoned his shirt from the top down. Waiting for him only a step away, I felt his presence heat my skin. I kept wetting my lips as my mouth watered while my eyes shifted from his broad chest, slowly being exposed to the thick shaft that grew and pointed at me.

“Good girl,” Mark said. “I like that you’re waiting for me. You know who’s in charge, don’t you?”

“You,” I said, nodding. “I’m yours, whatever you want.”

He stepped forward, fully nude, and pushed his hand into my brown curls. I wore my hair in a messy updo. His fingers pulled out the pin I’d used, and I felt my hair tumble against my shoulders. My scalp prickled as my hair relaxed, followed by pangs of pain as his fingers gripped and steered my mouth to his cock.

I gazed up at him, speechless, and sucked his crown into my mouth. My eyes wanted to close at the taste of his dribble of precum, but I kept them open to look at him. It felt like worship to suck on his cock, pushing my mouth deeper along his root. His grip was tight in my hair, but not tugging or pulling. He allowed me to set the pace as I fucked his cock with my mouth. His cock throbbed as our eyes locked, then he pulled my head away from it.

“On the bed. On your knees. Head down, ass up.”

Mark’s tone was low and even, and my pussy clenched at his confidence. I nodded and crawled to the bed. It would have been easier to stand and walk, but I wanted to tease him while also enjoying the feeling of being a submissive slut for this charismatic man. I climbed onto the bed, facing the side as I bowed my head and pressed my palms flat against the white down comforter.

This was my marital bed. For all my condoned infidelities with my younger lovers, I’d never taken them into my bed. Mark’s commanding presence now had me prone on my knees, trembling, with need dripping down my thighs. Every nerve was on alert as I waited for what came next.

“So perfect,” Mark said.

His fingers gripped my ass, pulling the cheeks apart. I felt his crown slide against my dripping lips and then trace up and down. He was gentle as he used my arousal to coat his cock head and notch that broad tip against my opening. He pressed into me slowly, and I felt every inch stretching me open. He pulled back and patiently plumbed his thickness in and out, sinking deeper with each thrust until his thighs flattened against my ass, and I felt full of Mark’s cock.

“Fuck, you fit perfectly,” I moaned and pressed back slightly, “Don’t tease me anymore, Mark. Please. Please, fuck me… Hard.”

“Hold on.”

His fingers curled into my ass, and my fingers tightened into the soft down of my comforter. He pulled back and then punched his cock into me. His slow teasing insertion had coated his cock with my needy juices, and all I felt was bliss as Mark slammed into me repeatedly. He took me hard with insistent thrusts that stirred a tornado inside me. I heard my voice whimper into the sheets when his fingers pushed into my hair and pressed my head into the covers.

I tried to push back to meet his thrusts, to show him I wanted this relentless railing. His firm hand held my hips, making me the target of his lust. He rammed into me and then smacked my ass with a hard slap. His hand slid down my hip, tracing to the apex of my pussy and the achingly hard button of my clit.

“Come apart, Meghan,” Mark growled, circling that bundle of nerves. “I want to feel your pussy clench around me before I fill you up with my seed.”

“Oh fuck, yes… Fuck,” I moaned into the sheets.

Mark’s hand gripped my hair and yanked my head up as I shattered around his cock. My scream of passion filled the room as I hit my peak. My thighs shook, and my core clenched, milking his thick shaft. I heard the familiar roar of my husband echoing from down the hall. Mark’s cock slammed deep into me, and I felt his hot seed fill my pussy. Kirsten’s screams joined the chorus as Mark growled and grunted.

I pushed back onto Mark’s cock, as he ground into me, pulled my body down, and curled behind me, still rooted on his cock. At last, his mouth touched my skin in the perfect, tender spot below my ear. His arms held me against his chest as he caught his breath. Together, our bodies relaxed in the warmth of my bed. Mark pulled the end of the comforter over our naked flesh. My eyes closed, and I faded into the peaceful bliss of being held in Mark’s arms.


CHAPTER 6
MARK



I awoke again as light streamed in through the bedroom window. I’d been up several times during the night, and holding Meghan close affected me. Was it the slight scent of strawberries from the perfume along the base of her neck or the feel of her round ass pressing against my cock? Maybe both—probably both. We both woke up throughout the night hungry for more of each other.

The first time, I took her from behind, lying on our sides. My cock had hardened after our first bit of rest, and Meghan was grinding her ass up and down my shaft, coaxing it awake even more. I shifted slightly, not wanting to wake up fully, but then my crown slipped into her like it was meant to be. A full stroke, and I was embedded deep inside her again. She was slick and a little sticky, but with some slow strokes and a nip of her ear, I slid effortlessly inside her.

I tried to keep a slow, indulgent pace, which was not my norm. I was more of a take-charge, rough-dominant fucker. When I sped up, however, Meghan reached back and gripped my ass, pulling my hip into her, then slowly letting me pull back. She turned towards me, her lips open and her eyes dark shadows in the night.

“Go slow, please,” she muttered before I curled over her and captured her lips with mine.

I nodded into the kiss and slowed to an indulgent pace, feeling my cock sliding deeper and deeper as our bodies synched. Her hips pressed back at the exact moment of my thrusts. We found the perfect tempo, and her hand ran up behind my head, her nails pushing through my grey hair and teasing my scalp. Meghan had intoxicated me. She was a mix of sensuality, submissiveness, and just a little bit of a teasing brat.

We’d fallen back asleep in the same position as when we woke. A few hours later, I woke up to feel the suction of Meghan’s mouth, the feel of her tongue, and the tug of her fingers. I gripped her head with my hands and pumped my release into her mouth until I was fully awake, then pulled her off my cock.

“Lie down on your back,” I’d told her.

She’d shifted, and, for the first time, she lay the proper direction, head on the pillows, the comforter tossed to the side. I crawled between her legs and notched my cock, slick with her spit, into her pussy. Meghan’s hands reached and gripped my ass and pulled me into her eagerly. We fucked, staring into each other eyes, which is something I usually only reserve for my times with Kirsten. Her eyes sparked with arousal and recognition, and I connected that to how Kirsten had mentioned that she felt something different with Brandon.

We made love slowly, early in the morning, Meghan and I. We took our time, and she explored my body as much as I did hers. Fingers glided over warm flesh, lips and teeth grazing each other, playing with Megan’s nipples, watching them stiffen, and sucking with hard deep, pulls as her moans amplified with building lust. Our eyes met again with heated gazes echoing our desires. We kissed deeply as we hit the last peak together, our bodies vibrating with the echoes of the extended tryst.

After catching our breath, she curled against me. My chest was against her back, her head resting on my outstretched arm, while my other hand wrapped around her abdomen. I relaxed deeply, spooned behind her, and fell asleep again while I held her.

That was a few hours ago, and now I was awake while she slept soundly. I carefully pushed back and slid out of bed. I pulled on my underwear, along with my trousers from last night. Then I walked out of Meghan’s bedroom as Brandon exited the guest room. He looked and me with a smile and waved for me to follow him back towards the entryway.

“Sounded like you had a nice night,” Brandon said. “If you want to change into something more comfortable, there’s a bathroom, and then I’ll make us some coffee in the kitchen.”

He pointed to a door off the entry and then waved in the direction of the kitchen. I nodded, found my rolling suitcase, and changed into something comfortable in the small bathroom. Emerging with a white t-shirt and grey sweatpants, I felt at home in Brandon and Meghan’s house, as if we’d been friends for years. I stepped into the kitchen, and Brandon was sitting on a barstool across the counter.

“Cream and whatnot are by the coffee maker, mugs in the cupboard above.”

“Thank you.” I grabbed a navy-blue mug and poured a cup. “I drink my coffee black.”

“Used to,” Brandon nodded. “Now I just like a good dose of heavy cream.”

“So does your wife.” I grinned at the joke.

“As does yours.” Brandon toasted me with a wink.

“I like you, Brandon.” I sipped the rich, black roast, then came to sit beside him at the counter, turning to look at him eye to eye. “I can tell you are very much like me. You love your wife very much.”

“I do,” Brandon nodded. “I used to think that was enough….”

I tilted my head as he faded off in thought.

“And now? What’s changed?” I knew the answer because I felt it too.

“Kirsten,” Brandon admitted, then looked at me. “You and Meghan. Something about us all is different.”

I nodded. I didn’t feel the need to explain what it was. We’d all felt it, deepening our bonds, specifically how our wives had become necessary to each of us. Kirsten and I had been swinging together for a while. Sex with other partners wasn’t new to us. She enjoyed being a free-use hostess, but the vibe I’d gotten from her in our texts, then on the flight home, was that she was finished with being a hostess. We’d communicated without using words for most of our marriage. I knew Brandon had changed everything for her. I’d be lying if I didn’t admit that spending one night with Meghan hadn’t had a similar effect on me.

“I think I have an idea.” I broke the silence.

“Yeah? I’d like to hear it.” Brandon nodded. “I’m… I didn’t think I’d get emotionally attached to Kirsten. I …”

I waved my hand. “Explanations are worthless,” I assured him as I took another sip of coffee. “You should work for me. I need someone to develop a better plan for training staff at our locations. I need to limit how much I travel and develop a more consistent method of testing our quality of care.”

“Huh?” Brandon’s expression went from blank to curious as we started talking.

That kicked off a long conversation, not only about the escort teams I’d built to cater to the VIP level of my customers, but about the entire staff and typical hospitality protocols. Brandon was an educator. I’d done my research. Well, Lisa had, and she’d passed on a dossier. Brandon knew how to build a curriculum, and we could work together on the plan. I was confident we’d make a good team. Kirsten had also given me some intel into how Brandon worked. She said he was always courteous and understood consent, and she’d developed feelings for him as deeply as he had for her. She explained they both knew it wasn’t normal to form the attachment they had, but they couldn’t ignore it either.

Brandon admitted he’d never been in the hospitality industry but had been a traveler long enough to know what made the best establishments work. I sketched out my plan, which would require me to travel and visit each of my properties. Brandon would need someone who knew how my resorts worked, and who better than Kirsten to explain it? We’d made a tentative agreement before our wives joined us.

Meghan’s door opened seconds before Kirsten’s, and they met in the hallway. Meghan took Kirsten’s hand, and they walked towards us together. Meghan stopped to pour two cups of coffee, passing one to Kirsten. They added their creamers and sugars, then walked around the counter to join us. Kirsten kissed me as Brandon kissed Meghan. Then they turned, and Meghan slid into my lap while Kirsten leaned against Brandon’s side, looking at me with a grin.

“What did Brandon say?” Kirsten asked.

“We have a tentative agreement. Just one party left to agree after she understands her role in our plan,” I said and squeezed Meghan around her waist.

“What’d I miss?” Meghan asked. “Y’all talk in code.”

“You’re intrigued by what I do,” Kirsten said. “What if I said I didn’t want to do it anymore?”

“What does that have to do with me?” Meghan tensed, then looked at me, then back at Brandon.

“Honey,” Brandon said. “Mark wants to hire me to help train the staff at the bed and breakfasts. I need Kirsten to help me understand the business.”

“Where does that leave me then?” Meghan’s body tensed up, and I squeezed her lightly.

“With me,” I said, then continued. “I need a companion to travel with me and get a fresh set of eyes on our operations. We need to look at our business differently. Would you like to join me?”

“Join us?” Kirsten said as she stepped toward Meghan.

Brandon was right behind her as Kirsten leaned and ran her fingers along Meghan’s cheek. Meghan tilted and kissed Kirsten, then eagerly deepened the kiss. When they parted, Meghan blushed, then looked at each of us in turn. “So, it’s the four of us, then?” She said aloud what we’d all understood.

“The four of us,” we agreed together, then we all hugged tightly.


CHAPTER 7
MEGHAN



I awoke to an empty bed, which wasn’t a surprise. I’d been sleeping alone for the past week. With Brandon’s travel schedule, I’d be in an empty bed more often than not most months. Yet I felt a pang of longing as I pulled a pillow against me and put off getting out of bed. I thought about what had happened this week and last night.

Sleeping with Mark had been so peaceful. The feeling of his warm body coiled against me, waking to his arousal and my own, finding pleasure in each other, was like a reoccurring dream. It was like sleeping with Brandon, which I’d missed for the past week. I still needed to reconnect with my husband, but having a night with Mark felt like nirvana.

My interactions with my boy toys were never like this. The sooner they left after I’d gotten off fucking them, the better. Their continued presence sometimes disturbed me to the point of kicking them out sometimes. They’d never replace Brandon in my life. Mark couldn’t either if I was true to my feelings, but I’d certainly enjoy having him visit—often.

Brandon’s connection with Kirsten was even more eye-opening up close and personal. They had feelings for one another; that much was obvious. Yet I didn’t feel a knot of jealousy at the chemistry between them. Brandon still made my heart beat faster when he looked at me. It beat faster when Mark touched me. It was like a trip hammer when Kirsten kissed me.

I want more of all of them.

That was the thought that made me get out of bed. They were still in the house, all three of them. I scrambled to find my robe. I pulled it on and tied the drawstring, then exited the bedroom. Kirsten appeared when the guest room door opened, and I smiled and took her hand. We hadn’t had time to talk much last night. But I wanted her to feel welcome in my house.

I made her a cup of coffee and then we doctored our caffeine with sugar and creamers. It was almost like we were in each other’s heads as we walked around the kitchen counter and kissed our mates, then slid into the lap of each other’s husband.

The conversation unnerved me slightly because they had communicated something I wasn’t a part of. While Brandon had been away, and we’d texted here and there, our everyday conversations were much shorter. He had spent his time with Kirsten, and it was clear that she and Mark had discussed about her relationship with Brandon. So I felt a little left out of the loop.

Then Mark explained needing a companion while traveling and asked me to join him. Then Kirsten said, “Join us,” and kissed me. Fuck, my body trembled as lust filled my veins. I’d only ever kissed Marge before, which I enjoyed, but Kirsten’s lips on mine were like the second coming or maybe the third. My pussy clenched, and my core tightened as I deepened the kiss and felt her reciprocate. I enjoyed the hug with the four of us, a phrase that would echo in my mind for a few days.

When the embrace was over, I turned back to Kirsten and kissed her again. “Let’s consummate this then, you and I,” I said between our hungry kisses.

“Fuck yes,” Kirsten said. “I’ve wanted you since our first video call.”

“Girl, same.” I smiled, took her hand, and led her to our sectional sofa just past the corner of our kitchen. Together, we untied our robes and let them fall to the floor. We looked at Brandon and Mark, still sitting on their stools but focused entirely on Kirsten and me.

I settled on the six-foot-square ottoman, arranged between the two ends of the corner group sofa. Kirsten smiled as I spread my legs and used my fingers to trace over my glistening lips. She walked around, climbed onto the ottoman, with her knees on either side of my head, and looked down at me.

“We’re going to have so much fun.” I smiled up at her, my hands running up her thighs.

“We’re going to have more than fun, Meghan.” Kirsten looked down at me with something more than lustful intent in her eyes.

Slowly, her hands ran down to my breasts, pulling and squeezing. I tilted my head as my back arched, my hands lifting to grip her firm ass. I couldn’t help but compare her to Marge’s softer, curvier shape. Both were alluring in their own way, but Kirsten’s body was lithe and tight. Her breasts were molded perfectly yet not obnoxiously fake. I tightened my grip on her ass and pulled her down.

My vision shifted to her bare pussy, and I licked my lips unconsciously. She leaned over me, ran her hand between my thighs, and opened my lips. I extended my tongue, aiming for her lips, and then used the tip to slide between them, tasting her sweet arousal. Her tongue slid in the same pattern, pushing a moan from my lips that vibrated against her tender folds.

We indulged in reciprocating explorations of each other’s pussy. Licking and sucking, tasting, and inhaling. Her scent drove me mad with lust, and my hand gripped and pulled her against my mouth. She rocked her hips, grinding into my willing mouth as I lifted my hips to echo the same motion against the flicked licks of her tongue.

I felt the presence of our husbands before I saw them or felt them. A set of knees settled between Kirsten’s legs, and I craned my neck to see the familiar shape of my husband’s cock. I reached out and gave his erection a stroke, then pulled him closer. I couldn’t see his face but knew he was watching my hand tug his cock to Kirsten’s opening.

“Fuck her, Brandon,” I growled as I watched his cock split her slick folds. “I want to watch you fuck her, haaaaard.”

I lost my breath as I felt what could only have been Mark’s cock driving deep into my slick, needy cunt. My eyes closed as I savored the feeling of being stretched and filled. Then I moved my mouth back to lick and tease Kirsten’s clit. I felt my husband’s cock driving into her from where I lay beneath her and I pressed my tongue flat against Kirsten’s button.

Brandon flexed his hips, increasing his pace as Kirsten pushed back to meet his thrusts. I was pulled—suddenly sliding out from underneath Kirsten as Brandon continued to rail her. When I reached the edge of the ottoman, Mark grabbed me and lifted me, then spun me around to face Kirsten on my hands and knees.

I locked eyes with Kirsten’s striking blues, her smile feline as she leaned and kissed me. Moaning against her lips, I savored the feeling of being stretched again by Mark’s thick cock. He hammered into me, matching the pace of Brandon reflected by Kirsten’s expression of lust. We kissed again breathlessly. Our bodies spiraled higher in parallel to the beat of our husbands’ cocks. I pulled away with my mouth open wide.

“Fuck… I love you,” I cried as I came, watching Kirsten grin before her expression changed to pure bliss. Our bodies clenched and jerked as we writhed in passion, then we kissed breathlessly again. I felt Mark’s hot spunk shoot into my core and could tell from how Kirsten moaned around my tongue that Brandon was right behind him.

We all collapsed into a heap, and I was left looking into my husband’s eyes. He reached across Kirsten’s back and cupped my cheek. We leaned towards each other and pressed against Kirsten. Our lips met as I felt Kirsten and Mark lean against me. In one voice, the four of us said, “I love you,” and I knew it was genuine.

It was the four of us now.


CHAPTER 8
EPILOGUE: BRANDON



The rest of Saturday went by in a blur. Our merging of two separate marriages into a poly family felt natural and whole. We spent the day discussing plans and making love together or in pairs. While Mark and I discussed the practicalities of merging our partnerships, Kirsten and Meghan enjoyed time together. I drafted a letter of resignation and felt terrible about the lack of notice to my previous employer. Mark assured me that he’d make things right regardless of what happened.

Saturday night, we split back up into two different couples to sleep. Meghan and I reunited in our bedroom while Mark and Kirsten did the same in the guest room. There wasn’t enough space for us to enjoy sleeping in a group. It felt natural to reconnect with Meghan; I’d missed her, and she’d missed me. We showed each other with our familiar touches and knowledge of how we worked together that while so much had changed, everything else had stayed the same.

Lisa Lang joined us Sunday morning for brunch as Mark explained the new partnership and direction for Fantasy Unlimited Bed and Breakfast. Lisa hadn’t expected to join us during the weekend, but Mark explained that things were shifting rapidly and that we’d need her help. I quickly understood that Lisa was the key to Mark’s success and handled many of the workings of running a large hospitality business.

I watched Lisa as Mark explained a new facet, and she smiled and then explained how it could be improved. I realized that she’d need to work closely with Kirsten and me as we formed plans for the new direction and possible rebranding. Lisa also tended to look at me as if appraising me. Not just my understanding of the business but as a man she had an interest in. I didn’t catch the same vibe in her attention to Mark, who was always respectful. They had an extraordinary professional relationship for two people who spent so much time together.

I couldn’t lie. I had a visceral reaction to Lisa when we met. Her long black hair was like a sheet of satin, her dark exotic eyes set apart with little makeup. Her physique was petite, lithe, and flexible. While Mark and I spoke with Lisa, Meghan and Kirsten sat to the side on a loveseat and were in a deep conversation. I noticed that Meghan kept looking at Lisa, then back at Kirsten. I wondered what they were scheming.

Finally, Mark slowed down about the changes to the business model, and Lisa finished with her notes. It was past noon. Lisa went to make a call to check on the catering for dinner while Mark and I walked out to the backyard. My backyard was cozy, with a fence surrounding a small yard. A grill was set off to the side, but with meals already planned, it would have to be used another day. Mark tipped his beer bottle, and we toasted.

“I love your house, Brandon,” Mark said matter-of-factly. “But we need something more, don’t you think?”

“More?” I wanted to be sure I understood what Mark was saying. Meghan was correct that sometimes he spoke in a shorthand that Lisa seemed to understand while being vague to anyone else.

“A larger house with working space, enough for the four of us and Lisa.”

“Lisa?” I wasn’t sure why she’d need to live with us too.

“Yeah,” Mark said. “I can tell she doesn’t see you in the same light as she does me, and that’s okay.”

“You’re going to have to spell it out for me.” I scratched the back of my head, unsure about what he meant.

“To Lisa, I’m a father figure. She isn’t at all attracted to me sexually. That works for us in business. Given the nature of our new partnership, Lisa has gleaned that you and I are sharing our wives, and she wants in.”

“You understood this… how, exactly?”

“Oh, the girls are in on it too,” Mark grinned. “Surely you noticed their glances while we talked business.”

“Why do I feel like I’m missing something?” I shrugged. “Lisa is a business partner, right?” My body was responding to the undercurrent of Mark’s suggestions, and I felt my cock thicken in my jeans.

“I mix business and pleasure all the time.” Mark shrugged, then continued. “You and Lisa should explore what’s there. Feel free to include the girls too.”

I blinked and must have looked flabbergasted. Mark clapped my shoulder.

“Look, I need to take Lisa’s car and grab something from my house in Fort Worth,” Mark explained. “I’ll be gone a couple of hours. I’ll give Lisa the okay. She’s smart like you and knows how to keep on task while enjoying pleasure. Kirsten does too. We have a business-first mentality, but you must balance some of the stress with pleasure. By the time I get back, you’ll understand.”

Mark turned and went back inside, leaving me on our small patio. I blinked, retracing the conversation, and wondered how much I had missed. Meghan and Kirsten came out and each grabbed one of my hands, then pulled me back inside. Lisa stood just inside the door as I walked in. She moved to stand before me. Meghan closed the door with a click, took Kirsten’s hand, and settled into the loveseat. They began kissing and slowly undressing.

Lisa snapped her fingers, and my attention shifted back to her. She was about six inches shorter than me. She was dressed in running tights and a t-shirt. She’d taken off her sneakers earlier, and I’d already been distracted by her bare feet and delicately painted toenails. She looked up at me with her hands on her hips.

“This is how this will work,” Lisa said, her eyes glowing. “I’m your free-use sex toy when you need to blow off steam. I’m not your lover.” She pointed at Meghan and Kirsten, now topless, kissing and playing with each other’s breasts. “They are. I’m here to ensure you stay on task and help you relieve any stress. Are you okay with that?”

I turned, looking over at the two women I loved. I directed my attention back to the woman that had entranced me throughout the day. My cock was hard for her, and I couldn’t deny her effect on me. She pulled her t-shirt off, exposing a sports bra that showed her hard nipples.

“Yeah,” I nodded. “I’m good with that. Strip.”


[image: Jenny the Soccer Mom]


[image: Encouraging Our Hotwife Fantasies]


JENNY LEARNS HER HUSBAND’S SECRET FANTASY.
AND DISCOVERS HER OWN FANTASIES OF FUCKING HIS FRIENDS ARE RIGHT UP HIS ALLEY.



I tossed my keys into the kitchen counter and kicked off my shoes. I’d just gotten back from dropping my 12-year-old daughter, Samantha, off at her friend Amelia’s house for an overnight. While I was there, I talked with Amelia’s dad, Craig. I called him Coach when we spoke face to face because he was the coach of the girls’ soccer team that Samantha played on. His last name was Sprague, and I refused to call him Craig Sprague — that’s just weird. It was fun to flirt with Craig and only call him Coach, mainly because he always insisted I call him Craig.

Craig wanted Samantha to stay over because Amelia was upset. Craig’s wife had moved out, and this would be her first night without her mother. I empathized with that. My heart was always tender for the other girls on the soccer team going through life’s challenges.

I felt terrible for Coach, too, though I thought his life would eventually be happier without his shrew of a wife around. I lingered too long flirting with Craig because he was a fucking Adonis. He was ex-military, muscled, tattooed, and wore a short beard. I wondered how it would feel against my inner thighs.

My arousal over his physical looks aside; the whole ordeal had disturbed my mind. We’d heard rumors of their impending breakup. Brad–my husband–and Craig were good friends, so I knew second-hand that Craig had found out about his wife’s infidelity. I heard they’d tried counseling over the months since then, but it had only worsened things. The divorce was in the works and would be final in a month or two.

I padded upstairs into the master bedroom and flopped on my back on the bed. Brad was working at his computer over on the other side of the room and stopped turning in his swivel chair. I rolled over to my side and propped my head up on my hand.

“You wouldn’t cheat on me, would you?” I asked.

“Hell, no,” Brad said and got up to join me on the bed. “I’m still afraid you’ll figure out that you’re out of my league. I sometimes can’t believe that I’m your husband.”

“Stop.” I smiled and rolled onto my back while Brad pushed my shirt up and kissed my belly. I combed my fingers through his short hair. “I am the one that lucked out when I met you, honey.”

Brad’s fingers lifted the bottom of my sports bra until my breasts spilled out, and I arched my back to press my breasts up. My nipples stiffened, feeling the beginning of that familiar ache of need. I moaned and tensed from Brad’s hungered growl before he enveloped my nipple with his lips. My core fluttered, and I rolled my hips, seeking friction against my core as my clit swelled with arousal.

It was always easy to spark my libido, and I was soon panting with arousal. I gripped my bra and top and pulled them over my head. The feel of my breasts bouncing unencumbered by my tight bra made my core twinge with arousal. Brad swept his hand up to hold my throat, and my eyes closed at the sensation of his grip. His mouth moved to my other nipple as his other hand slid under the waistband of my yoga pants and inside my panties.

“You’re wet,” he growled as his fingers slid past my engorged clit and pressed between my lips.

“You make me wet,” I gasped, my hips lifting into his grip.

“It wasn’t hanging out with Craig?” Brad asked, pulling his lips from my nipple as he rose on his knees.

I looked at him quizzically, my head tilting. “No, baby,” I said, which was a lie. “I’m married to you. That means something.”

I rationalized that fantasies were normal, and Brad was a wonderful husband, a caring father, and an incredible lover. I was pleased being his wife.

“What if I allowed it?” Brad said as he hooked his fingers in my yoga pants' waistband and pulled them and my panties down. “What if I wanted to watch you fuck another man?”

“You’re fucking with me.” I laughed, but my pussy clenched. I shook my head and laughed, sitting up to cup Brad’s bulge in his shorts. “This is the only cock I want, the only one I need.”

I rotated and moved my hands to his hips, pushing his shorts down and releasing his cock. My fingers encircled the familiar shape and stroked, loving the feel of his hot shaft. The satiny feel of his steely rod moving through my fingers made my mouth water. I licked my lips and lowered my mouth to kiss his crown.

“I’m not fucking with you.” The hushed growl echoed in my mind. His fingers gripped my hair and pushed my lips away from his cock. “What about Steve? His blond hair and swimmer’s physique. Be honest. You’ve fantasized about being this close to his cock. Haven’t you?”

Before I could answer, his fingers pulled my lips against his crown. I closed my eyes, and the image of Steve’s handsome, clean-shaven face looking down at me flashed in my eyes. I lapped at Brad’s leaking pre-cum and shook my head, making an “uh uh” sound as I sucked on the only cock I’d had in my mouth for fourteen years.

Brad groaned as I went to town on his cock, hungrily sucking his crown. His moans turned into a chuckle at my eagerness, and I opened my eyes to look into his face. Then I had to blink a few times to replace Steve’s blond hair and green eyes in my vision. Brad’s fingers pulled at my hair, and I winced as he pulled his cock out of my mouth.

“I think you’re lying,” Brad said. “How about Dylan? Ever thought about having his thick cock driving into you?”

I shook my head again and bit my lip at my dishonesty. Dylan was a bald, bearded construction foreman that had started joining Brad’s poker nights. His dark-brown eyes and knowing grin had captured my attention more than once since Brad’s four friends started playing cards at our house regularly. He wasn’t as tall as Craig, the soccer coach, but his lean frame was sturdy. I had to remember to bounce my eyes from the promising package between his thighs.

“Just admit it,” Brad taunted, leaning down and kissing me. “I have hot friends to go with my hot wife.”

I kissed him desperately. The talk of infidelity had my core spiraling. I didn’t want to cheat on my husband. I loved Brad with all my heart, and the thought of cheating on him and fracturing our family scared me. I didn’t want my selfish fantasies to result in destruction, as Craig’s wife’s selfishness had. It didn’t sit well in my stomach.

“It wouldn’t be cheating,” Brad said as if he was reading my mind. “I’d still be in control. I’d watch you. I’d make sure you were safe. I love you, Jen. I want you to live your fantasies.”

I whimpered against his lips as he pushed me onto my back. I spread my legs instinctively, welcoming his body between my thighs. I lifted and wrapped my legs around his hips as he lowered over me. My eyes searched his, my mind a mix of lust and confusion.

“Why are you asking this?” I asked. “So you can find another girl to fuck on the side while I’m fucking your friends?”

My need was palpable. My hips rocked up to grind against his cock. Brad looked into my eyes and shook his head slowly. His hips rolled back then he guided his shaft along my slick lips. Then I felt him poised at my entrance.

“This is the only pussy I want,” he growled as he thrust into me.

I screamed at the exquisite stretch of his cock shearing into me. The hard strokes punched into me. My hands dropped to his ass and gripped, pulling him into me. I was breathless with need, my juices soaking his shaft, dribbling down between my ass cheeks as my husband possessed my cunt as if he owned it. He possessed me. I was his, every part of me. Whatever he wanted, I was game. If he wanted me to fuck his friends, I’d do it.

That realization shattered my mind as my orgasm flooded through my nerves. My thighs shook and tightened as Brad forced them open so he could continue his onslaught. He knew me. He knew I was thinking of his offer and that I would follow his lead. I stared into his eyes and nodded.

“I’m yours, all yours….” I blinked, refocusing after another wave ripped through me. “Always. Forever.”

That pushed Brad over the edge, and my body shook with his final thrust. The heat of his spending flowed into my quivering core. I shuddered as his mouth dropped and captured my lips in a deep, soulful kiss. My hand ran up his back and lightly raked my nails along his spine. He rested on me breathlessly for a timeless moment.

When I caught my breath, I pushed at Brad’s chest until he rolled over. I shifted up on my knees and straddled him, pressing my tender pussy against his shaft. I rocked my hips, and he groaned at the sensitivity when my clit rode over his crown.

“Are you serious?” I said breathlessly, watching his eyes. “You’re not teasing, playing a game?”

He shook his head, his hands lifting to cup my breasts. I shuddered as his thumbs brushed over my rigid nipples. I slowed my hips, knowing that I wanted more, but I wanted to have this discussion before I lost myself to a more lustful need.

“I’m serious,” Brad said. “I want to see you fuck one of my friends. Maybe all of them.”

“This isn’t a trick, so you can bang some trollop?”

He laughed and ground his hips. “You’re the only trollop I want in my bed. The only woman in my arms, under my roof.”

His eyes turned serious, and his hand lifted and ran his thumb along my cheek. I stared down at him, stilling on his thick cock as our eyes searched each other.

“This isn’t a license to cheat,” Brad said. “I only trust my friends with you. They aren’t going to try to steal you away. You are still my wife. I’m just opening up the circle for you to have more fun. Plus, I want to watch.”

“Only three?” I grinned. It was my turn to tease. “So, Will is off limits?”

Brad’s eyes widened, his grin grew, and he shook his head. “No, you can fuck Will too.”

I laughed and reached down between us. “You want me to fuck bald Will with his round, dad-bod tummy?”

“Fuck, yeah!” Brad said as he felt me guide his crown back inside me.

I groaned as I slid back down his familiar cock. My eyes closed as I started to fantasize again, with more clarity about what it might feel like to ride Craig or Steve. I tipped my head back and moaned, rolling my hips to squeeze Brad’s cock. I inhaled deeply, then opened my eyes and leaned down to kiss my husband, pausing just over his mouth.

“You and I,” I said. “We’re forever. You have to swear, Bradley. I don’t want Samantha to lose her family.”

“Never, baby,” Brad said. “We are forever. I love you.”

His hands grabbed my ass and pulled me into his thrust. My hands slid behind his head, our noses inches apart. Our mouths opened, breathing in moans as we coupled in our familiar rhythm. I pushed all thoughts from my mind and focused on my husband’s eyes. Together, we rode to the peak and then fell apart simultaneously. I captured his mouth with mine, and our tongues battled.

I slumped against his chest, my ear hearing his heartbeat, my fingers making patterns in his chest hair. I felt his hand running up and down my back, and I felt the safety of his embrace. I lifted and kissed him lightly, brushing my nose against his.

“Give me some time,” I said. “I’m game, but I want to think about it. I want to pick the first one, okay?”

“Take your time, lover,” Brad said soberly as he held me in his arms, “I’ll try not to pressure you. You’re already my dream girl, but I want this for you. I can feel how this stirred something inside you. I’m excited to see you explore this side of yourself.”

“It’s amazing how you know me better than I think I know myself.”

“Soulmates, Jen.” Brad smiled and kissed me.

I kissed him back, loving being in my husband's arms, even as my mind flickered through the handsome faces of his friends. What was going to happen?
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FOREWARD


It wasn’t my fantasy to have another man fuck me. At least, it wasn’t until my husband, Brad, told me his fantasy. That he wanted to watch another man fuck me, that he wanted to watch another man make me come. He knew I’d always be his, but he wanted to share me with some of his friends.

My mind went immediately to Coach Sprague, the massive, ex-military muscle man who made my core clench and my mouth water. Luckily for me, Coach Sprague is newly divorced. This is the perfect time to make myself available for his filthy fantasies.

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


TO THE DEGENERATES


This is dedicated to my erotica writing friends.

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

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

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




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


PROLOGUE


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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

Jenny: I choose Coach Sprague



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

Brad: Approved. When?



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



Brad: Where, the gym?



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



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



Jenny: Are you excited?



Brad: Fuck yes! Love you.



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

Fuck, was I going to do this?

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

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

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


CHAPTER
ONE



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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

I couldn’t fucking wait.


CHAPTER
TWO



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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

*smack*

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

Fuck yes, Coach is early.

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


CHAPTER
THREE



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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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


CHAPTER
FOUR



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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Lie down, Jenny,” he said in his deep Coach voice. “I said it was my turn.”


CHAPTER
FIVE



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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

Oh fuck, he might kill me with orgasms.


CHAPTER
SIX



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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

I turned to look at my husband, but the room was empty. It was just Coach and me.


CHAPTER
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“More,” I breathed when I looked back at Coach after noticing my husband’s absence.

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

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

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

“C’mon, stand up.”

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Ready for what?”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

Coach got up and dressed, while I rolled to sit cross-legged on the mat. I’d have to sanitize the mat in the morning. The random thought swam in my mind as I sat in a puddle of my own making. I closed my eyes, rested my palms on my knees, and focused on breathing. It always helped if I found my center by breathing after a hard workout. Fuck if Coach didn’t lead me through a doozy. I heard the gym door open and, after a moment, the click of the lock. I kept my eyes shut and just breathed.


CHAPTER
EIGHT



Sitting naked and cross-legged on the mat of my gym, another man’s cum leaking from my pussy, and trying to breathe slowly was an exercise in concentration. My hands rested on my knees, and I focused on expanding my chest as I inhaled, making my stiff nipples more apparent. Blowing out my breath through my nose for a measured count of three did soothe me. Until I drew in the next breath, and my pointed nipples would throb again.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Who do you think should be next?” He smiled into my eyes, and I blushed because I was thinking the same thing.
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“I have too many fantasies to be a housewife. I guess I am a fantasy”

MARILYN MONROE


CHAPTER
ONE



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

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

“Watch what?” I was genuinely confused.

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

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

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

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

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

Why had Brad given me an anklet?

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Anything you want.”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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


CHAPTER
TWO



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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“So, Will doesn’t just fuck anyone?”

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

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

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

“Unicorns?”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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


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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“There.” Brad smirked at me.

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

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

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

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

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

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

Asshole.

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

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

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

Fucker.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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


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

Galveston.

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

“Who?” Brad asked with a sly smile.

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

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

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

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

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

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

“What’s this?”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“This is amazing!”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“You bought this?” I blinked, surprised.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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


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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“We’ll see, slut.” Christi said, then she swung around to face the front, “Drive, baby.” Her tone softened to talk to her husband, then grew deep again. “Keep your slutty fingers away from your needy pussy. It won’t be long.”


CHAPTER
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I kept my legs spread lewdly, and my hands gripped my inner thighs near my knees to keep my fingers from my leaking lips. I could feel my arousal pooling and my labia thickening, spreading open like a flower in bloom. My nipples were tight and felt like rocks. I stared into the mirror, but Will concentrated on driving, and Christi never looked back. I felt like a sex doll, a plastic mannequin on display, and it fucking pegged my arousal even more.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

It was go time, and I was ready for it.


CHAPTER
SEVEN



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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“I’m not done,” Will growled, and I felt him tug my body back towards him.


CHAPTER
EIGHT



I lifted my head to stare at Will. His hands were wrapped around my ankles as he pulled me back onto the main surface of the ottoman. The world turned as he flipped me over. My tits flattened against the leather ottoman, warm and slick from my body heat and sweat. I pushed my knees under my hips and pressed my hands toward my husband and best friend.

*Smack*

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

This was a fucking good po-boy.


CHAPTER
NINE



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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“I need you, Brad.”

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

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

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

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

I was home. Brad welcomed me back and claimed me again. I was exactly where I needed to be.
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I don’t mind working, holding my ground intellectually, artistically; but as a woman, oh, God, as a woman I want to be dominated

ANAIS NIN


CHAPTER 1
JENNY'S OUT OF PATIENCE



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

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

I started counting off on the fingers of one hand.

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

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

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

“Yep, that’s correct.”

I pursed my lips and promised myself I wouldn’t yell at my husband.

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

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

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

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

“TWO MORE MONTHS!”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

I stifled another sigh. That would mean Coach would be off the market for playdates. He’d told me he was getting serious with Felicia, a tall redhead with boobs half the size of mine. She was a yoga instructor and was thin and willowy. I had to close my eyes to push away images of Coach bending her over their sofa and pounding into her lithe body.

“That will be nice,” I managed through slightly clenched teeth, forcing a smile. “Amelia likes her, right?”

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

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

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

“I love you too, Mom.”

I could tell by her exasperated tone she was probably rolling her eyes. I closed the door, flipped the lock, spun, leveled my eyes at Brad, and tapped my foot impatiently. He was looking at his phone, then glanced up with a grin. He raised a finger, indicating I should wait while he looked back at his phone. I crossed my arms over my breasts and glared at my husband impatiently. Brad suddenly snapped his head up and looked at me.

“Poker night!” he said confidently.

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

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

“But what?”

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

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

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

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

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

“All four of them?” This was starting to sound promising.

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

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

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

“Okay, so Coach is off the table. You’ve already had fun with Will. Will sucks at Poker, though…” Brad paused midway through his thought, and I frowned, trying to read his mind. “Okay. After Will loses—he’s always first out. I can convince Coach to leave early. I think his parents are watching Amelia. He’ll want to get back to Felicia.”

“Okay, again,” I began shaking my head in confusion. “Less guy code and more explanation, please, babe.”

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

“In TWO MONTHS!” I practically screamed.

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

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

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

Brad nodded slowly as my thoughts went through the scenario.

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


CHAPTER 2
BEGINNING MOVES



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

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

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

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

Did her eyes twinkle?

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

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

I’d only be handling one of them if Brad’s scheme for the night went as planned. He told me to expect his friends, Steven, Coach, Dylan, and Will, to be there since he’d spilled the beans that I was tonight’s trophy. When I left with Sammie, the five of them were getting comfortable around our dining room table. She had her things for overnight, and Mom would take her to school in the morning. The plan was for me to pick her up after school. I’d get her things from my mother’s house on the way back.

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

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

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

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

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

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

He’d been home for a few weeks when I put my foot down. Since he’d made me a hotwife, I was worried about how badly I wanted another experience. I was constantly horny. I repeatedly masturbated with my fingers, a dildo, and even a new remote control vibrator that Brad bought. Sadly it ran out of battery power before Brad figured out how to connect. I had to buy backups of my favorite sex toys to ensure they were always charged. I had faith in my husband, but he needed to step up and plan things better. I didn’t want to fuck his friends without his knowledge, but I was worried. I needed a cock that wasn’t attached to Brad, and I didn’t know how much longer I could go without it.
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I felt anxious when I pulled into our driveway and the garage. Walking through my home gym, I peeled off my light jacket, revealing my black, slitted bralette and toned abdomen. My task now was to play hostess to Brad and his four friends. I felt my pussy pulse with arousal as I peeled off the sweatpants I’d worn to my mothers and checked my reflection in the wide gym mirror. I’d been to the sports bars that catered to male patrons, and my outfit was sexier than any I could remember seeing.

Walking through the hallway from the garage to the kitchen, I pulled snacks from the pantry. I turned on the oven to preheat it, then started plating things on platters. After the oven was preheated, I put in sheets of hot wings, mozzarella sticks, and pizza rolls. While they were cooking, I went to the fridge, pulled out a six-pack of beer, and snagged a bottle opener from the drawer.

I pushed my ass into the door to the formal dining room where the game was being played, then turned slowly to reveal my outfit to our guests. The room went silent as all eyes fixed on me, and admiring my skimpy apparel. There was little for them to undress with their eyes, but my face flushed and my pussy clenched as I surveyed the room and the avid attention of my husband’s friends.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

It was about to get interesting.


CHAPTER 3
THINNING THE FIELD



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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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


CHAPTER 4
RAISING THE STAKES



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

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

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

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

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

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

“We’ll see,” Brad said.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

A sense of peace settled over me as I sank to my knees. I closed my eyes and bowed, resting my cheek on Brad’s thigh. His fingers combed through my hair, and I shivered at his touch. He was claiming me right in front of his friends. His dominance was so subtle, but it calmed me just the same. I was his, completely. I settled into a mindless space as my desire swam inside me. The game went on without me.


CHAPTER 5
THE FLOP



I closed my eyes and let the game sounds fade into a buzz. Kneeling at Brad’s side was something I’d always found soothing. We’d played around the fringes of BDSM, but we weren’t into the lifestyle. I knew enough to know I was sexually submissive, and Brad was a quiet, confident dominant. With a child in the house, we didn’t play with the dominant-submissive dynamic often. Brad knew how to calm me when I was anxious, and focusing on him was key to my peace.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

I sat back and looked up at him, watching his cock pulse. His thighs rippled as he used his toes to pull free from one boot, then the other. I watched as he stripped as naked as I was. His body was a work of art, heavily muscled, lean, and covered with various tattoos. I waited for his command as he kicked his jeans away.


CHAPTER 6
THE TURN



Dylan stood back and looked down at me. While kneeling, I straightened my spine, rolled my shoulders back, and thrust my tits out. His hand dropped to his thick cock, and my eyes lowered, focusing on his hands as he pulled slowly to his tip. I drew my tongue across my lips and looked back at his eyes. The silence was killing me.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Yes,” I said, breathlessly nodding. “Make me take it, make me swallow. Please.”

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

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

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

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

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

“I said to get on the fucking table.”


CHAPTER 7
THE RIVER



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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Yeah,” I sighed, but I didn’t move.

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

“We need to hydrate,” I said softly.

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

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

“C’mon,” I said, pushing backward into my large kitchen. “Let’s get something to drink.”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“That’s the idea, isn’t it?” I asked, taking the last draw of my water bottle and then dropping my hand to his hardening cock. “You said we weren’t done.”


CHAPTER 8
ALL-IN



Dylan’s cock was still firm but not as stiff as it was when I was swallowing it after the end of the poker game. My fingers slid up and down, coaxing his shaft to full hardness, feeling it pulse as his heart pumped more blood into his stiffening phallus. I stared at him as he looked down at me.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Fucking perfect little whore,” Dylan said with a tone that made me purr. He was a teddy bear, but the way he lost control and used me. He let his need take over, and his spanking made me remember the games I’d played, and I wanted to play more. He kissed behind my neck, and I felt a euphoric joy. Then he stilled as he heard my gasp.

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

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

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

“My wife’s,” he answered solemnly.

“But you’re not married.”

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

“Dylan,” I said softly. “I’m so sorry.” I looked up at him, at a loss for words, eyes full of empathy.

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

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

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

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

“Me too.” Dylan smiled and waved, then turned and pushed against the kitchen door and left me alone. I slumped over the counter and rested my head on my arms. I heard Dylan moving as he dressed, then the sound of the front door opening and closing.


CHAPTER 9
CLAIMING HIS PRIZE



I rested on the counter, stretching my legs and pointing my toes. The warm dribble of Dylan’s cum dripped down my thigh as I caught my breath. My mind was fuzzy with the aftermath of orgasms that had zipped through my body. I must have faded out because Brad’s warm hand rubbing the small of my back made me jerk and twist around. His face lit up as he focused on my wide-eyed, shocked face.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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


CHAPTER 3
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.


CHAPTER 5
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?


CHAPTER 9
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!”


[image: A Hotwife Beach Orgy]


To uninhibited lovers that enjoy pleasures with friends without jealousy.


“The natural rhythm of human life is routine punctuated by orgies.”

ALDOUS HUXLEY


CHAPTER 1
JENNY



After two days with Brad and Steven, I'm floating on cloud nine, endorphins running rampant. I'm a little sore; I have to admit. I don't think I've gone more than four hours without one of their cocks in either my mouth, pussy, or ass. It turns out Steven loves anal play. Who knew?

It's Monday and Steven decides to stay with Brad and me for the week. He needs a vacation, he says. I'm ecstatic, and Brad smiles and winks at me. He loves sharing me with his friend; sometimes he watches while Steven dominates me physically. Today we're being chilled out and relaxing in the hot tub.

Brad picks up his phone, looks at the screen, then puts it back down – he's done that about three times in the last half hour, so something's up. I narrow my eyes at my husband. 

"What're you scheming, babe?" I ask, trying to keep it light. 

Brad shrugs like it's nothing. 

"Bullshit." I laugh and lean into his chest to get into his face. His jaw clenches as he tries to play it cool but I know him too well. "You've planned something; spill it."

Steven starts laughing, so I turn on him. “You're in on it too, aren't you? Spill it!” I splash water at both of them.

Steven holds up his hands in surrender and shrugs at Brad. “Just tell her. You won't ruin anything.”

Brad laughs. “I like when she's like this. Anxious and in the dark. It turns her on.”

“Hey, I'm right here!” I reach and grab both of their cocks through their swim trunks. “I wanna know your devious plans.” They've been having conversations between the two of them since my first double penetration on Saturday.

It's infuriating but also hot because it makes me feel like a sex toy. I don't know why I enjoy it since I'm not a passive flower and usually speak my mind. Outside of hotwife adventures, I plan everything. These past forty-eight hours have been the first time I've been in hotwife mode for over a few hours. I gotta say—I'm always aroused by their banter about what they'll do to me next.

I'm in a new bikini since we're on our screened-in deck, visible from the beachside walkway. I can feel both of their cocks responding to my grip, and I can't help stroking them to firmness while my pussy starts to pulse with arousal. I tell myself not to get lost in fantasy and look sternly at them. “Just tell me!”

“Ok, fine!” Brad laughs as he leans in and cups my breast. My nipple is rock hard, so he pinches it softly and rolls it between his fingers, making me bite down on my lip to keep from moaning. He's clearly trying to distract me, and it's working.

"Christi and Felicia should be here soon, and then the rest will arrive a half hour later."

I'm frozen in shock. Steven slides his hand up my thigh beneath the edge of my bikini and begins stroking my pussy under the water. I turn slightly to give Brad access to continue playing with my nipples while Steven works his fingers against me. Though I'm not fully slick under the water yet, gradual stimulation of my delicate flower causes an eruption of juices to flow freely, and I get lost in the sensation until I realize they are purposely distracting me again.

"Wait," I shake my head, trying not to get sidetracked. "Christi and Felicia? Why Felicia? Is Craig not coming?"

Craig—or Coach as I sometimes call him—was my first hotwife bull. He taught me that I enjoyed sex and that fucking Brad's friends would be beneficial for both our marriage and myself. After we met, Craig got together with Felicia at the gym. They had great chemistry, but unfortunately, I haven't gotten any turns with Craig since then—though he continues to appear in all my fantasies.

“Craig's coming down with Will and Dylan,” Brad says, pushing my top off my breasts and pinching and twisting my hard nipples.

Steven has two fingers inside me now, and I lie across my two lovers. One of my legs hangs over the edge of the hot tub, and my thighs are spread wide so Steven can work his magic. My hips roll into his slow fingering, and the water in the hot tub starts to splash over the side. Brad lowers his mouth and sucks hard on my nipple, making me moan with pleasure from my two men pleasuring me as arousal swirls through my mind. Damn, they're so good at distracting me!

“No. Fuck!” I growl and shift off their laps, standing in the middle of the tub. My bikini top hangs between my breasts, and my bottoms float beside me. I put my hands on my hips and stare at them. “What's going on? Everyone's coming down here. Are we hosting a fucking orgy? Does Felicia know what she's getting into?”

Christi's been a friend since college; we were bridesmaids at each other's weddings. I'd only discovered that her and her husband Will were swingers when Christi sat beside Brad and watched Will fuck me before our spouses. I didn't know how Felicia would feel about me fucking all of Brad's friends—including her boyfriend.

I'm trying to be angry, but my knees are weak from my two lovers' masterful manipulation of my body. My mind is piecing together what's about to happen.

I've never considered myself bisexual, but since Christi watched Will fuck me, we've kissed and petted a couple of times. Felicia is a willowy yoga instructor; my augmented tits are round, and my physique is more muscular than hers. Felicia's lithe figure has featured in more than one dream since Craig introduced me to her as his girlfriend.

“That's why she's driving down with Christi,” Brad says. “So Christi can tell her about swinging and our lifestyle.”

I climb out of the hot tub, and my emotions swirl. I hear the two men scramble to get out and follow me. I pull off my bikini top as I walk into my room. Guests are coming, and I need something to wear.

“Does she know I fucked Craig?” I ask aloud, knowing that Brad is right behind me. “Does she know what a slut I've been for your friends?”

I'm not ashamed of being Brad's hotwife. Christi knows, and she's been my confidante as I've embarked on this hotwife lifestyle I'm enjoying. Christi is a swinger, and she loves watching Will fuck other women. I wasn't his first.

Felicia, though. I don't know why I'm worried about making a good first impression. My mind's going a bit crazy thinking about seeing her naked and getting a hold of Craig's cock again. I flip through my dresses and bikinis when Brad grabs my arm and twists me to face him.

“Babe, look at me.” Brad's calm voice always soothes me, but I know I'm freaking out. He looks at me while my eyes dart back and forth, then glance at Steven as Brad tries to calm me down. “I've got this. I've got your back. It'll be okay.”

“But an orgy?” I know I sound whiny when I continue. “It woulda been nice to know in advance, babe.”

Brad's sideways smile makes me giggle, and he hugs me close, kissing my temple, and I relax my naked body into his warm, firm chest. 

“You wouldn't have been able to relax and enjoy the past two days if you knew about this. All the kids are at camp, so this is the perfect time to have one. I know Felicia is a new friend, but you trust Christi, right?”

“I trust you,” I murmur into his chest and feel my anxiety ease as I listen to his heartbeat. His cock is hard, pressing against my bare belly through his swim trunks. I wrap a hand around it through the fabric and squeeze. “I'm nervous, but I trust you. I need to let go of my worries. Give me your dick.”

Suddenly, I'm perfectly content with being distracted by my husband's hard cock pressed against me. Brad grabs my hand and tugs me back into the living room. My gaze lands on our large ottoman placed between two sofas, and memories of Will fucking me in this spot while Christi watched flood my mind. Brad pushes off his shorts and sits at one end of the sofa.

I settle on the ground between his thighs and take him into my mouth. The sensation of his warm, stiff cock filling me up makes everything else disappear from my head. I nibble on his tip, swiping my tongue over his head. I love watching Brad's face when I give him oral pleasure, and he grins and threads his fingers through

My ass is gripped and I realize Steven is behind me. I rise on my knees and spread my thighs, feeling my body respond to the stimulus as his fingers rub around my pussy. My focus narrows to the two men handling me.

I moan into Brad's cock when Steven's slides through my slick lips then slams deep inside me, stretching my tight pussy. He grabs my wrists, keeping them at the base of my spine as he punches into me and his firm thighs slap against my ass.

I revel in being used insistently by these two men. I become a needy slut for their cocks and feel waves of arousal that make my mind go blissfully blank with pleasure.

My body tightens, my orgasm swirling in my core. I want to relax and let it happen, but my lovers hold me tight. I vaguely hear the chirp of our front door unlocking as Brad jets into my mouth, his cum flooding my taste buds.


CHAPTER 2
CHRISTI



I confess my lifestyle to Felicia in my minivan as we drive through Houston on the way to Galveston. I feel the nervous tremor in my core, which always appears just before a swinging party. I glance at her to see how she’s responding to my bombshell that I’m a swinger. I tell her about Jenny being Brad’s hotwife and the story of her Valentine’s Day fuck of Craig, her daughter’s soccer coach, which launched her hotwife life.

Since Craig is also Felicia’s current boyfriend, her wide eyes and open mouth show shock at the news. Her posture stiffens in the passenger seat, but so do her nipples; they poke against her thin tank top into stiff points — her arousal clear at my revelations of our open relationships and swinging lifestyle.

“You watched Jenny fuck your husband?” Felicia echoes what I just said.

“Yeah, and it was the hottest thing I’ve ever seen. Will and I have been swinging for a few years, so I’ve seen him fuck lots of girls. Jenny though… Jenny is a special kind of slut.”

Felicia gasps at the casual way I used the word ‘slut’. But swingers own their sexuality, and Jenny is no different; she knows she’s a slut and loves getting railed by Brad’s friends who love her sexy body.

“Relax,” I tell Felicia. “You kinda like the idea of watching other people fuck, don’t you?” I reach over and brush my hand over her nipple.

Felicia’s eyes widen again, but she doesn’t push my hand away. Instead, she relaxes into her seat and releases a soft moan. My eyes narrow and I smirk.

“Oh, you like this, huh?” I pinch her nipple and she moans sweetly. She nods in response. “Good girl. You’re gonna love this then. Just relax. Spread those lovely thighs apart for me, sweet thing.”

I revel in the thrill of seducing a woman. I usually prime Will’s partners at parties with some feminine persuasion. Taking charge comes naturally to me as I dictate what my husband and his lovers should do. Felicia’s submissive responses are a testament to my Domme-like ways.

Felicia nods, looking at me with her curly hair falling over one eye and her mouth hanging open. Her thighs open wide and I nod again to encourage her. My hand runs down her flat tummy slowly.

“Lift up your top, I want to see those tits.” My low voice has her pushing her top up above her pert breasts. She isn’t wearing a bra and they look perfect — small and tight with rosy nipples hard and as big as raspberries. Fucking mouthwatering. I focus on the road, traffic is light but I have to concentrate.

“Good girl,” I praise again, and I feel her body shudder as my fingers slide over her wet pussy. My fingers press into the heat and moisture that seeps from her and through her yoga shorts. “Play with your breasts and pinch your nipples.”

Felicia complies without a word and I know she’s going to be fun this week. Craig had thought she’d enjoy the orgy Brad had planned judging by our short conversation before I picked her up. I glance at Felicia with her eyes closed as her fingers tease and roll her nipples. I slide my hand up then under the waist of her shorts, feeling her slickness as my fingers glide over her smooth waxed pussy.

“What’s running through that slutty mind of yours right now, Felicia?” I ask her. The word ‘slutty’ elicits an immediate reaction from her as she can’t hide how aroused she is at my dominant commands.

“Jenny, Brad.” Felicia moans between names, listing off my husband too. “All of us. Touching. Kissing…”

“Fucking,” I growl and she whimpers and nods. I feel her pussy tighten around my fingers as I push in. One hand on the wheel and two fingers in my friend’s slick pussy.

“Yessss.” Felicia’s moan accompanies a flex of her hips into my stroking fingers.

I pull my fingers out and suck her juices off them. Felicia looks over at me, her eyes wide and pleading. I slap at her hands, pulling them off her nipples. We’re getting close, and I want her horny and needy.

“Hands off now. No more touching yourself until someone else touches you.”

Her hands drop to her sides, making little fists as she fights her arousal. Her nipples are so hard I have to look away as thoughts of sucking on them distract me.

We sit silently as we enter Galveston and drive through the busy town. Felicia still has her top up and tits out, even as we pass by streams of pedestrians. Her eyes are closed, and by her shallow breaths, I figure she’s exploring a fantasy in her mind, completely unaware of her exhibitionism. I grin as I turn into Brad’s beach house garage. I remember pulling up with Jenny completely naked, spread wide, her pussy dripping with need just before Will and I took her upstairs.

“Strip,” I tell Felicia, and she blinks her eyes and looks around wildly. “Don’t think, just strip. You’re walking in there naked and ready — no turning back, okay?”

Felicia nods and pulls her top off over her head. She’s still lost in her fantasies as she mindlessly follows my commands. I get out of my minivan and round to open her door as she shimmies out of her shorts.

“Up those steps.” I point, then follow close behind her. Walking behind her naked body, I feel way overdressed in a tennis skirt, thin panties, a tank top, and a sports bra. I watch her firm ass move as she climbs the steps.

Felicia reaches the top and stops. I lean forward and punch the code into the door lock ’til it clicks open. I wink and push the door open, leaving her behind me with anticipation. I can feel her following me, naked and aroused.

“Oh fuck! I’m gonna come!” Steven roars as we enter.

We’re confronted with the sight of Jenny on her knees, deep throating Brad’s cock like a champ while Steven is bucking his hips into her from behind. I watch Jenny tremble as she takes her husband’s hot load right before we enter the beach house.

I start clapping in appreciation. “They’ve already started,” I say to Felicia. “I told you this would be an epic fuck fest.”

I strip off my top and bra, freeing my heavy breasts. My skirt and underwear soon follow as I eagerly await someone’s hands on my skin. Felicia stands stunned, watching Jenny suck Brad’s cock with passion. Brad groans when she takes all of him inside her mouth.

Jenny pulls away from him and looks up with a glowing smile, seeing both Felicia and me standing naked together. She rushes over, embracing me tightly as we kiss deeply. Our tongues intertwine as my arousal intensifies. Jenny breaks away and turns to hug Felicia, who doesn’t look so sure anymore, but there is desire in her eyes.

Steven gets up and sits beside the still, breathless Brad. His cum oozes out of his cock slowly as Jenny holds us both in her arms and her bouncing tits press against ours.

“I’m glad you’re here, Felicia,” Jenny says with a tremble in her voice. “Can I kiss you?”

I wrap my hand around Jenny’s waist and press myself against her back, my breasts pressing into her warm, damp skin. Felicia nods wordlessly. They both stare at each other as Jenny leans in and kisses her. Felicia kisses back, their eyes closing as they deepen the kiss, tongues sliding between each other’s lips. I watch the action, my lust rising as the two of them run their hands over each other’s naked curves. I cough slightly to get their attention, and Felicia pulls back, blushing. She grins and tilts her head toward me, and we kiss hungrily, our mouths savoring each other.

Fuck, I’ve wanted to kiss her since before I had my fingers inside her. Kissing her while pushing my core against Jenny’s firm ass, my hand curves around Jenny’s hip and slides over her slick pussy. She moans as she watches us tongue wrestle, then moans louder when I circle her stiff clit.

The kiss breaks, and I stare into Felicia’s eyes. Jenny takes our hands and leads us to the ottoman across from the sofa, where two men sit side by side, watching us. I lie back, and Jenny lies down beside me. I cup and squeeze her breasts and pinch her nipples, making me moan as she kisses me again. Our hunger for each other ramps up as our lips and tongues dance together.

When Jenny moves her mouth to my neck, I glance toward Felicia, who is still standing and watching. Before I can invite her to join, Brad and Steven rise from the sofa. Their cocks bob stiffly as they move, flanking Felicia’s front and back. I squeeze Jenny’s nipple and look at her with lust. She smirks.

“Mmmm, let them play. I want to play with you. Will you let me lick your pussy?”

I laugh. “You know I love getting eaten out, but I want to taste you too.”

We grin at each other, anticipation swelling inside me as a long-held fantasy comes to life. We rearrange ourselves on the ottoman: Jenny lies on her back, and I swing one thigh over her head, lowering my pussy to her lovely face. Her fingers pull my pussy lips apart to run one finger over my clit. I moan as she presses a kiss on my pussy.

I glance back at Felicia and the two men. Steven is behind her, already hard against her ass. Brad’s hands are all over her tits, squeezing her raspberry-sized nipples as Felicia strokes his cock.

It looks like things are going as planned. I lower my head, spreading Jenny’s thighs wider as I stare at the drop of cum seeping from her pussy. I lap at the dollop and moan at the taste of Steven’s tangy cum. I remember him blowing his load inside my friend, and now I’m eager to clean all his cum from her pussy.

I get to work, lapping at her folds and grinding my hips to press my pussy into her lips. We sink into the bliss of our soixante-neuf, losing track of what the other three are doing.

Focusing on licking and fingering sweet Jenny’s pussy and sucking the remnants of Steven’s cum, I barely hear the beeps of the door unlocking and opening. I don’t register that my husband, Will, has arrived.


CHAPTER 3
FELICIA



I’m in love with Craig, and our relationship is natural and strong. We fit together, but something seems off when Jenny’s around. It all makes sense after listening to Christi explain her swinging lifestyle and Jenny’s hotwife thing. Jenny’s so sexy and carefree, and I can tell she loves her husband, but I also saw her glance at Craig, blushing more than once.

Everything clicks in Christi’s van after hearing her arousing confessions about her lifestyle and Jenny’s adventures. Christi takes control of me with her touch and words, pushing me into a submissive mindset where I feel like a toy. She effortlessly builds my lust, and I want to explore my fantasies as she strokes inside me. Frustration fills me when she pulls away, forcing me to cycle on edge with illicit images of Craig fucking Jenny’s body. I’m hot, flush, shaking from need as Christi parks the van.

At Christi’s command, I strip mindlessly in anticipation of what may come. My nerves spark with arousal, and I follow Christi’s directions on autopilot, climbing the steps naked. People stream past the beach house, but my lust is too dizzying for me to care. Christi pushes open the door and walks inside like it’s hers. I follow behind her and hear the sounds of three people fucking.

My knees buck as Steven thrusts his hips into Jenny’s tight ass. Her eyes are glazed but locked on Brad as he holds her head and fucks her mouth. I can’t move and can only stare as my pussy drips down my bare thighs. My thoughts are blank as Brad erupts in Jenny’s mouth.

I’m frozen as Jenny notices us, pulling away and rushing around the sofa to greet us. Jenny hugs her friend, and they kiss passionately. I vaguely notice Steven sitting next to Brad on the sofa opposite the large ottoman, and then I turn when I hear my name.

Jenny smiles shyly at me and asks, “Can I kiss you?” I nod — speechless but dizzy with lust. I feel Christi pressing her soft breasts into my back as Jenny and I stare at each other. Magnetically, our mouths are drawn together, and we kiss. I moan as Jenny deepens the kiss, and I push my tongue between her lips.

I hear Christi’s cough and feel her grip on my hand. Pulling from the kiss, my gaze shifts to Christi. She’s staring at me with the same hunger as when her fingers were inside me. On impulse, I lean and kiss Christi, plunging my tongue between her soft lips, and we tangle our tongues together.

Loving the sensation of kissing another woman, my hands run up and down Jenny’s body, which is pressed between Christi and me. Lust-drunk, I feel Jenny grip my hand then she’s pulling both of us around the sofa to the side of the ottoman.

I’m so close to Brad and Steven, still sitting on the sofa. I’m suddenly conscious of my nakedness as my attention drops to their stiff cocks. I feel like a deer paralyzed by bright headlights, and my pussy clenches when I notice their desire consuming me with their eyes.

This is really happening, and I feel like prey.

I lick my lips nervously, moistening them. My mouth feels dry. Brad winks at me as he stands, and Steven follows suit beside him. My focus drops to their cocks — slick, hard, and bouncing as they advance toward me like I’m their next meal. I feel my pussy tighten, my breath shallow with anticipation.

I shiver at their first touch. Steven is behind me, his hands running up and down my sides, pressing his erection against me. It feels slick, and I remember he was balls deep inside Jenny just moments ago. Brad rests his hands on my hips. I focus on his dark eyes as his confident smile comforts my nerves.

“Felicia, I’m glad you’re here,” Brad says. “Are you okay? You don’t have to do this orgy — you can wait for Craig if you want.”

I feel Steven’s firm body press against me, his cock pressing into my ass. His hands rest on me. Why isn’t he stroking and petting me?

Brad’s caring expression sinks into me, and I feel safe. I shake my head, then nod. “I don’t want to wait. I want this. I trust you.”

“Good.” His voice is lower, tinged with lust, and suddenly he kisses me.

Brad tightens his fingers into my hips, pulling me against him. My mouth opens, and I moan into Brad’s possessive kiss. I feel Steven move with me, and his hands lift to my breasts. His palms grip my tender skin and pull to pinch my rigid nipples. I shudder and moan as the two men kiss and caress me.

I’m burning with lust as I drop my hand to Brad’s cock, slick and sticky from Jen’s mouth. I stroke it, feeling it stiffen in my grip. I need something inside me, and Brad senses that. His hand drops to cup my waxed pussy, then slides his fingers inside me. My pussy clenches, and I moan at the sensation of his fingers sliding in and out.

“She’s so fucking tight,” Brad says, and I sense he’s talking to Steven. Steven’s cock throbs against my ass, and Brad’s cock lengthens in my stroking grip.

Fuck, I’ve become a slut so quickly, but it feels so good being naked and touched by two virile men enjoying my body. I’m proud of my body — love how I look in the mirror — but the feeling of their hands on me thrills me more than anything I’ve ever felt. Gripping me, I shudder, hearing their feral growls as they devour me, almost feasting on my flesh.

I glance over toward the ottoman and see Christi looking back at me. Her eyes lock with mine, and she winks before lowering her head between Jenny’s legs, sending a moan from me. I want to feel a woman’s lips on my pussy. My attention snaps back to the men who have me in their grip.

Steven pushes my shoulders forward, and I lean into Brad’s chest. I writhe my hips against Steven while Brad circles my clit with his thumb, his fingers curling into my G-spot.

“I want to fuck you,” Steven tells me, his breath hot against my ear. “You want my cock inside you, don’t you?”

“Yes,” I gasp. I turn my head, craning around. My hand lifts, seeking his head near my ear. I feel him lean in, and my fingers push through his sandy blond hair as our lips meet in a searing kiss.

I feel Steven’s cock between my thighs, and I groan. Brad’s finger slides out of my drenched pussy then he guides Steven’s cock into my opening. I moan into the kiss as Steven’s cock slides inside me. Brad circles my clit, and I buck my hips forward. Steven grows and pulls my hips back as he thrusts into me. Brad moves his hands to my breasts, gripping and squeezing them. He supports my body as I flex my hips to meet Steven’s strokes.

Brad’s hand moves to my hair, and I feel him press me lower. My fingers curl around his shaft as I stroke his cock, leaning deeper. Steven’s grip on my hips is an anchor as I swirl my tongue around Brad’s cock. My hand grips his root as I suck him into my mouth.

Fuck, I feel like such a slut with these two cocks inside me as I bob in time to Steven’s thrusts. The sensation of being filled by two men ravishes my mind. I barely hear the door beep and open, three more voices joining the chorus of our moans.

“Dammit, Will! I told you to drive faster.” Dylan’s voice pierces through the room.

“Sorry,” Will replies, followed by the sound of them undressing.

Steven keeps pounding into my clenching cunt, flexing his hips to hit just the right spot. More voices fill the house until one catches my attention — my boyfriend’s. But I can’t turn around, Brad’s hands gripping tightly, holding my head still as he pumps into my drooling mouth. Heat rises to my cheeks, ashamed at what Craig must think of me.

A thrill of shame courses through me as Steven’s hips jerk and pound into me, pushing me over the edge. I come in bliss, my body shaking from pleasure as I gush all around his cock. I moan around Brad’s throbbing rod as he continues fucking my face. I’m such a slut, and I love it. I hope Craig’s proud of me.

“You’re so sexy, baby,” I hear Craig’s voice in my ear. With my mouth full of cock it feels strange to try and smile. I sense him walking past, and then Jenny squeals with joy.

“You’re here!”

I can’t see them, but I imagine her snuggling up to Craig’s muscular frame. Desperate to witness their affection, I push lightly on Brad’s hips, coaxing him to withdraw his prick from my mouth. When I glance at him and then over to the ottoman, Christi is hugging her husband with Dylan behind her, pressing his thick cock into her ass. In between the ottoman and the other couch, Craig holds Jenny tight against his chest — her thighs embracing his waist as they kiss deeply. Watching them together doesn’t make me jealous; instead, it fills me with contentment.

Brad steps back, and I feel Steven pull out and help me stand. I look around, confused. Steven turns me, pushing my thighs against the back of the sofa, and bends me over the back, facing the empty ottoman. Everything feels good again as Steven’s cock slides back inside, and his long powerful thrusts rock me against the sofa’s back.

I hear my loud moan as I push my hips back, loving how Steven fucks me so powerfully. Brad walks around to Craig, and I watch as Jenny pulls her husband into a kiss while still wrapped around my boyfriend. I see the pair laugh, and Jenny nods.

Brad helps her onto the ottoman, and she turns to face me on hands and knees. Our eyes meet, and I try to focus as Steven continues to pound me. I watch Craig move, kneeling behind the sexy blonde. I know I have a front-row seat to my boyfriend fucking his crush, who’s married to another man — a woman I find myself lusting after.

I feel a buzz of excitement and a twinge of humiliation at that feeling but push it aside and stare at Jenny. Her eyes are wide as she focuses on me. Her satisfied grin buzzes at me as Steven’s driving hips flex my body closer. Then Jenny’s eyes close with bliss when Craig punches his hips forward, and I know her pussy is wrapped around my boyfriend’s cock.

“Oh fuck yeah! Coach, use me,” Jenny screams as Craig slams into her harder than he ever does to me. Her eyes pop open and lock onto mine as I watch her get pounded by my athletic boyfriend.

I feel Steven pounding into me, driving so deep it hurts with each thrust. The pain turns into pleasure as Steven takes control of my slender body with his rough sex. I glance away from Jenny’s lust-filled gaze and see Craig is focused behind me. He and Steven compete to see who can give the best fucking. Jenny gasps, and our gazes connect. Our faces are nearly touching, and I’m lost in her breath and moans mingling with my cries for more. This is even better than I imagined, feeling like a sex object for the man, making me lose all control. My mind spins in the passionate atmosphere of the full-on orgy I’m part of, and I join the chorus of male grunts and female shrieks with my own moans.

My head moves, breaking my gaze with Jenny’s, and I look past her at the other sofa. Christi is on top of someone, and I can see his cock disappearing into her pussy as she rides him up and down. She’s turned away from me, and my attention shifts to Will’s chest and face. I drop my eyes and watch Christi giving Will a blowjob while Dylan holds her still as he thrusts his hips into her.

Christi’s movements make it possible for me to watch Dylan hungrily suck her thick nipple into his mouth. Jealousy pangs through me — I want Christi’s nipple in my mouth. I turn away and see Jenny’s face contorted in bliss as Craig rams into her.

I ache to kiss and touch her, but she’s just out of reach. My hands sustain me while Steven thrusts his cock inside me. I feel a presence next to me and look up to see Brad’s lustful grin as he strokes his cock beside my face. I smirk and give a silent nod in acceptance, and then he shoves his cock eagerly into my mouth.

Steven slaps my butt, going faster and harder. I hear Jenny screaming with pleasure, knowing she just came on my boyfriend’s cock. My body quivers and bathes Steven’s cock in bliss as I come again.

Desperately sucking Brad, I sense his cock throbbing, and my mouth fills with the bitter flavor of his cum. I swallow as I keep sucking, needing all of Brad’s salty juices. Steven slams deep within me, and I bloom with heat; his cock pulses as he spills inside me.

My orgasm erupts through me like a thunderbolt, and I collapse limp over the sofa.


CHAPTER 4
BRAD



I flick on the TV, which rises from the floor between the ottoman and the view of the Gulf of Mexico beyond my screened-in porch. Sitting in swim shorts next to Craig and Will, I turn on the game.

Jen, Christi, and Felicia sprawl over the ottoman naked. Their skin glimmers with sweat and other fluids. They breathe steadily, recovered from the intense orgy we’d just enjoyed. Dylan and Steven left to get some refreshments and food for dinner.

Craig bumps my side and points to Jenny, who’s starting to stir. “She’s fucking incredible. How did you know?”

His question is intuitive: How did I know Jenny would be such a good hotwife? How did I know that this group of friends would be so willing to share their lovers with us?

“Just look at her,” I say, watching my wife comb through Felicia’s hair, a look of concern on her face as she whispers something, and Felicia smiles before nodding back. The two beautiful women kiss slowly and tenderly before deepening the kiss and entwining tongues. “She’s always been a sexual creature. We had to pause playing around when Samantha was born — I don’t regret that. Jenny needs this now, though. She thrives on having a lot of sex. She’s at her sexual peak and needs more than I can give her.”

“She’s a wildcat,” Will agrees, tipping back a beer. He nods at Christi, who slides closer, pressing her tits into Jenny’s back. “Same with Christi. She loves watching mostly. Seeing her fuck Dylan was fucking hot. Maybe she needs more, too.”

I watch Christi reach over Jenny, comb through Felicia’s hair, and yank it tightly. Felicia’s eyes widen with a cute yelp before leaning over Jenny and kissing Christi. Jenny looks back at me with a mischievous grin, then moves her mouth to Felicia’s breast and sucks on one of her raspberry-colored nipples. Felicia moans into the kiss with Christi as she feels my wife sucking on her thick nipple.

I feel my cock stir in my shorts and glance over at Craig and watch him adjust his erection with a short tug. Will laughs at us both — he’s been to swinging parties and is more used to the flow of things.

I stop keeping track of the game on the television and focus on my favorite pastime: watching my hotwife play with her friends — and mine.
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HEY, FELICIA


My name is Felicia, and I've become a slut, but I'm in love with my older boyfriend, Craig.

After a wild week-long marathon of sex, I can't stop thinking about all the partner-swapping fun we had! I mean, seriously, it was like a never-ending roller coaster of pleasure. The energy in the room was electric, and it's been a struggle to keep my hands to myself during our drive home.

We have to make it home, though. We have to return to our lives and responsibilities. Craig wants to get married, and I want to be his wife—but sitting beside him with a devilish grin on my face, I realize I’m a slut. The mind-blowing, passion-filled adventure that has left me craving more! Knowing how slutty I am, will Craig still want to marry me?

Oh, I hope Craig's down with continuing our filthy fun!


To my moots on X(Twitter) who keeps me going when things get tough.


Only the united beat of sex and heart together can create ecstasy.

~ ANAIS NIN


CHAPTER 1
HEADING HOME



Craig drives while I rest in the passenger seat. The past week has been nothing but a fuck fest. I’d arrived at Brad and Jenny’s beach house with Christi and immediately participated in an orgy with Craig’s friends along with Christi and Jenny. I remember how my mind was blown, and I eagerly became a wanton slut for the week. Looking over at Craig, I bite my lip. We need to talk.

“Did you have fun?” I start the conversation. The drive out of Galveston and through Houston heading back to Dallas has been too quiet, and I need to process what happened.

“Fuck yeah, I did.” Craig turns and smiles at me. I’m dressed in a sports bra and yoga shorts, and I feel my nipples harden at my boyfriend’s wolfish gaze.

“You liked seeing me in slut mode?” I turn toward him and lean against the passenger door, spreading my thighs and dropping my hand to my pussy. I’m sore but can’t help the arousal building as I reflect on the decadent week of sex. I lightly rub my fingers up and down and inhale a moan. Craig turns and watches me for a second, then drops his hand to adjust his cock.

“I did, I’m not going to lie. I love you, Felicia, but seeing you with Jen and Christi was fucking hot.”

His tone is low, and I struggle with forgetting everything and sinking back into the sensualness of unbridled lust. It’s a long drive to Dallas. I shake off the obsessive thoughts of sex and close my legs, shifting to sit correctly in my seat.

“Did you enjoy your week?” Craig says, sensing my hesitation. “We didn’t get to talk much while we were there.”

“Well, it was hard to talk with my mouth full of cock or pussy.” I laugh because it’s funny and also absurd.

I love Craig, and seeing his different side hasn’t changed that. Watching him fuck Jenny, I can tell he has feelings for her, even if she’s married to Brad. I must admit that watching Craig watch me as I enjoyed the week-long sexual marathon only fed my libido.

“Is that what you want me to be, a freeuse slut for your friends?”

I’m keeping my tone light, making it sound teasing. When Brad asked the three of us if we’d agree to be freeuse sluts for them men, I nodded in agreement before Jenny and Christi chimed in enthusiastically. I’ve accepted that the pleasure from the orgy influenced my slutty behavior this past week. I wanted to sink into the euphoric feeling of being desired sexually by the five handsome men.

“It was fun for the week.” Craig shrugs, casting another fiery grin at me. “We have to return to the real world now. Amelia is getting picked up by her mother to spend Sunday with her. Monday is back to normal.”

I nod absently and think about how my life has changed since I started dating Craig. We met in March; he’d been divorced since Valentine’s Day. When we started dating, I knew he had custody of his twelve-year-old, Ameilia. We fell in love so quickly, completely wrapped up in each other, that I’d moved in with him by June, taking on a quasi-stepmother role with Amelia. She was cute and curious but also gave Craig and me space. She was best friends with Jenny’s daughter, Samantha, so I’d known Jenny in a friendly manner before the decadent week at her beach house. Life does have to return to normal, but what exactly is normal for us now?

“I love you, Craig. I love Amelia, too. You know I wouldn’t do anything that would harm her or jeopardize your relationship with her.” His statement about returning to normal stings, but Craig reaches over and rubs my thigh.

“Sorry, that came out wrong.”

His fingers circle and ignite a wildfire of nerves, and my legs splay out automatically. I’m eager for his touch, and my pussy dampens while my nipples harden. My libido is a sensitive tripwire from a week of freeuse. I moan at his touch, and he looks at me smolderingly.

“I know,” I acknowledge his apology. “If Jenny can be the perfect soccer mom and a hotwife, I can do the same.”

Craig’s fingers slide higher up my thigh, and I slump down, moving my hips closer to his fingers. Fuck, I need more, and the difference in my words and actions only makes me hotter. I’m a slut for the man I love, I realize. In the car, speeding down the highway, I allow myself to sink deeper into arousal. I can be responsible later.

“Push off your shorts—panties, too.” Craig’s voice is low, and my fingers are at my hips before his hand draws away. I shuck them down my thighs, lifting my knees to my chest. Sliding them off my bare feet, I drop them to the floor and adjust myself to be within Craig’s reach.

I turn my head and watch Craig with my thighs open, feeling the cool air blowing over my slick, bare folds. My flesh is on fire with just his few touches and commanding tone. My fingers run up my toned abdomen, then cup and squeeze my breasts, my fingertips pulling at my stiff nipples through my shirt.

“Top, too.” Craig’s deep voice drills into my mind, and I forget we’re on a public highway. I pull my t-shirt over my head and toss it on the floor with my shorts and panties. That’s better. Now I’m a naked toy for my man. My lust is taking over, and it feels good to sink back into the familiarity of freely submitting to my boyfriend’s needs.

“Good girl.”

His praise makes my pussy leak. I feel like I’m on display for him, his naked fuck toy reclining while he drives. I want to use my hands and fingers on him. I watch him shift in his seat, knowing his cock is thickening. My earlier worries and concerns evaporate in the flash fire of need.

“I can help you with that,” I say, nodding to the growing bulge in his swim trunks. The way it snakes down his thigh as it grows stiff has me licking my lips.

My fingers slide to my pussy, and I hear Craig’s growl and stop. I bite my lip as I move my hands to my sides and press down to lift my hips to move my dripping pussy closer to his touch. I arch my back, offering him my tits to use and play with.

Craig looks over at me and pushes his sunglasses up to the top of his bald head. His eyes bore into mine, and I shudder. I’m trying to hold still, but my hips rock and twist. I need him to touch me. I hear my whine in my ears and feel the ache of humiliation from how desperate I sound. Discovering how sexual humiliation only feeds my need this past week was one of many lessons I’d learned about myself.

“I need your fingers inside me,” I say, triggering another blaze of arousal when I hear the way I plead for his touch.

Craig smirks and tosses his sunglasses onto the dash, then shifts toward me, his hand running up my thigh. When his large hand cups my dripping pussy and tightens, I moan in relief and need. God, the power of his fingers, the feel of his hand. My focus narrows on my man, grinding my cunt into his palm, seeking friction for my clit.

I keep my eyes on him even as my head tips back as I push my body towards him. I’m barely aware that Craig slows and pulls into the slow lane. Car horns honk as they speed past our car, and I’m dimly aware that maybe they might see me through their rearview. The exhibitionism sparks more lust. I need his finger inside me. I feel my body writhe and twist, my nipples and breasts shifting as I move. I feel so needy. My skin is tingling as I hold the pose. My hands grip the seat, and I can’t touch myself while elevated, humping Craig’s hand.

Craig keeps one hand relaxed on the wheel, his other hand gripping my cunt like he owns it. He does, entirely. It’s his. I need more, but he’s on his timeline. I feel his grip relax, and then his fingers slide up and shift back and forth over my lips. I enjoy the sweet ache of my pussy stretching for him when he fits his fingertips between my lips. My arousal soaks his fingers as I roll my hips in time with his strokes.

“Please, Daddy,” I murmur, sounding like the wanton whore I’ve become.

“You’re such a needy slut,” Craig growls but then presses his thick middle finger into my opening, pushing inside. I feel the twinge of my pussy stretching to accept his finger and grind it deeper. He slides in a second finger, then pulls and pushes the pair, curling into my soaked core, the heel of his hand pressed against my clit. I shamelessly fuck his fingers, feeling the coil of arousal spin into a building need.

I’m barely aware of Craig stopping the car as I toss my head back, rutting my hips into his thick fingers. I feel the car swaying as traffic speeds by, the shift of Craig’s arm as his seat slides back. I need his cock inside me, but I can’t stop fucking his fingers. When he pulls his thick digits from my cunt, I groan in frustration. My eyes snap open, look across the cab, and watch as Craig pushes his shorts down and his cock springs free.

I lick my lips at the thick, veiny shaft, the swollen head with a stream of pre-cum oozing from the tip. Without thinking, I lean over the console and push my mouth over his cock. My tongue swirls, collecting his sticky, slick pre-cum with a moan of pleasure. I hungrily take his cock deep, filling my mouth with the heat of his flesh and the taste of his musk. I think my eyes have crossed as I savor his flavor.

*SMACK*

Pain erupts on my ass as Craig growls, his hand fisted in my hair. He’s yanking me back off his cock, and I’m whining, needing it back between my lips. I hear his growl and register that he’s saying something, but all my wires are crossed, and I look at him with a glazed look of confusion.

“Straddle me,” he says again. “I want your cunt wrapped around my cock.”

Well, why didn’t he say so?

I eagerly crawl over him, twisting my torso to guide my thighs so I’m sitting astride him. Our mouths meet in a fiery kiss of swirling tongues and heated moans. I’m moving over him, my tits pressing into his sturdy chest as his hands pull me over his cock. I drop my hand as I rise, then guide his crown into my drenched pussy, groaning into his mouth as he drives his hips, drilling his cock deep inside.

“Fuck yes,” I growl against his lips. “Fuck me. I’m your slut. Fuck me. I want you to hammer me.”

Craig’s eyes darken as he grips my hips, pulling me down as his hips drive up. He pushes me up as he drops his hips. Cycling me up and down like I’m a fucking fleshlight. I’m just his fuck toy, and I’m going over the edge with his strength and control. My hips jerk at the bottom to grind my clit into the base of his cock, sparking more and more lust and need.

My hands grip behind his head, my lips capturing his. I thrill at our abandon, and the spinning whirl of an orgasm builds in my core. I moan and beg unintelligibly into his mouth. He’s growling and grunting, and it feels so raw and primal to fuck my man on the side of the road. We’re like feral animals, smashing into each other, tearing each other apart until my back arches, and I’m screaming as I come apart.

Craig latches onto one of my nipples and pulls deep, sucking my tit into his mouth. His hips are like fire, and I feel his cock throb, then pulse as he jets hot cream deep inside me. His hands grip my hips, locking me into place as he jerks into me, emptying his balls. I shudder through another wave, my fingers rubbing the back of his hand and holding him as he shifts to my other nipple.

Breathless, our bodies slowly still, Craig’s hand runs up my spine and grabs a hank of my wild brown curls. He pulls my mouth back to his, and we kiss deeply. His cock is still throbbing inside my clenching pussy as we allow ourselves to be quiet.


CHAPTER 2
A LITTLE QUID PRO QUO



I’m just catching my breath after our impromptu roadside fuck when Craig grabs my hips and pulls me off his cock. I feel it slip out of my pussy along with a stream of his cum, and I feel a little lost.

Where were we?

“Fuck, get up!” Craig growls, and I feel myself levitating into the air, over the console between the two seats, and plopping naked back into my seat. I shake my head, clearing the cobwebs of lust-filled thoughts from the fantastic orgasm I just had while riding Craig’s cock.

Oh yeah, we’re in his SUV, and I’m buck naked.

I notice a flash of red, then blue, in the mirror and look over my shoulder to see the patrol car’s lights behind us. The cruiser is close to our rear bumper, and I don’t have a stitch of clothing on. Craig is fumbling to pull up his swim trunks when the shadow of the patrolman leans down and taps on his window. Craig’s cock is still out, lying heavy against his thigh, and he looks at me and shrugs.

“No,” I try to squeak out.

Where did I put my clothes? I’m looking back and forth when I hear the window rolling down and the deep, bass voice of the trooper.

“Everything alright?” he asks, then ducks his head down to look across the car at me. I lamely try to cover my boobs with my hands and hide behind a smile. “Ma’am, are you okay?”

“I’m wonderful, Officer.” I try to look innocent and point to the floor, where I’ve found my discarded clothes. “I was just changing?”

“Look,” Craig interrupts me. “You caught us.” He shrugs like it’s no big deal that we were fucking on the highway while cars speed by. “Surely there is something we can do for you?”

The question hangs in the air, and I look at my boyfriend, gobsmacked. Craig waves his hand up and down my nude body like the cop is a fucking game show contestant, and I’m the prize. My nipples tighten, and I feel my core tense. Did my boyfriend offer me as a sexual favor for letting us go? Fuck, that’s kinda hot. I go with it, lower my hands from my breasts, and give a little shimmy and a wink.

The trooper is tall with dark skin and reflective sunglasses. I can’t tell what he’s looking at other than his head dips slightly down, then up, then turns to look at my boyfriend.

“Follow me,” the trooper says and tips his hat.

“What the fuck?” I hiss as the trooper turns and heads back to his car. I bend to pluck up my bra and shorts, trying to untangle them.

“Just—” Craig stops me and pulls the clothes from my hands, leaving me with nothing. “You liked being a freeuse slut for a week. What’s one more day?”

Thoughts race through my mind. Bribery, extortion, indecent exposure, and other crimes and misdemeanors. All of those are trumped by a recall of the slow gaze the tall, dark trooper gave me as he drank me in behind the reflective lenses of his sunglasses.

I cross my arms under my breasts, hyper-aware of my stiff nipples and slick pussy. I know I must be oozing our fluids onto Craig’s leather seats. The cruiser pulls past us with flashing lights, and Craig follows behind him closely. The cop isn’t driving fast, and I’m pretty sure he’s under the speed limit as cars stack up behind us, not wanting to pass a cop car. So I keep looking forward, trying to relax while sitting with bare tits and leaking pussy.

I’m pretty sure the cop is looking at me through the rearview mirror as his head keeps bouncing. I can see his sunglasses in his rearview mirror. I have to admit, the whole experience, as surreal as it is, is hot as fuck, using my nubile body to get out of a traffic violation. Suddenly, I’m wondering what kind of equipment the cop is packing and thinking of Craig watching me get railed by a stranger.

The police car pulls off the highway and then turns along a gravel road at the exit. An abandoned building is about a half mile up. The cop shuts off his lights as he turns into the lot. He keeps going around the back of the building and then pulls to a stop. Craig pulls beside him, leaving about a car’s width between us. I’m still shocked by the whole series of events when Craig opens the console, reaches inside, and pulls out a condom.

“What. The. Fuck?” I ask, giving him a hard stare.

Craig shrugs and hands me the condom package. I snatch it up and open my door. The cop is across from me, taking off his cowboy hat and placing it on his cruiser. Then he unbuckles his gun belt and puts it beside his hat. I step out in my bare feet onto scorching hot gravel and shriek. I hop on the sharp stones and reach for my sandals, dropping them on the ground and pushing my toes inside until I can stand comfortably. I look back at Craig, who’s biting his lip, trying not to laugh.

“You’re enjoying this, aren’t you?” I grumble, but I must admit that the ordeal turns me on. I’m being used as a sexual favor by my boyfriend to another guy? It’s crazy hot.

“It beats spending the night in jail for indecent exposure.” Craig shrugs, and I enjoy his visual tour of my naked body. “Besides, look at you. You’re fucking hot as sin. I know you’re getting off on the idea of fucking a stranger.”

I grin at my boyfriend, who knows me so well and shake the condom package at him. “You owe me one.” I try to sound mad, but I’m about to laugh at the absurdity.

I twist around to focus back on the tall, dark, and…

fucking hell, is that his cock?

The cop has his uniform shirt folded on top of the car and pulls his t-shirt off with one hand, revealing his dark skin and toned abs. Tattoos adorn his chest and forearm. My eyes are drawn to his forearms because he’s using one to stroke the most enormous cock I’ve ever seen, with a full meaty crown streaming slick precum from the tip. Where is that going to fit? I’m halfway between flight and fight when my dirty mind kicks in. I can’t possibly wrap my mouth around that meat stick, but all I want to do is try.

Setting my jaw, I walk across the gravel to stand before the tall, dark, and well-built cop still stroking his fantastic cock. I hand him the condom and pause, wondering if it will stretch enough to fit the monstrosity. I mean, Craig has a lovely thick cock; only Steven’s can compare, but this…. This is the next fucking level.

The cop takes the condom and looks at me with his dark eyes. He’s tossed his sunglasses onto his car, and now I can see the dark lust in his eyes.

“Why don’t you get my cock ready? Then we’ll see if this fits.” His voice is doing things to my insides. It’s low and deep, and I can feel it in my pussy. I crouch down like the good girl I’ve become and try to wrap my hand around his monster cock. I grip it with both hands, and none of my fingers wrap around his girth to touch the opposite thumb. I look up at him with a sense of awe.

I drop lower in my crouch and open my mouth. My tongue sweeps over his dark tip, lapping at the dribble of precum and savoring its tang on my taste buds. My mouth is full of spit like my body knows I will need it to get this monster in my mouth. I push his cock toward his muscled belly, stroking it with my tiny hands. My mouth drops to his balls; they seem to be the size of ripe avocados, and I lick them one at a time. They’re heavy and massive, a proper warm-up for my mouth. I open to suck one into my mouth, moaning at his sack’s musky taste and feel.

“Mmm, that’s a good girl,” the cop growls, one huge fist pushing into my hair and gripping it. He tugs slightly, making me wince at the prick of pain in my scalp. “I don’t have much time to enjoy your slutty mouth, so let’s move it along.”

I nod and lick my tongue up the bottom of his cock, waving the tip back and forth along the throbbing vein running up the bottom of the behemoth. My mouth is watering as I lick and transfer as much spit onto his cock as I can. When I reach the tip, I open wide, pulling my teeth behind my lips and angling my mouth to suck his wide knob. I’m amazed that he fits as my lips seal under the rim of his crown, and I push my head lower, taking as much of him as I can.

I’ve had a lot of practice the past week, sucking on five marvelous cocks, but this one is in another league. I feel the head tap the tender back of my throat and gag. I’ve gotten used to that, but I realize I still have a long way to go. I pull back and suck on the tip, glancing up at his eyes, and he nods. It’s like he’s giving me an atta-boy, which is just the bit of praise I need to give it another go.

I start back down at the base of his cock, then lick hungrily to the tip. My hand moves up and down, stroking my fingers to coat his gleaming black snake with my spit and his precum. I push my mouth down again and feel his fingers tighten. I get him to the back of my throat, then gurgle and press past the gag reflex, and his cock stretches into my throat. My eyes roll back as he tugs on my hair, and I realize my nose is pressed into his pubic hair. I swallow, giving his cock a throat massage, then work my head back, watching his cock slide free.

I look over my shoulder, and Craig is out of our car, leaning against my side of the car with his cock in his hand, stroking it while looking at me with pride. I wink and go back for more. With the confidence I gained from a week of cock sucking, I go to work on the cop’s dick. My mouth is full of spit and drool as I work my mouth and throat up and down, fucking him with my mouth. I hear him growl, and then his hands grip my head and hold me still. I automatically pull my hands behind my back as he starts to face fuck me.

Fuck, this is hot, getting face fucked in the open by the most massive cock I’ve ever seen. My pussy is on fire like it wants dibs on the cock in my mouth. The cop’s cock starts to throb, and then I’m pulled away, and his cock bounces free. I lean forward to nuzzle the dark, thick snake, rubbing my cheek against his thick shaft, streaking my face with my spit and drool. I look up at the cop and show his cock the worship it deserves.

“On your feet, little lady, and bend over the hood. Make sure your boyfriend gets a good view. I want him to watch me destroy your pussy.”

Fuck yes, I want to watch Craig witness me get railed by this studly cock—cop.


CHAPTER 3
RAILED OVER THE HOOD



Pressing up quickly from my squat, I stand with tingling thighs. My yoga routine is more challenging than sucking a big black cock from a crouch. With a wink to the police officer, I make a beeline toward Craig. He’s stroking his cock slowly, and I consider disobeying an unlawful order to bend at the waist and gobble my boyfriend’s cock while the beefy cop pounds me from behind.

But I am being a good girl today, so I grin at Craig, who flashes a smile that would melt my panties, were I wearing any. I lean over the fender just out of reach of Craig and look over my opposite shoulder to see how far behind the lawman is. He’s a few paces, so I lift my knee closest to Craig to rest it on the fender. I know my pussy is spread and exposed right in Craig’s eyesight while giving the cop a good target for his meaty man missile.

“What’s your name, officer?” I ask sweetly, almost considering getting his number to goad Craig.

Instead of answering me, the cop grabs my head and pushes my cheek against the hot metal of the hood. I cry out with a complaint just before his big hand clamps over my mouth to silence me. “Don’t play games, slut,” he growls, obviously mad that I went to our car instead of bending over his patrol car. I blink my eyes at Craig, standing stiffly with his hands above his shoulders, and realize my mistake. The cop sees Craig as a threat, and now he thinks Craig will try something while he fucks me.

Craig understands this, too, so he steps back and opens the door, putting a hunk of metal between the cop and himself. He can still watch through the window, and I can feel the cop calm a bit, but his fingers are still tight in my hair, and he’s got my neck pulled back. Releasing my hair, he grips his cock, swabs my pussy up and down with the broad head, then presses it into my oozing cunt.

I groan as I feel my pussy stretch, inhaling through my nose. I can taste the cop’s sweat from his hand and moan into his palm from the delicious feeling of my cunt stretching around his cock. He could slam it in, but he’s slow and careful. I assume he’s used his cock before and knows how it’s supposed to operate. He doesn’t know how hard I’ve been pounded this past week. He edges his thick length deeper, stroke by stroke until I feel his hip press into my ass.

“Uckmuh,” I moan into his hand and lick his palm.

He gets the message and moves his hand from my mouth to my hair, tugging my head back. His hips pull back, and he eases into me like I’m made of glass. I push my hips back hard, trying to get him to fuck me, not treat me like a delicate flower. He grunts a laugh, releases my hair, and wraps his thick, tattooed forearm arm under my chin and against my neck.

“Yes! Fuck me, fucking rail me…” I cry out as he starts to go to town on me. I want to look back at Craig, but the nameless cop has me securely manhandled and bent over our fender. His hips punch his thick cock in deep, and I feel the thud of his crown deep inside. I moan at the delicious pain as he pulls back and jabs his cock deep. They’re like body blows, making my whole body jerk with each thrust. I’m helpless in the onslaught of the suddenly torrid fuck fest, and I can feel his thick cock pull almost out, my juices dripping down my thigh. He jams his hips, and I scream into the still air.

“Oh, fuck, yes. Fucking ruin me,” I babble, my cunt clenches around his thick pillar with each stroke, and I feel my orgasm building deep inside me. My nipples rub against the fender’s hot metal, adding more sensations to the blissful ordeal. My mind is half shocked at how a sworn officer of the law is hammering his cock into me while the other half is flying high with the brutal use of my body.

“Take it, you fucking slut, take my cock,” he growls in my ear.

“Yes, oh, fuck yes. Give it to me. Fuck me!”

I realize I’m unsure if he put on the condom; frankly, I don’t care. At the moment, all I want is for him to lose control and blast my pussy with his hot seed. I’m on birth control, but part of my sex-addled mind hopes it fails. I’m losing my mind fantasizing about brown babies springing from my womb as he pushes me over the edge.

“Fuck, I’m coming!” I shout as my thighs spasm, and my cunt clamps around his throbbing cock. He punches his hips, and I feel the pulse at the base of his cock. His hips jerk rapidly, but I don’t feel that swell of heat, so I know he’s filling a condom up with his pent-up load. He jams his hips into me again, then his arm pulls back and releases its hold on me. I slump against the hood, breathing like I’ve finished a sprint. The cop steps back, and I’m suddenly empty.

I twist around to watch him, my breasts bouncing as I try to catch my breath. The cop slides the rubber off, and I fall to my knees on the hot gravel and reach for his cock. I want to taste him on my tongue. He growls and then looks over a Craig. I’m not looking at my boyfriend while I clean the cop’s cock, sucking the stray drops of cum and my juices off his shiny rod. I massage his balls as I suck on the tip, trying to drain every drop. I feel like a cum slut hungry for a feeding, and that doesn’t bother me one bit.

I pull back and look up at him. The cop chuckles as I lick the drop of his cum off the edge of my mouth. I smile back, then rise to stand. He looks over at Craig, gives a little salute, and then walks back to his squad car.

“Get in,” Craig says and walks around the back of the car.

I climb through the open door, grab my tangled clothes, sit in my seat, and yank the door closed with a slam. Craig puts the car in reverse, backs up, and slowly drives back to the front of the abandoned building. I’m holding my clothes and looking at them vacantly. My mind isn’t working right; my body is still trembling from the orgasms and the cop’s taste filling my mouth. I look over at Craig, and he smiles at me.

“Goddamn, you’re an incredible, sexy, determined slut,” he says and pulls my head over the console.

We kiss deeply while my mind anchors into place. Craig offered me to a cop to use sexually to avoid a ticket. I should be angry or upset. Instead, I’m sinking into the kiss with my older, responsible boyfriend, filled with happy thoughts. I belong with this man; he gets me, even my need for a hard pounding from a stranger. Before this past week’s continuous orgy at Brad and Jenny’s beach house, I wouldn’t have thought I’d enjoy what just happened.

I did, though. I feel empowered. The way the cop lost control and used me was over the top. I feel amazing, sitting naked, wishing I was feeling another man’s cum seeping out of my pussy. Too bad he wore a condom. I realize I’m leaking down my thighs.

“Fuck, I need a towel,” I say to Craig, lifting my ass to the side. “I’m leaking all over the leather seats.


CHAPTER 4
BACK ON THE ROAD



I’m relaxing in the passenger seat after Craig pulled over and found a towel and some cleaning wipes he keeps in the back for camping trips. I’ve taken a sponge bath, more or less, and I’m dressed in a fresh crop top and yoga pants, forgoing the bra and panties.

It was fun spending the morning naked and fucking, but it’s time to return to reality. Craig was right with what he said earlier. We are a couple with responsibilities, and raising his daughter is paramount. I wonder if Jenny ever worries about her hotwife lifestyle affecting her daughter. I imagine she and Brad have it set up to keep Samantha safe and sane.

As part of their custody deal, Amelia, Craig’s twelve-year-old daughter, swaps weekends with her mother. Craig would be fine with sole custody, but he’s also a mature man and wants Amelia to have a relationship with her birth mother, Connie. She lives 50 miles away, so Craig has to drive halfway to drop off Amelia on a Friday every other weekend, then go back Sunday night to pick her up.

Amelia’s been cool about it. It’s got to be hard on a young girl to be traded back and forth. She resists Connie’s tendency to spoil her with fun things and gifts. All in all, I think Amelia is a great kid, and I’d hate to fuck up her childhood with a sudden addiction to sex.

Once I got tidied back up, Craig gave me a look and told me to rest. So I’ve been asleep for a couple hundred miles. We’re entering the outskirts of Dallas, and I stretch and then lean over the console to kiss Craig’s cheek.

“Hey, baby girl,” he says, speeding my heart up. “Feel more like yourself?”

“I enjoyed the rest,” I say, settling back into my seat. “I think I’ve been myself all week, actually—just a self I hadn’t discovered yet.”

Craig nods thoughtfully. “Yeah, you might be right. That’s how it was with Jenny.”

“What do you mean?” I don’t know Jenny well, aside from tangling in threesomes and foursomes this past week. We’d bonded through that experience. I’d found out she fucked Craig before I met him. I also saw firsthand that while Jenny is deeply in love with her husband, she also has feelings for Craig. It seems he has feelings for her, too. I wonder why I don’t feel jealous about the two of them. I watched them fuck more than once in the past week, and I enjoyed the passionate looks they shared. They clearly have a connection.

“I never told you about our time in her gym.” Craig looks a bit guilty as he confesses. “I guess you’ve figured out what happened from Christi?”

“Yeah, she told me when we drove to Galveston,” I say, then reach and grab his hand. We hold hands as I continue. “Look, I’m not mad or jealous. It happened before we met, and well…after this week, I’m not worried about jealousy between us and other partners. What about you?”

“Yeah, I’d say we’ve opened our relationship,” Craig agrees, then continues his story. “Jenny was the perfect mother and wife before she and I had our… workout.”

“Say what it was,” I laugh. “You fucked.”

“Okay, we fucked,” Craig laughs with me. Sometimes, our ten-year age gap makes him think I don’t cuss. I love how he treats me like a protected princess. I want him to see me as an equal adult, too. Time to introduce curse words to his vocabulary around me. “This is new to me too. Brad and I talked before the gym session⁠—”

“Where you fucked,” I interrupt and squeeze his hand, teasing him.

“Right.” The way Craig blushes right now, it’s like he’s forgotten we’ve spent the last five days fucking other people. I think it’s cute, so I cut him a break. “Anyway, Brad told me what was up, that he wanted to watch Jenny fuck his friends. I thought he was crazy and didn’t want to do it initially.”

“Why not?” I’m curious because he’s been completely on board with an open relationship this past week. I know something between us is shifting. Before the weekend, we were a typical monogamous couple. Sure, Craig is older and more stable, but I run my own business and make my own money. I’m not a bimbo sugar baby. I love him. I’m not looking for a rich husband.

I knew everyone I fucked this weekend. They are a tight circle of friends; Jenny and Brad, and Christi and Will have girls on Craig’s soccer team. Dylan and Steven were at barbecues and pool parties. Despite my younger age, I fit in with their North Dallas lifestyle of affluent, middle-aged parents. I didn’t know what was happening under the surface until Christi told me about her and Will’s swinging and Brad and Jenny’s stag-vixen hotwife lifestyle.

“Norms.” Craig shrugs. “Societal norms. One man, one woman. All the stuff we were been told as children seems old-fashioned. I was caught up in that, too. Brad and I talked it out. He showed me a text from Jenny to him from earlier in the day. I looked through their text conversation, and it was clear that she wanted to fuck me first. That she would live out Brad’s fantasy and see what happened.”

“So what happened?”

“She came to life,” Craig says, giving me a lopsided grin. “It wasn’t my magic cock or anything I did. It was a change in her. I saw it and then encouraged it. Like coaching a kid that finds out, they’re good at passing the ball in soccer.”

“Fucking other people is a bit more than just passing a ball in soccer.” I laugh, then squeeze his hand. “I get what you’re saying, though. This was part of who she was, and you saw it come to life.”

“Yeah.” Craig nods. “I saw it in you that first time when Steven was fucking you over the end of the sofa. You were watching Jenny, and your eyes got brighter. Like something clicked inside you, too.”

I nod as we drift off into a comfortable silence. I now know the full story of Craig and his fling with Jenny—and the sideways looks they shared make more sense. After a weekend of no sexual boundaries with a group of safe friends and lovers, I know myself better. I accept that I am more than a little bit bisexual. I’m going to stop repressing that facet of me.

“So, what does that mean for us?” I ask.

“I want to marry you,” Craig said. “That hasn’t changed. I love you, Felicia. I do. Even while that cop was railing you, I watched and realized that you’re my soul mate. I want to be with you, support you, and love you. If you still want that.”

“Of course, I still want that.” I undo my lap belt and climb over the console to wrap my arms around him. I hug him tight and kiss him behind his ear. “I love you, Craig Sprague.” Then I giggle and nuzzle against his cheek. “Jenny’s right, that just sounds funny.”

Craig laughs low and turns and kisses me on the cheek. We’re in Dallas traffic now, so I slip back into my seat and buckle in. We lapse into comfortable, peaceful silence as we pass downtown Dallas and continue into the northern suburbs. This is home, and I relax in the comfort of it.

“I still want a proper proposal and a ring, “ I say with some southern determination and a little humor.

“Yes, ma’am,” Craig says with his boyish grin.


CHAPTER 5
NO PLACE LIKE HOME



Craig pulls into our driveway, and I’m happy we’re home. As he pulls into his garage and shuts the engine off, I’m ready to unpack, shower, and slip into our comfortable bed. The past week has been fantastic, and I take a moment to reflect on what happened. I realize that my desires have drastically changed. I still love Craig but know I’ll want more than just him. I feel my lips frown slightly.

“Babe?” Craig asks, and I turn toward him, feeling a traitorous tear slip down my cheek.

He leans over the console, kisses the tear, licks my cheek, then pulls back and looks me in the eye. “Let’s unpack, get cleaned up, then we’ll talk, okay?”

I nod, using my forefingers to wipe the moisture from under my eyes. I slide my feet into my sandals and hop out, meeting Craig at the back of his SUV to grab my bags and help with anything else. Craig grabs most of the bags, leaving me with my handbag and a small backpack.

“I can help,” I complain.

“You can open the door.” Craig chuckles and gives me a devastating wink.

Mmmfuck, now my pussy is getting wet again.

I sigh dramatically, open the door, and tap the button to close the garage. I walk into the kitchen, and Craig drops the bag of food we’d brought back. He continues up the stairs to his bedroom, and I unpack the food and follow him.

He points to the shower when I walk in, and I laugh at him.

“Use your words, caveman.” I strip, toss my clothes in the hamper, walk naked into the large bathroom, and start the shower. Craig had remodeled the bathroom after his divorce. It has a large shower and a deep tub along one side and two sinks opposite. The toilet is in a separate small room. It feels modern and roomy, and the shower heats thanks to a tankless water heater that Craig added during the remodel.

I slide under the spray and start my hair routine. As I’m kneading in the shampoo, Craig joins me. He’s large, but the shower has room for both of us, and he started his cleaning ritual. I look down at his cock, and grin, seeing he’s feeling amorous. I want to do more than talk, but I tamp down my desire and continue showering.

After we’re both clean, we indulge in some hugs and caresses. This feels normal, and I enjoy feeling the man I love embrace me and kiss me softly. For all the ardor Craig can bring to a sex party, I love that he has a gentle side that he slips into just for me. We part. Craig grabs two towels, letting me wrap up my hair, and then handing me the second. He grabs another towel, and we dry off and exit the shower. He heads back to the bedroom, and I dry my hair.

When I’m done, Craig is lounging on the bed in shorts. I enter the walk-in closet and pull on soft shorts and a comfortable tank top. Craig puts away his book and takes off his reading glasses. I smile, climb up the bed, and tuck myself beside him. I rub my hand over his firm chest and play with his short, greying hair. Our ten-year age gap never comes into my mind except in small moments like this.

“I enjoyed this weekend,” I say quietly, looking into his eyes. “It was a big surprise, but I loved it.”

“When I saw you getting spit-roasted by Steven and Brad, I figured you’d decided to go all in.” Craig smiles and kisses me.

I run my fingers behind his head, feeling the stubble of his shaved head, and we kiss slowly and deeply. Of all the kissing and fucking I’ve done over the past week, this was the best kiss I’ve had. It’s slow, sensual, and with the man I love. My nipples tighten, and I feel my pussy dampen as Craig slowly parts the kiss.

“I’m glad you had a good time,” he says, kissing along my jaw, then rising to look at me. “I want you to pursue this part of you. I don’t want to hold you back. You’re young and should enjoy your freedom.”

“Are you sure?” I ask, feeling uncertain. I love Craig. If he wanted me to be monogamous, that would be an easy choice.

“I’m positive,” Craig grins his boyish grin and kisses me lightly. “I’m not going to cheat on you. I want you to be my hotwife. I want you to fuck who you’d like, but keep me in the loop. I don’t want to limit your exploration. I want to ensure you’re safe.”

I search his eyes. We didn’t have a lot of time to talk this past week. We shared snippets of assurance and comfort, but mainly we both were fully engaged in the feral fuck fest with our friends. Seeing the love and care in his eyes, the warmth of his body, and the comfort of his hands running up and down my side, I nod and smile.

“I won’t do anything to hurt you, ever,” I vow. “I won’t disrespect you or dishonor you. I’ll tell you everything and ask before I am with anyone else.” I lightly kiss his lips and run my hand down his chest and over his shorts. I feel his thick, stiff shaft and stroke it. I purr into the kiss, pull my hand up, then slip my fingers under the waistband to grip his cock. “I’ll always want you. Your cock was made for me.”

I kiss his chest as my fingers glide up and down his shaft. With my other hand, I push him onto his back, then tug at the waist of his shorts. He growls but lifts his hips, and I pull his shorts down and off. He’s looking at me with his cock at attention, one hand moving to grip and stroke it. I pull my tank top off and lift my hands to my breasts, pulling at my stiff nipples.

“You’re beautiful,” he says as I lean forward, push my shorts down my ass, then work them down and pull them off. “I’m so lucky to have you in my life.”

“I’m lucky too. You’re so fucking handsome,” I say with a grin.

I dip my head down, swirl my tongue around the rim of his cock, then sink my mouth over his head, sucking him into my mouth, lapping at his precum. Bobbing slowly, spreading my spit along his shaft with my lips and tongue before I pull my mouth off his glistening cock. I shift up and twist to straddle my boyfriend. Craig grabs my hips and lifts me, easing me over his hips. I move my hand down and guide his cock into my slick pussy. We moan in unison as I slide my tight pussy onto his thick cock. I feel my pussy stretch with that glorious twinge of pain-pleasure as he fills me perfectly.

I lean down and kiss him, working my hips in circles as I ride his cock. It’s slow, and we work our bodies slowly, building our simmering lust into a boil of passion. I rise and bounce on his cock, my small breasts bobbing. Craig’s hands grip my pert breasts, kneading them and pulling on the nipples. I ride him faster, and his hips rise to drive into my down strokes. We match our pace, and I cry out for more, my pussy clenching as the first wave of an orgasm washes over me. I fall onto his chest, and Craig kisses me. His arm wraps around my body, holding my hips in the perfect spot.

It’s like a beast has awakened as Craig claims my body. He growls into our kiss, then rolls me over and under him, his cock embedded in my quivering cunt. He rises on his knees and pulls my legs over his shoulders. His gaze is dark, full of lust and passion.

“You’re mine, baby girl,” he grunts, his hips driving his cock in deep and hard. “This is my pussy. You’re my slut. Mine.”

“Yes. Yes, fuck. Daddy. I’m yours!” I cry out with him as he pushes me into another peak, his fucking hard and feral. A possessive storm of need, lust, and passion. He consumes my body until he reaches his peak, then jerks his hips, spearing his pulsing cock deep, and erupts. Bolts of his cum stream inside me, and I feel the heat of his spunk as he empties inside me.

Spent, Craig shifts forward, and my legs fall akimbo as he collapses against me. We kiss hungrily, breathing each other’s breaths as our bodies relax. The weight of his body soothes me in a heavy, warm blanket. This is home.

“I love you, Craig Sprague,” I say, gazing into his eyes.

“I love you, Felicia. More than I can say. I’m glad we’re home.”

“We are.” I smile, wrap my arms around his neck, and rub my nose against his, “You’re my home.”


[image: Bye Felicia]


Craig sparks my libido, sharing me as my bisexuality blossoms.
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Coffee talk with Jenny and Christi after the wild trip home from the beach soothes me. Their support as I say goodbye to my past and explore my sexuality is just as important as Craig’s love and care.

I can’t help it when my wild side comes to life. Exploring new experiences and dynamics has my mind spinning and my sexuality sparking. When Craig introduces me to his co-worker, Natalie, I take control of her so smoothly that the power exchange supercharges my desires.

I’ve never considered myself a top, but putting her in her place, on her knees, awakened some dizzying desires. I’ll need all the help Craig and my friends can give me as my growing libido awakens illicit fantasies of dominance and submission.


To the erotica writing community who inspire me to keep writing the stories I enjoy, support my imagination, and compel me to improve.


I take pleasure in my transformations. I look quiet and consistent, but few know how many women there are in me.

~ ANAIS NIN


CHAPTER 1
COFFEE



“Wait, Felicia. Back up the truck,” Jenny says, her mouth forming an ‘o’ shape. “You did what?”

“Yes, we need more details.” Christi grins with a glow in her eyes.

I look around the coffee shop and lower my voice to a whisper, leaning to the center of the table at our favorite coffee shop. “I fucked a cop to get out of a ticket.” I shrug like it’s no big deal. “I was so horny after everything we did last week. When we left Houston, I gave Craig a little show in the passenger seat.”

“You’ve become such a slut.” Christi smiles and squeezes my thigh. “You’ve made momma proud.”

“But how did the cop thing happen?” Jenny hisses quietly. “I need the whole story.”

“Well, Craig got all hot and bothered watching me, and I slipped closer so he could reach me…” I continue to tell the story as Christi and Jenny listen. The more I tell them, the more they seem flushed, which only encourages me to be more lurid with my descriptions.

“Fuck, that’s hot,” Jenny says, “Coach just offered you to the cop?”

“Yeah.” I nod and continue. “I was already turned on from riding Craig on the side of the road. I was naked, and the way the cop looked me over—I felt like a needy slut, but I was also afraid he was going to toss me in jail. Did I mention I was naked?”

“Yeah.” Christi’s laugh is a little loud. Some heads turn around to look at us. “You may have mentioned it a time or two. Go on. What happened next?”

Recounting the story to my two friends was making me hot. My pussy felt warm and slick as I recalled how big the cop was and how his cock filled my mouth. The looks on Jenny and Christi’s faces only encourage me to continue to recount how I fucked the dark-skinned state trooper on the side of the road. I shift in my seat a little more as I go deeper into the story and bite my lip as Jenny watches me, wriggling in hers.

“What did you two do after we left?” I ask after I finish the story.

“I slept for two days,” Jenny says with a grin. “I was so sore from ten days of—” she looks around and leans in, “getting railed by all the guys.”

“Same,” Christi chimes in. “Will and I went to a couples massage on Saturday night, then fell asleep before the sun went down. Then we had to pick up Katie from the church after camp. So my pussy is almost back to normal.”

“Brad had to carry me to the bedroom when we returned.” Jenny laughed. “I was worn out! No way could I have fucked a cop on the side of the road!”

“Shhhhh…” I laugh, and Jenny clamps her hand over her mouth.

Heads turn toward us, and I feel my cheeks warm from blushing. I don’t mind telling the story to Jenny and Christi, but I’m not sure I want my lifestyle choice to be common knowledge to all the coffee shop patrons. My friends look at me, and I notice Christi’s brow crease in concern as she reaches across the table.

“What’s that face?” she asks quietly.

“I’m just feeling a little uncomfortable,” I admit after the conversations around us pick back up, the noise in the little cafe returning to normal. “I don’t know that everyone needs to know my business, even if I’m not ashamed about what happened.”

“The only thing that matters is how you and Coach feel about this change in your lifestyle,” Jenny says, squeezing my other hand. “He’s a good guy. I know he’s really into you. You two will figure it out.”

I smile and lift my head, squaring my shoulders.“ You’re right, of course. It’s all so new to me. How did you two cope with all of this? I feel like I’m becoming a new Felicia. Does that make any sense?”

“Sure it does. You’re growing into a new you and saying goodbye to your sheltered self,” Christi explains. “Will and I went through that when we started swinging, and it took a lot of communication at first. We’re a bit different than you two. Since I enjoy watching him and other girls, it was hot for me to see Will lose himself in pleasure. But he had a lot of guilt initially since I wasn’t always involved in his play, and we had to deal with the cultural baggage of marital relationships. For me, watching him is a different turn-on than actively participating.”

“Brad and I talked a lot about his fantasy before I became his hotwife. I didn’t even know Christi was a swinger when we started,” Jenny admits, taking over the thread. “I was worried that indulging in my fantasy of being with other men might ruin our marriage. And Christi’s right—I had to accept this new facet of myself, and it does feel like becoming a different person, which is scary. But getting over our fears is part of the journey.”

“That’s true,” Christi chimes in. “Our culture has programmed us that sex outside of marriage or a committed relationship is wrong, and it’s just not true. Emerging from that cultural bubble is scary, but Will and I have grown closer. I love Will more now that we’re both having fun with sex. Sex is so complex for such a simple biological thing. Emotionally, it’s all wrapped up, and it takes honest discussion to stay on the same page.”

“I get what you’re saying,” I admit. “Craig is supportive, and I could tell he enjoyed watching the whole by-the-side-of-the-road thing. I still can’t believe I did that, but it was so hot. It felt almost like an out-of-body experience.”

“Sounds like it,” Jenny smiles. “Brad is the one who picks my bulls because he wants me to feel safe. We haven’t tried anything outside of his circle of friends, so I’m curious how he’d respond to me picking up someone at a bar. We played with that idea before you came to the beach house.”

“You did?” Christi asks with a bit of shock in her voice. “I guess we haven’t had time to talk about things. Tell me about it.”

“It was just in the bar down the street,” Jenny begins. “We were waiting for Steven to show up, and I wore that crocheted bikini and wrap. It felt like everyone was watching me. Brad told me to find some guys and flirt with them, and I found this pair of brothers. They were cute but also a bit intimidated by my flirting..”

“That sounds hot. Did you consider inviting one or both back to your beach house?” Christi asks.

“I did, but we were waiting for Steven, so it was also off the table. Brad and I will talk about it more. Picking up someone at a bar is much riskier than getting with someone you know.”

“That’s why Will and I took the swinging path,” Christi chimes in. “We know many people that show up to the parties. We know everyone is safe and practices safe sex. We know our identities are kept in confidence. After our weekend, I’m looking forward to being more involved in the parties beyond just watching Will.”

“It all seems so wild,” I say quietly. “I’d heard about swinging but never really thought it was something I’d like or enjoy. I worry about cheating on Craig because I want to marry him. I don’t want anything to disrupt our relationship.”

“It’s not cheating if you have his consent,” Christi reminds me. “Work on the communication. Show him that you’ll always return to him. Don’t play games with his feelings. Communication is key. Ethical non-monogamy is all about communication and putting your primary relationship first.”

“Absolutely,” Jenny says, checking her watch. “I need to get going. Thanks for that chat, girls. Felicia, I’m here if you ever need to talk. I adore Coach, but you and I need to be friends. It’s important to me that I support you and Craig. I want to see you both find the relationship you want.”

We all tidy up our table, standing to take our cups and plates to the trash container. We depart with hugs and promises to call regularly. I feel confident as I head to my car. Before the weekend, we were friends. My relationship with them has strengthened after sharing that experience and enjoying this coffee talk. I know I’ll need confidantes as I continue my relationship with Craig.


CHAPTER 2
OPENING



My mind is a whirl of different thoughts after I leave Christi and Jenny, but getting to my studio helps ground my thoughts in reality instead of sinful fantasies. I check the schedule and see that my two instructors are already here and prepping their classrooms. Geanie is a perky redhead, shorter than me but with a fit and sturdy frame. Kyle is a tall, slim guy who usually ties up with long hair in a man bun. I’ve seen his hair down, and he looks hot either way. Their classes are full, and I help my receptionist, Cayce, with check-ins. Cayce is eighteen and about to graduate high school and works for me as an intern. She knows Craig and wants to become a personal trainer when she graduates.

I enjoy working with my team, but I’m more of a manager now, with only a few classes on the schedule. Today is a light day, so I take the time to catch up with the books. It’s not mindless, requiring more than idle attention, so I let the discussion from this morning slip from my mind. My phone buzzes and interrupts my focus, but seeing that it’s a text from Craig makes me smile.

Craig: Hey, Babe, want to come to the school for lunch?



I’d love to. Where should I meet you?



My office. A colleague wants to meet you.



At the school?



My mind suddenly shifts from thoughts of work to thoughts of Craig and what he is scheming. We haven’t discussed how our new dynamic will work, so I might be jumping to conclusions.

Yeah, we have a long break between classes, so we’ll have some privacy.



I feel a well of arousal between my thighs as I type back.

What are you suggesting?



You know.



*wink* *eggplant* *peach* emojis



Is that going to be safe?



My heart races with the thought—the risk of getting caught spikes my libido. I don’t even know who Craig’s colleague is, but I’m already on board with whatever he’s planning.

I’ll take care of it, and you.



Can you be here in twenty minutes? You’ll have to check in with the front office.



I’ll leave now.



I type back and quickly change into jeans and a pullover, long-sleeve top over my sports bra in my office.

“Cayce, I’m meeting Craig for lunch,” I tell her as I pass. “If you need anything, just ask Geanie or Kyle.”

“Sure thing, Felicia! Enjoy!” Cayce’s eyes are bright as she smiles.

I’m a mess of arousal as I slide into my car. I can feel how tight my nipples where they press against my sports bra, and I’m glad the tank top is loose and obscures my obvious arousal. I have to check in at school because of mandatory security protocol, and I would get into even more trouble if I tried to go around the normal process. I still don’t know what Craig has planned, but I’m sinking into a submissive headspace and only want to please him and his desires. That only makes my heart race more.

Arriving at the school, I park and turn off the car. I sit and check my phone, but I don’t see any more texts from Craig. I tap out a quick message and send it as I exit the car.

“I’m here. What are you planning?”



“Trust me.”



I’m shivering, even though I’m warm. The sun is shining, and the sky is cloudless. Anticipation builds inside me as I enter and approach the front desk. I smile at the receptionist, who’s gotten to know my face with how often I visit Craig.

“Hey, Felicia,” she says with a grin. “Coach called and said you can go back. You know the way?” She slides a badge across the counter.

“Thank you, Trudy.” I smile at her and wonder if she knows more than she lets on. I’ve met Craig for lunch before, but something tells me this is different than sharing a meal. I didn’t even bring any food. “Yes, I know the way. I’ll bring this back when I leave,” I say, waving the badge before clipping it to my tank top. I walk down the mostly empty high school corridor, smiling absently at the few students who walk by me. I’m glad it’s during a class period, or there would be a sea of young people walking past me.

I wonder if this is a booty call; it seems like it, and my body is responding likewise. I feel the welling arousal in my core, the wetness of my panties only making me hotter. Something between me and Craig and me has shifted since we returned from Galveston. I feel so much closer to him, and he’s taken on a casual dominance when he talks and texts me. I pace through the halls on autopilot, push the gym doors open, and step inside the darkened room.

I know the way in the dimly lit gym. It’s usually dark during school hours because they only turn on the bright lights for practices and games after hours. If there’s a gym class this period, will students be loitering nearby during lunch? I walk down the hall to the staff area separating the two gendered locker rooms and notice Craig’s door is open. I quicken my step, push the door open, and smile at him where he sits behind his desk.

As Craig sees me and stands up, I step in, turning slightly to see the other person in the room. She’s a little shorter than me, dressed similarly to Craig. Expecting a guy, I shoot a look of confusion at Craig. He shrugs back, so I relax, smile, and extend my hand.

“I’m Felicia,” I say, watching her eyes catch mine and noticing a hint of familiarity in her smile.

“We’ve met before,” she says, taking my hand firmly. “I’m Natalie, but everyone calls me Nat. I’m Craig’s counterpart.”

“Oh! Right!” I say, angling my eye at Craig again and raising a brow. “Sorry, I was lost in thought. Nice to see you again, Nat.”

She lets go of my hand, but her eyes linger on mine, then slowly work their way down my body. I blink slowly. Is she checking me out?

“What’s going on?” I finally ask after letting my eyes linger on Nat, unable to resist a tour of her fit body. Like Craig, she’s wearing a polo shirt with the school logo and a pair of yoga pants that show off her shapely legs. Ever since the week in Galveston, I’ve been admiring other females and becoming comfortable with my bisexuality. Nat’s hot, and my latent lust starts fizzling in my nerves again.

“Nat asked me a question, and I didn’t want to speak for you,” Craig says with a blush. He shrugs, walks around the desk, and puts his arm around me to whisper in my ear. “She asked about my weekend, and we started talking. You don’t have to say anything you’re uncomfortable with. I know this is out of the blue.”

I look into his eyes, feeling the trust between us, and shrug with a smile. “It’s okay, babe.” Then I turn to Nat to look at her and tilt my head. “What do you want to ask me?”

“Craig was bragging about some orgy over the weekend,” Nat says, crossing her arms and giving me a crooked grin. “I called bullshit.”

“It’s true,” I say with a shrug. “It surprised me, and I didn’t even know what was planned until my friend told me just as we arrived.”

“No shit?” Nat says, and her eyes drop to give my body another glance. The look in her eyes has my core clenching. “How many people?”

I look at Craig, who gives me a shrug and permission to spill some tea. “I’m not going to name any names, but four other guys and two other girls. It was pretty wild.”

“Wow.” Nat looks back and forth between us, and I notice a blush rise on her cheeks. “Aren’t you guys, like, getting married?”

“Well, when he proposes with a ring,” I start and nudge Craig. “Yes, I want to marry him. But we also agreed to be open with our relationship.”

“Open how?” Nat asks, and I feel her eyes sliding up and down my body again.

“It’s up to Craig,” I say with a shrug. “My limits are up to him. Why do you ask?”

She bites her lip and looks over at Craig for a moment. I follow and look at my boyfriend as he shrugs and tilts his head in my direction. Nat looks back at me nervously, and I grin and step toward her. Craig watches me but doesn't say anything to stop me. I follow my gut as feelings of lust and power rise inside me, stepping closer to Nat. Craig can reel me back if I take things too far, but my intuition tells me he wants to watch what happens.

“Let me help you,” I whisper as I drop my hands to Nat’s waist and lower my head to brush my lips over hers. “Is this what you want?”


CHAPTER 3
NATALIE



Nat’s moan as my lips press against hers has my core clenching. Her lips are firm but soft as she sinks into my kiss. I pull her against me, feeling the softness of her breasts pressing lightly against mine. I’m slightly taller than her, so it feels right to take charge of her. The first kiss is like an icebreaker, and I pull back to look into her eyes and to check if I’ve been too forward.

“Wow,” she breathes. I notice her eyes are a light hazel as we look at each other.

I look over my shoulder at Craig, who moves to lock the door to his office, then leans against the door, crossing his arms and watching us. I grin at him and then back to Nat, ducking my head and kissing her again. This time, our lips part, and our tongues tangle as we both moan at the rising arousal. I slip my fingers under her polo’s hem and pull up slightly. I’m unsure of our direction, but Craig seems fine with me making out with his coworker.

“Fuck,” Nat sighs as I pull her top up, and she lifts her arms. She looks at me with dark eyes as she crosses her arms in front, then pulls her sports bra up, releasing her breasts that bounce slightly. I smirk as I pull off my pullover and do the same. Topless, we sink back into a deep kiss. Running my hands along her sides as her fingers slide up my back, I lean into her until our breasts press together, and I feel how rigid her nipples are as I groan into her mouth.

“Are you bi?” I ask in a whisper.

“Lesbian,” Nat says, then kisses me deeply, tangling her tongue with mine before pulling back breathlessly. “I broke up with my partner a few months ago, and—fuck. I’m horny. Is this okay?”

“I’m good with it,” I smirk over my shoulder at Craig. “Should he just watch?”

I turn to watch Nat grin shyly at Craig before staring back into my eyes. “I don’t care, I just need you… Something about you turns me on.”

I hum and run my hands down her back, then slide my fingers into the back of her tights, feeling the heat of her ass. “Have I always turned you on, Nat?”

She nods at me as my hands grip her ass and pull her closer. She moans as my fingers knead into her firm ass, her lips moving to kiss down my neck, accepting my control of her. I arch back, running my fingers back up her side, sliding along her firm tummy, then lifting and cupping her pert breasts. Her mouth covers one of my nipples as I knead the firm softness of her breasts, pulling my fingers to tug on her hard nipples.

I feel my arousal swirl as Nat kisses and sucks my breasts, her hands sliding inside my jeans and gripping my ass. Her touch lights my nerves on fire, and my moans become louder, wanting more. I look around, then turn us, backing Nat up until her ass presses against Craig’s empty desk. I look over at him, and he’s slowly stroking the outline of his cock through his sweats, watching us.

“I want you naked, Nat,” I say huskily, pulling back so I can kick off my shoes and unbutton my jeans.

“Damn. Yeah, okay,” Nat says, doing the same while she watches me.

I push my jeans to my ankles and step out, then do the same with my blue panties while watching Nat. She’s already stripped naked, and her bare pussy has light-red, curly hair across the front. I lick my lips, watching her stare at my bare, waxed pussy, while I stand naked in front of her. I smirk at her and lift an eyebrow expectantly. She drops to her knees, looking up at me. I wasn’t expecting to top Craig’s co-worker over lunch, but here I am.

Stepping forward, I comb my fingers through her short hair and grip firmly. “You want my pussy, Nat?” Her head nods, pushing her nose between my bare lips, and I grind myself on her face. “Mmm, Fuck, that’s a good girl. Lick me, Nat.”

Craig is watching us with his pants around his knees, his thick cock stiffly jutting from his crotch. I tilt my chin, wanting him closer to me as Nat’s tongue curls inside my slick, wet pussy. Craig kicks off his shoes and steps out of his sweats. Then, naked from the waist down, he walks until he’s standing beside me. I lick my palm and drop my hand to his cock, then grip him tightly and stroke.

Nat eagerly laps at my clit with tight circles, and I feel my knees weaken as my arousal coils inside me. I pull her head back, and she looks up at me, wiping her lips with the back of her hand. She looks over at Craig and watches my hand stroke up and down his cock. She closes her eyes and then looks back at me.

“On your back on his desk, Nat,” I say huskily. “I want to lick this sweet pussy of yours while Craig fucks me. Will that be a problem?”

“N-no.” Nat shakes her head, rising to her feet. She backs up against the desk, grips the edge, lifts her hips, and sits on the edge.

I follow her with one hand wrapped around Craig’s dick. I feel a surge of power, being in control of my boyfriend and his hot co-worker. Letting go of Craig, I lean and grip Nat’s thighs, pressing them open as I lean forward and press a soft kiss just above her mound.

“Do you want my tongue in your pussy, Nat?” I ask, using my fingers to stroke up and down her lips, which are thick and glistening with arousal. I flick my eyes up to look at her, watching her swallow and then nod. “Use your words, Nat.” My voice is a low growl, and I shiver as I take more control of her.

“P-please,” Nat says in a throaty whisper. “Fuck, Felicia. Please lick my needy pussy. You can do anything.”

I nod, then moan as I feel Craig grab my hips from behind. I shiver as he drags the head of his cock along my sodden lips, and I close my eyes, pushing back slightly. Craig spanks my ass, and I’m caught in the middle between submitting to my powerful boyfriend and dominating Nat.

“You’re a submissive slut, aren’t you?” I tease her. I want her to beg a bit. In my mind, I’m begging Craig to slam his cock in deep, but we seem to be on the same wavelength. He wants me to tease Natalie, knowing that I’m needy for his hard cock.

“Yes, ma’am.” Nat nods at me. “Please, I need this so badly.”

“Anything? I can do anything to you?” I blow my hot breath over her wet folds, and her hips tighten under my gaze.

“Anything,” Nat says, shuddering. “I’ll be your pussy-licking toy whenever you want.”

I chuckle and press my tongue against her clit. She shudders and moans as I flick my tongue across the tense bundle of nerves. I didn’t expect to hear that from anyone, let alone Craig’s co-worker, but the thought of her on her knees thrills me as I explore her quivering folds with my lips and tongue.

“Oh! Fuck!” Nat moans as I slide my tongue between her nether lips and lap up her sweet honey. I enjoyed learning how to pleasure a woman with Jenny and Christi. And while this is my first time licking someone else, Nat’s moans tell me I’m doing what she wants. I suck her lips into my mouth and moan, vibrating her tender folds, then lap up to tease her clit again.

My body jerks forward, and I grunt at the feeling of Craig’s cock pushing into me. I moan out loudly from the exquisite feeling of his cock stretching my tight pussy. I push back, wanting him deeper, my mind going blank from the pleasure of his thick cock filling me.

“Don’t stop,” Nat whines, her fingers combing through my hair.

I lift my hand and slide my fingers along her pussy lips, collecting her dew on my fingertips and then pressing them inside her. Her hips lift as her pussy accepts two of my fingers. I flutter my tongue over her clit, then rise to look up at her. “Not stopping until you come, sweet girl.”

Craig has buried himself inside me while I find the right position, bending over with my mouth on Nat’s pussy, my fingers hooking up into her tenderest spot. He’s slowly pumping his thick cock in and out, and I squeeze my inner muscles rhythmically around his shaft while he slowly fucks me. I want him to pound me. But right now, I need to make Nat come on my fingers and tongue.

“Fuck, babe,” Craig growls. “You’re so fucking tight and wet. Such a sexy slut.”

I purr at his praise as I circle my fingertips inside Nat, hearing her moans pick up and grow louder. I feel her pussy ripple around my fingers, and I lower my mouth down to flick my tongue over her clit. With my free arm, I stretch out my hand and grab one of her tits. They bounce softly as her body sways. Craig punches his cock into me, and I’m shoved against Nat. As our moans fill the room. All three of us swaying in a connected chain of flesh. I pull Nat’s nipple with my fingers, and I feel her hips shudder under my relentless tongue.

“Oh! Fuck! I’m coming,” Nat says in a high-pitched squeal.

I know she’d scream if we weren’t in a school office. I fuck my fingers into her as her pussy clamps around them, my lips circling and sucking her clit as I feel her pussy gush around my fingers. I slide my mouth down and lap up her release, savoring the tang of her juices as I keep churning my fingers inside her.

Craig starts thrusting harder into me as Nat comes apart on my fingers and tongue. I moan as his cock starts driving deeper inside me. Nat pushes my mouth off her oversensitive clit, and I shift my body up, kissing my way up her taut belly. Her body relaxes as Craig’s thrusts press me against her, pressing my body up her slack torso with his steady, hard thrusts.

My breasts slide up her abdomen, and I close my lips around her hard nipple and suck. I’m moaning as Craig’s thrusts drive me crazy, moving up over Nat’s body until our mouths meet. We kiss deeply, and I’m moaning against her lips while Craig’s hips punch his thick cock into me. I arch back as my thighs start to tense.

“Oh fuck, babe!” Craig grunts, and I can tell he’s at his edge. I’m right there with him, turning quickly to look over my shoulder.

When our gazes meet, we hit our peaks simultaneously. My pussy clamps around his throbbing shaft, and I feel his cock pulse and shoot his hot cream into my contracting pussy. We stare at each other as we experience the bliss of our orgasms. When we peak, then fade, I return my attention to Nat and kiss her again.

Our bodies seem to mold together as we kiss, catching our breath. Craig’s broad chest presses against my back, and I relish being in the middle of my two lovers. I close my eyes and rest with my cheek pressed against Nat’s, running my hands along her side. I turn my head when I feel Craig’s body shift, focusing on his lips as he lowers and kisses me. Together, we're all floating in bliss after our torrid tryst.


CHAPTER 4
MENTOR



Slowly, my mind knits back together. When I feel Craig pull back, sliding his cock out of my pussy, I rise. Blushing as my hand drops to cup my pussy, I know I’ll be leaking Craig’s cream if I don’t wash up before I dress. Nat looks at me, then down to my hand, and her cheeks blush. I feel something pass between us when I smirk at her.

“You said you'd be my pussy-licking toy,” My tone is low and seductive. It's an effective tease, using her words against her. Even so, Nat surprises me when she nods and slides to her knees between Craig’s desk and me. I feel her shudder, looking up at me with a dark heat in her eyes. I pull my hand up, exposing my bare pussy, and feel Craig’s cum seep from my opening. She stares at me, and I feel like we’re at an impasse before I reach and grip her hair, steering her mouth to my gleaming pussy.

“Clean me up, pet,” I say in a throaty growl.

She moans in response as her lips seal against my pussy, pushing her tongue into the slick mess of Craig’s oozing cum. I lift one leg and press my foot against Craig’s heavy desk, opening myself up for Nat’s eager tongue and mouth. I suck the few drops of Craig’s cum from my hand, then use both hands to grip Nat's hair, holding her to my leaking cunt. I can see her shoulders flush red as I take control. She moans hungrily as she laps my pussy, collecting my boyfriend's cum on her tongue.

I can relate to her arousal at her submissive act. There is an edge of humiliation to degrading yourself so wantonly. I felt the same way when I eagerly sucked the cop’s cock when he pulled us over. I felt objectified as a sex toy for a stranger, and I can tell that Nat cleaning my throbbing pussy hits a similar kink. I caress her hair and moan, grinding my hips into her eager tongue.

“Good girl. Don’t miss a drop.” She shudders at my praise. When she’s done, she pulls her head back and looks up at me, her cheeks gleaming with my spending. Her eyes are wide as she gazes up at me, and I recall that feeling of being drunk on lust. I lower down to my knees and kiss her, holding her close as she wraps her arms around me. “Mmm. Did you like that, Nat?”

“Yeah,” she says after a long moment. “It was unexpected, but …”

She goes speechless as she looks at me, and I smile and tilt my head. “But?”

“It’s nothing.” Her eyes shift away, and I shake my head slowly.

“It’s not ‘nothing,’” I say softly, putting my finger under her chin and tilting her eyes to look into mine. “Tell me.”

“I’d like to do this again,” she says quietly, looking past me to Craig, then back at me. “I’m not wanting a relationship. I just need this from time to time. I know you’re Craig’s girlfriend. I’m not crazy. It’s hard to find someone that clicks, you know?

“I’d like that,” I say with a smile. “We just have to keep Craig in the loop. Right, babe?”

“Yeah,” Craig says. I turn to see him smiling at both of us, already dressed. “That was hot. I’d like to watch that again. Maybe we can have you over for a weekend when Amelia’s at her mom’s.”

Nat looks at both of us, then stands up, and we all hug tight. Craig checks his watch and then coughs. “You’d better get dressed, babe. Don’t forget to check out at the front desk.”

“Right.” I smile and kiss him again, then turn to Nat, brushing my fingers over her damp cheeks. “Don’t wash this off.” I lean to whisper into her ear, “I want you to smell me the rest of the day.”

She stiffens, then nods and kisses me firmly. “Yes, ma’am.”

We all start dressing again, and I comb my fingers through my hair, fixing my ponytail. I look at Craig, twisting back and forth like I’m getting an inspection.

“You look good, babe.” He presses a kiss on my forehead. “I’m glad you came for lunch.”

His smile is genuine, and I feel a tightness in my chest. I love him so much, and this kinky turn in our sex life has me feeling more sparks for Craig than ever before. I momentarily hug Nat tight, then stride from Craig’s office with my head high. I walk confidently back to the front desk, noticing the hallways are slightly busier as I walk past students going to and from class. I drop off my pass in the box, wave to the front desk secretary, and head back to my car.

I slide into the driver’s seat, plugging my phone into the car’s stereo. After starting the car and backing out of my space, I call Christi. The surprise at what happened with Nat remains fresh as the phone rings.

“What’s up, buttercup?” Christi’s cheerful voice in the speaker makes me smile.

“Nothing, except me being a Domme to Craig’s co-worker in his office over lunch.”

“Shut up! What?” Christi laughs. “Girl, you get into the weirdest situations.”

“This is Craig’s fault.” I laugh. “I just thought he wanted to have a quickie over lunch. Instead, he introduces me to Natalie, the other gym coach.”

I relate what happened to Christi while driving back to my studio. When I finish, I sigh dramatically.

“Why the sigh? That sounds like a fun time to me.” Christi says.

“Oh, it was, for sure,” I say. “But shouldn’t Craig be hooking me up with other guys, not his gal pals? Not that I mind. I’m fully embracing my bisexuality.”

“As you should!” Christi says, and I can hear something like pride in her voice. “Look, here’s the deal. Whatever you and Craig decide is on the table, is on the table. There are no rules for opening your relationship other than what you agree on.”

“I get that,” I say quietly.

“You and Craig just need to keep talking about it,” Christi says, and I can hear the care in her voice. “He’s a good guy, and he’s going to take care of you. He’s a bit kinkier than I thought after hearing that story, but so long as everyone is happy and no one is getting hurt, enjoy the ride.”

“What about topping her?” I ask, my head still reeling at the feeling of power I had when she submitted to me.

“What about it?” Christi asks. “You’re a little bit of a switch; that’s not rare. I’m a switch most of the time. I love to take a dominant role with a girl who wants to have fun with Will. But I also like kneeling for my man and letting him take control. Power exchange is heady stuff, babe.”

“How did you get to know about all of this?” I ask.

“Fucking around and finding out.” Christi laughs. “Felicia, you’re in a good place with a good man. Relax and have fun. I’ve read a lot of shit here and there on the internet. It helped us when we opened up our marriage and started swinging. Some of the advice was good, but a lot of it was bullshit. You have to know yourself most of all. Communicate with Craig. That’s the biggest thing. I’ll always talk with you, but you should be having this conversation with him. You see that, right?”

“Yeah, I get it.” I smile. “It just sort of happened, and like with the cop, I followed Craig’s lead.”

“That’s not so bad, but you need to have that talk with him. You need to understand your boundaries for yourself and as a couple.”

“Thank you, Christi.” I smile as I park and shut off the car. “I am glad we’re friends.”

“Anytime, sweetie. Enjoy the rest of your day.”

I leave the car and walk back to my studio, greeting Cayce with a smile. “Have you taken lunch yet?”

“Nope, I was waiting for you to get back,” Cayce says, then reaches under the counter for her purse. “I’m just going to that Mexican food place on the corner. I’ll be gone maybe thirty minutes.”

“Enjoy,” I tell her as we pass each other at the end of the counter. “Can you bring me back a taco salad?”

She looks back at me with confusion. “I thought you had lunch with Coach?”

I blush. “Well, we forgot to eat,” I say with a grin, passing her a twenty. “Keep the change.”

“Damn, no wonder you’re glowing.” Cayce grins and waves as she leaves the studio.

I sit on the stool at the front counter, pulling out my phone. I dash off a text to Craig before I forget.

We should talk about this.



I wait, but there are no little bubbles. I know he’s probably busy teaching, so I don’t worry about it. We’ll talk about it later. It’s quiet, so I grab my laptop from my desk and then return to the front counter to continue what I was working on before lunch.


CHAPTER 5
HOME



Craig answers my text eventually, apologizing for the delay from being busy with his students. He doesn’t need to apologize, but he’s always courteous when he’s not dominating me in bed and taking what is his. I love that he is both a gentleman and a passionate lover. We trade texts throughout the afternoon: talking about the day, who’s picking up Amelia from school (Craig), who’s stopping by the store for last-minute dinner items (me), and then agreeing to take time in the evening to discuss what’s been on my mind since the lunch interlude with Nat.

I keep cycling back through the surprise tryst and how much it turned me on. Not just being with another woman I’d not been close to before but taking charge and topping her. I still felt like I was under Craig’s control the whole time, and I’d never feel comfortable taking charge of him—not that he’d let me. His casual dominance over me has grown since Galveston. When we’re alone, I melt under his intensity.

We work as a team when it comes to family. I’m not related to his daughter, Amelia. I am much younger than her mother, but Amelia trusts me and sees me as a role model. I want to keep her trust to be able to help her with the challenges of middle school.

My mind cycles through the changes in my life, my growing libido with Craig, and the kinky lifestyle we have chosen to follow. With Christi and Jenny as mentors, I know it’s possible to have a satisfying sexual lifestyle and still co-parent responsibly. Since Craig shares custody with his ex-wife, we have a bit more freedom to explore our kinky side during our weekends without Amelia at home.

I pull into the garage after picking up a few groceries at the store. Craig’s car is parked, so I know they're both home. I smile as I get out and collect my things. Amelia greets me when I come inside and helps me unpack the groceries. Craig cooks dinner while I sit with Amelia as she finishes her homework. She is a smart girl and doesn’t need help with her homework. But it helps her finish if I sit with her and remind her to stay on task.

I hear Craig’s phone beep and watch as he pulls it out of his jeans and looks at the screen. He twists to look at me and gives me a wink. Then taps a few buttons on his phone, and I feel my phone buzz in my back pocket.

Craig: Nat wants your number. Is that okay?



Sure. Is it okay with you? What does she want?



Craig looks down at his phone, then turns and gives me a look with one eyebrow raised. I can tell it’s not a normal type of request. I hold my phone so only I can see the screen while Amelia works diligently on her assignment. My phone buzzes. It’s a text from Nat. I add her number to my contacts and reply.

Hey Felicia



What’s up?



The tension in my gut tightens as the dots twirl on my phone, showing me she’s typing back. I look at Amelia, and she smiles and starts putting her books away in her backpack.

“I’m done. Can I play video games? Sammy needs me on her squad,” Amelia asks.

Sammy is Jenny’s daughter. I nod. Part of me is relieved that Craig and I will be alone. “Go on, have fun. Don’t get in too deep. Dinner will be ready soon.”

“You’ve got an hour kid.” Craig’s gruff voice gets a wave from Amelia as she hurries to her room.

Waiting for my phone to buzz to indicate a reply from Nat, I rise and move next to Craig. I lean my hip against the counter and look up at him. “What do you think she wants?”

“You kinda mashed all her buttons, babe.” Craig smiles. “She was all heart eyes the rest of the day. She’s had a rough time since her girlfriend dumped her. She’s a cool gal, but she can be intense.”

“You think—” my voice stops mid-sentence when I feel my phone buzz and look down to read her text.

Nat: I feel awkward asking, but I can’t help it. I want more of you. I know you’re with Craig. I know this is out of left field. I want to know what's possible.”



I show the phone to Craig and watch as he reads, his lips curving into a grin. I smirk at him and shrug. “What do you think? Is this going to be a problem?”

“It’s up to you, babe,” Craig says, leaning and kissing my forehead, then hugging me to his chest with one arm. “I don’t mind if my bisexual girlfriend has a fuck buddy on the side.”

I snort and laugh. “Is that what you think this is?”

“Felicia, I trust you. I love you. I know you’ve embraced a lot of changes very quickly. I’m here to support you with whatever you want to explore. I want to be a part of it. We have no secrets between us. Do you want to explore whatever this is with Nat?”

I lean and kiss his cheek and cup his package. He’s thick with arousal, which helps me with the decision. I bite my lip and look to make sure the kitchen is empty. Then I tap the button to call Nat and put it on speaker so Craig can listen. It rings twice before she answers.

“H-hello?”

“I have you on speaker, pet,” I say in a deeper voice, smirking when I hear her moan softly in response. “I don’t keep any secrets from my boyfriend. Are you okay with that?”

“Y-yes, ma’am.”

“Can you still smell my pussy smeared all over your face, pet?” I can’t believe the words flowing out of my mouth, but Nat’s whimper over the phone is like a shot of adrenaline, and I feel my pussy pulse with the feeling of power I have over her.

“Y-yes, ma’am,” she says and blows out a breath. “It’s why I needed to talk to you. I… You... Fuck.”

“Pet.” My voice is low, and I emit a little growl. I look up at Craig, and his grin encourages me. “Are you begging to be my submissive fuck toy?” I keep my voice low and quiet with my lips right next to the phone. I blow my breath slowly across the microphone and when I stop, Nat’s whimper is like pure sex. “Use your words, pet. Beg like the good girl I know you can be.”

This is a bit crazy; I’m easily ten years younger than Nat. The power of dominating this older woman is like a drug, and I feel the sexual thrill of power exchange. I know what it’s like to submit to Craig. Is this what he feels when I do?

“Can I please be your fuck toy, Mistress?” Nat says, and I can hear her moan at the end.

I growl lowly, wanting to exert myself. Hearing her moaning, I wonder what she’s doing.

“Are you touching yourself, pet?”

“Y-yes, ma’am.”

“Stop.”

Her shuddered moan of frustration sends another thrill through me. By the silence that follows, I can tell she obeys me.

“If you’re my toy, then you must keep your hands off what’s mine. You understand this, don’t you?”

“Yes, Mistress.”

“You’re a needy slut, and I’m going to teach you to control yourself. Do you understand?”

Craig’s eyes widen as he watches me take control, and I blush and give him a slight shrug and a smile. Nat is quiet, and I can hear her slow her breathing. I recognize the relaxation technique I teach in yoga class.

“That’s good, pet. Breathe and focus. Find your center,” I coach her over the phone.

I wait without saying anything else, and I hear her breathing steadily. Then her voice returns, sounding more normal.

“Thank you. You’re good at this,” Nat says, and I can tell she’s under control.

“We will sort this out, Nat,” I say, using her name now that our interaction is back to normal. “I’m interested in continuing this with you, but I’m in control. Do you understand?”

“I do. Felicia, thank you. I won’t disappoint you.”

“Let’s not jump too far ahead,” I giggle. “This will be fun. Let me think about this some, and I’ll get back to you soon. Not tonight, though. Tonight, I want you to have a normal night. No masturbating.”

“I understand,” Nat says, then she pauses. “Felicia?”

“Yes.”

“I just want to say how much I appreciate this. I know it’s a lot. But I trust you more than I can explain.”

“That’s good,” I say softly. “I don’t want to abuse your trust, Nat. I think you’re a special woman. I think we can both learn a lot.”

We both say goodbye, and I end the call, sliding my phone into my back pocket and looking up at Craig. “Well, that was unexpected.”

“Yeah, but you’re a natural, it seems,” Craig says, pulling me into his arms. He leans and kisses my forehead as I relax against his powerful chest. “How do you feel about it?”

“It feels really good,” I admit. “It’s a thrill to feel the power of control. In some ways, it’s not too different than coaching and teaching yoga—just kinkier. I can figure this out, but I’ll need some help sometimes.”

“Makes you horny, though.” Craig smirks down at me.

“Totally. But right now, I’m horny for you, babe.”

“Good.” Craig releases me and pats my ass. “I’ll take care of you tonight, don’t worry.”

“You never worry me, lover,” I say, kissing above his heart.

I step back and then start setting the table for dinner. Preparing to eat with Amelia, we slip back into our familiar roles. We both agree that sharing a meal as a family is important, and it’s one of many reasons I feel so safe with Craig. Even with the oddity of assuming the Domme role to his co-worker, our relationship still feels steady and safe. He allows me to explore and also supports and encourages me. I smile again, recalling how Jenny always calls him Coach. It suits him.


CHAPTER 6
SECURITY



After family dinner, the three of us continue our routine. Amelia watches some TV while I chat with Jenny and Christi online. I showed them how to use Discord, and they’ve picked it up easily. It feels like a good place to talk without incessant text messages. We're in a private group chat when I explain to them about Nat and ask for their advice. Christi says she’ll help me and starts a thread with links to online sources.

“We really should all go to a munch,” Jenny says in the private chat.

“Oh, good idea,” Christi chimes in. “Man, I forgot about munches.”

“Is that like a brunch? Because I’d love a mimosa!” I add a laughing emoji, then continue. “What is a munch?”

“It’s a low-key meet-up for people in the kink lifestyle—newbie friendly,” Christi says.

“Brad and I got into the lifestyle through a munch when we started dating,” Jenny says. “We relaxed our lifestyle after Sammi was born, but we’re returning to it now. It would be good to have a refresher. If you’re going to be Nat’s Domme, you need to learn about BDSM and safety.”

“I don’t think I’m going to be tying her up and stuff,” I type back, feeling over my head again.

“It’s not just physical safety, babe,” Christi says. “You need to know the proper care and feeding of a submissive. It will be good for you and Craig, too. I learned a lot about myself going to munches.”

“If you guys go, I’ll go,” I agree, and the conversation continues. When our conversation ends and I log off, I look forward to climbing into bed with Craig.

I tell Amelia good night and stop at Craig’s study, where he’s preparing for his classes the next day. I kiss his bald head and hug him from behind. “I’m going to go shower. Want to join me?”

“Duh!” He grins and closes his laptop. He stands and takes my hand before we climb the stairs to our bedroom. Craig starts the water running to get it hot, and we both strip naked before climbing into the showers.

We have a routine in the shower and move together, washing each other. It’s soothing while also being arousing. By the time we’re clean, Craig’s erect, and I’m needy.

Sinking to my knees, I stroke his cock, looking up at him and enjoying the lust in his eyes. I push my mouth over his cock, sucking the water off his steely length, stroking him with one hand, and kneading his heavy balls with the other. His fingers comb through my wet hair, gripping tightly at the roots. I push my mouth deep onto his cock, and he tugs until his crown pushes into my throat. My eyes are half closed as I stare at him, submitting to his desire as he slowly fucks my face.

When he pulls me back, I rise, twist around, and face the wall. His hands grip my hips as I push my ass back toward him. My pussy is hot and slick as he pushes his fat head inside, and moan as his thick cock stretches my opening. There is an urgency in his strokes, and his growled moans as he fucks me hard. I press my hands against the tile, pushing my hips back to meet his insistent thrusts. I twist my head to stare back at him as he punches his cock into me, and I see his eyes flare with lust as he uses my willing body for his pleasure.

I hit my peak first, as my thighs shake and my pussy clamps around his thick cock. Craig’s groan as he punches deep inside my clenching walls makes my eyes roll back, and I feel the heat of his cum filling my pussy. He slows his strokes, and I tremble as he keeps cycling his throbbing cock inside me.

When he slows to a halt and pulls back, I twist around and fall back on my knees, sucking the last of his cum from his tip. I grin around his thickness as he shivers from the sensitivity, then swallow as I stand up and hug him tightly.

“I love you,” I say softly before his lips meet mine.

“I love you, too,” Craig says as we part the kiss.

We dry silently, then dress in our pajamas and crawl into bed. I feel sated from the shower sex, and it feels wonderful to relax against Craig’s chest and run my fingernails through his chest hair. His hand strokes my back, and I relax against him.

“So you don’t mind if I have a submissive girlfriend?” I ask him the question that’s been on my mind all night.

“Is that what Natalie is?” Craig asks, and I turn and rest my head against his belly and look up at him.

“Being her Domme is a bit more than just friends,” I reply with a shrug. “She’s not ever going to replace you.”

Craig smiles at me, then looks across the room, his brow creasing like he’s thinking carefully about what he wants to say. I let him think and caress his chest, enjoying touching him as we talk. When he looks at me again, he smiles.

“I think I’m learning that we all have different levels of love for people we are intimate with. I know you’re bisexual, and so I think it’s probably natural for you to have a special girlfriend. Do you think you know Natalie well enough to be her Domme?” Craig smiles as he finishes, and I take a moment to consider his question.

“Well. I don’t know her well, but I want to know her better. I feel differently about her than I do, Jenny or Christi. They feel like family, if that makes sense.” Craig nods, and I continue. “So you’re saying you’re okay with me dating her? Taking time to get to know her better and fostering a kinky relationship?”

“Yeah, that’s the best thing for both of you.” Craig nods. “You had hot sex, and you both felt something significant. You should explore what that means and if it’s real before you deepen the sexual dynamic. Being someone’s dominant partner is more than just sex, but I think you know that already.”

“Thank you, babe,” I say, kissing him lightly. “It is new to both of us. It feels like I’m becoming someone new with all the changes. Like the sweet Felicia you met has changed into someone else. I feel like I’m saying goodbye to who I was. Knowing Natalie at a deeper level doesn’t feel wrong to me.”

“That’s not wrong. You’re evolving. I can see it,” Craig admits. “I was faithfully monogamous when I was with my ex. I still feel committed to being monogamous with you. I won’t start dating other people and forming new relationships. Other than enjoying sex within our circle of friends, I don’t feel any desire to start a new relationship. I can tell you’re different, and that’s okay. You’re bisexual, and you might be polyamorous. I don’t want you to deny who you are. And so long as you're honest with me, I support you and love you regardless.”

“You just want to keep fucking Jenny.” I grin, teasing him, and he laughs.

“Fucking Jenny is sex. I do love her, but she is Brad’s soul mate. I support their relationship, and that’s probably why it works. I think Natalie will support your relationship with me. She’s a good person who needs a solid friend and has a high sex drive. Her break-up messed her up pretty bad.”

“Is that why you invited me to lunch today?”

“Not really. I didn’t want to talk about you behind your back. I wanted to see you, too. It just worked out the way it did.”

“I’m glad that it did. It was a surprise, but I love how you surprise me. Sometimes, I think you know me better than I know myself.” I squeeze him and lay my head on his chest. My hand drifts down to his groin, and I grin as my palm slides over his erection.

“Someone enjoys the thought of his girlfriend dominating his co-worker,” I say and kiss lightly down his toned abdomen as my hand slips under the covers and grips his shaft.

“Someone loves to fuck his girlfriend,” Craig growls, his hand pulling at my tank top and lifting it over my head.

I push the covers back, expose his cock, and lower my mouth to suck the drop of precum leaking from his tip. My hard nipples press against his thigh as I savor his taste and get his cock slick with my spit. Craig moves his fingers through my damp hair, and I moan at the sensation of his cock growing in my mouth.

“I need you inside me,” I say, pulling back and then shoving my shorts off and straddling his broad hips. “I want to ride you.”

“Fuck, yeah,” Craig growls and uses his strong hands to move me over his hips.

I guide his cock into my pussy, already slick with desire. I moan as he slowly fills me, my head tilting as my back arches. Craig leans forward and surrounds one of my nipples with his lips, the scruff of his jaw brushing over my tender flesh. I flex my body, rocking my hips as I lift and slide down his cock.

“Fuck, baby,” I moan. “I love when you suck my nipples like that.”

I’m treated to his hungry growl as he sucks and licks, then moves his mouth to my other breast, gnawing lightly on my other nipple. His hands rest on my hips, supporting my body as I ride his cock, loving how his thickness stretches inside me. I glide up and down, moving faster, chasing another orgasm and twisting my hips to squeeze his hard shaft where it’s buried deep inside me.

I shift off him and twist around, rubbing my ass against his belly. His hands grip my ass, pushing me forward. I move into a reverse cowgirl and continue to ride my man. I rock my hips as I lift my body, moaning as his cock stretches me. Craig jerks his hips to meet my tempo.

When I arch back and use my thighs to press my body up his chest, Craig’s hand wraps around and grips my breasts, pulling my nipples with his thumb and fingers. I close my eyes, letting the feeling of our bodies meshing together wash over me, the heat and feel of his hard muscles rippling as he grips me firmly and moves my body up and down his cock.

I’m breathless as our bodies move in sync, climbing to our peaks in lockstep. We crash into the bliss of our orgasms together, muscles trembling as the waves wash over us. I slump back against his chest as he wraps his muscular arms around me and holds me as our bodies quiet and our breathing steadies.

I slide up and twist as his cock slides out of me, kissing him deeply as we hold each other. I slide down to his side, resting my head against his chest as my eyes close. We grow silent as our breathing slows and sleep overtakes us, peacefully content in each other’s embrace.


CHAPTER 7
EXPLORATION



I wake up to a soft buzzing and turn to the side. Craig’s sleeping steadily as I grab my phone, pulling it off the charging pad. The screen brightens and shows three messages from Nat.

Mistress?



I’m horny.



I’m sorry.



I twist to keep the glow from waking Craig and smirk as I tap a message back.

You’re a needy slut, pet. What do you want?



May I masturbate, Mistress? Please. I need to come so I can sleep.



Do you fuck yourself every night?



Y-yes, Mistress.



My nipples are tightening, and my pussy which is still filled with Craig’s cum, throbs. I reach under the cover and circle my clit lightly while holding the phone in one hand. I look over at Craig, sleeping steadily, and then focus back on the screen phone.

I’m torn. Giving her permission is too easy. Asking permission to masturbate from a girl much younger than her is humiliating already, but I think she needs a little bit of punishment since she woke me up in the middle of the night. I slip out of bed, go into our bathroom, and close the door quietly. In the mirror, I look at myself, still naked from fucking Craig, which gives me a naughty thrill when I start a video call to my submissive slut.

The bathroom light is dimmed, but I know she can see me when the call connects, and I see her eyes widen. Her mouth hinges open as I smirk at her.

“M-mistress,” she stammers.

“Show me, slut. I want to see this needy pussy of yours.” My voice is low and quiet but not a whisper.

The picture on my screen shifts, and I see Nat’s fit body under a t-shirt; her thighs are spread wide, and her hand is under the waist of the panties she’s wearing to bed.

“Tsk.” I show my disappointment. “A pet should be naked for her Mistress. Don’t you think?”

“Yes, M-mistress.” The phone picture flashes to the ceiling, and I hear Nat curse as she moves to pull her clothes off. The picture shifts again, and I am rewarded with a picture of Nat’s naked body, legs spread, and her free hand at her waist.

“Good girl,” I praise her. “Since you need to come, you’re going to show me. I want to see you get yourself off for me. Begin.”

She’s holding the phone high enough that I can see her body from her face to mid-thigh. Her free hand drops, and I watch as her fingers part her lips, and her middle finger presses into her slit, stroking along the crease. Her breathing shifts into moans as she starts to pleasure herself.

“How does it feel to need supervision to masturbate?” I ask her as I let my fingers drift to my pussy and circle my clit. My voice has a mocking tone, which seems to hit her kink because she moans and starts circling her clit. “You have such a needy cunt.”

“Fuck, Mistress. I’m a worthless, needy slut,” Nat confesses as her hips start to lift into her hips into her busy fingers.

“My slut,” I correct, stifling a moan.

“Y-yes, Mistress. Your worthless, needy slut.” Her fingers start moving faster.

“You haven’t even thanked me for allowing you to see me in all my glory?” I tease, my voice growing husky with my growing arousal.

“Mistress…” Nat moans out, a whine under her words. “You are a vision of beauty and so fucking sexy. Thank you for helping your filthy, needy slut.”

“You cannot come before I do, pet.” My voice is husky as I push a finger inside my pussy, my thumb brushing over my clit. I know she's watching me, and I look at my small picture as my hips start to shift, fucking my fingers. “Don’t you dare!”

I watch her face contort as she tries to hold off her peak. “Y-es… Mistress… Unnnnnh!”

I can tell she’s on the edge, and part of me wants to torture her, withholding permission to come for an extended time. But I’m a needy slut too, so I plunge a second finger inside my cunt, hooking up into my g-spot, and lean back against the cool bathroom wall with my legs spread lewdly, my hand a blur over my pussy. I quickly push myself to my peak and tighten my muscles as I feel it hit, moaning out louder than I want to when I feel my pussy clench. Pulling my fingers out quickly, I squirt visibly for the camera and can see my thigh muscles quivering while I come.

“Oh my god…Felicia!!!” Nat moans and I watch her body tense, and a gleam of wetness flows over her fingers.

“Fuck, yes. Come for me, sweet girl. Don’t stop.” I praise her as her body shakes and her eyes close before I hear her moaning my name.

I relax against the wall, holding the phone to show my entire body in the little window. My hand soothes my pussy as I feel the tremors of my orgasm start to wane. Nat’s eyes open slowly as she gazes into her phone. It feels like she’s looking right at me.

“Sleep naked, pet,” I say softly. “You can sleep in the puddle you’ve made to remind you what a needy slut you are. You did the right thing to ask me for permission. Good girl.”

Nat’s mouth curves into a tired smile as she nods. “Thank you, Mistress. Good night.”

I end the call, and place the phone on the counter by the sink. I drop to my knees and grab a towel under the sink to mop up my squirting mess. My mind is still spinning from the heady arousal of taking control of Natalie.

“That sounded fun.” Craig’s deep voice surprises me, and I gasp, twisting to face him, completely nude and still shivering from my orgasm.

“I didn’t want to wake you,” I say, looking up at him. Like me, he’s still naked from when we fucked before falling asleep, and his cock is thick and tempting. I shift to my knees, feeling a little guilty at being caught, and reach out for his cock. “Are you angry with me?”

Craig looks at me and smiles, shaking his head. “You would’ve told me about it in the morning, right?”

I nod up at him and push my mouth over his cock, tasting his fresh precum along with the tang of our juices from earlier. I close my eyes, sinking into my submission, and I focus on pleasing my man. His fingers grip my hair, and I relax my throat. I sink into the mind space of being Craig’s fuck toy, submitting everything to his will. The power shift is dizzying, and I’m on edge again as Craig fucks my mouth. He growls and pulls me to my feet, turns me to face the mirror, and bends me over the counter.

I watch him in the reflection as he pushes his cock inside me, and I moan again at the stretch of his invasion. His eyes are dark, full of lust as he rails me hard. I stare at him, showing him the devotion I feel for him as he uses me to find his bliss.

“Look at yourself. You’re such a sexy slut, babe,” Craig growls as he leans to speak near my ear. His eyes stare into my reflection as he rams his cock into me. “I heard you taking control. You have her wrapped around your finger. That’s fucking hot.”

“Baby,” I whine, feeling yet another orgasm spiraling in my core. “Fuck me. I’m your slut. Only yours.”

“Damn right,” Craig growls, gripping my shoulders and pulling my body back as he punches his cock into me.

His hard use of me pushes me over my edge, and I shatter as I watch my reflection, feeling my cunt clench around Craig’s thickness. My face tightens, and my mouth opens while I moan out in ecstasy. My thighs are shaking as Craig continues to pound into my cunt. When he jerks his hips into my ass, I feel his heat fill my core. I slump against the sink, boneless, while Craig empties himself inside me for the third time tonight.

When we both catch our breath from the impromptu, torrid fucking, Craig lifts me into his arms, and I wrap my hands around his neck, looking up at his serenely calm face. He carries me back to bed, lying down and sliding behind me. We’re both naked, and I’m still trembling from my series of orgasms, but I relax into his arms with his warm chest pressing into my back.

“You’re not upset?” I ask, hearing the tremor in my voice.

“No, baby. Go to sleep. You’re going to need your rest.”

I feel my lips curl into a smile. Soon, I’m slipping into my dreams, safely in the arms of the man I love and who loves and accepts who I am and who I’m becoming.
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To my muse, who doesn’t let me rest sometimes.


Why do you put her in charge?

FROM ALIENS


PROLOGUE


Hi, I’m Christi. I’m best friends with Jenny, who’s earned her reputation as a hotwife soccer mom, and Felicia, a feisty yoga instructor. I’m married to Will, and we have a little secret: we’re swingers. We got started because I wanted to watch Will fuck other women. Some might call me a cuckcake, but I’m not pedantic about labels; I just love to watch my Will fuck sexy women.

I discovered Jenny’s hotwife ways by noticing her vixen-shaped anklet on her wrist. I worked it out with Jenny’s husband to let me watch Will fuck Jenny.

After that, my best friend launched into her hotwife era. After running through Brad’s friends, they invited a bunch for a weeklong fuck fest at Jenny’s beach house. That’s when I befriended Felicia, a willowy brunette who discovered she was a switch like me.

The three of us regularly meet for coffee in a coffee shop near where we live north of Dallas. We share stories and plan dates, and our tight circle has grown closer. Will and I still swing with a separate group who enjoy regular parties. A few months ago, we were invited to a posh new mansion that finished construction, and that’s where this story begins.


CHAPTER 1
CHRISTI



My body aches deliciously as I stir under the sheets. Twisting and reaching for my bedmate, I find only cool sheets. I remember fading into a blissful sleep with him beside me, but now he’s not there. Rising onto one elbow, I open my eyes, blinking.

“Hello?”

My voice is scratchy, and the ache in my throat reminds me of the fun I had last night. I hear nothing in my strange bedroom, and I sit up and push my fingers through my hair. I realize I’m naked when the soft, white comforter tumbles off my breasts. My nipples tighten from the cool air.

“Hello?”

My voice is a little louder, but there’s still no answer. Slipping out from the warm nest of covers, I stretch up on my toes and look around the room. I don’t see any clothes, at least not any of my clothes, but I spy a silk robe hanging off a hook on the back of a door. Grabbing it, I slip my arms in one at a time and pull the robe closed, tying a bow in the smooth silk tie.

The bedroom is huge, as is the bed I woke up in. I turn in a circle, admiring the luxurious bed linens, erotic paintings hanging on the wall, and leather chairs in a small nook in one corner. I pull open the door with the hook and reveal a huge bathroom with two open closets. I walk in, feeling sticky from last night’s activities. I want to find the silver fox I slept with before I shower, but that can wait until I look more presentable.

My reflection in the polished mirror shows my hair and makeup are messy. I have raccoon eyes, and some of my hair sticks out at odd angles. Turning on the faucet, I scrub the old makeup off my face using a bar of beauty soap on the counter. Looking at my reflection, I run my fingers through my hair, finding it sticky. Oh yeah, I’m going to need to shower soon. I fix it the best I can with just water from the tap, then leave and try another door.

It opens down a long hallway, and I hear voices at the other end. I silently close the door behind me and walk down the hall, trying to recognize the voices. The deep, baritone voice reminds me of the guy I hooked up with at last night’s swinger’s party. Was he the host? As I get closer, I hear the familiar sound of my husband, Will. I smile, wondering who he hooked up with; a few women at the party were his type.

I love watching him with other women. In the past, I picked who he fucked at parties like this and often didn’t engage with other men. But our relationship has changed since our group of friends got together for an orgy at Jenny’s beach house. I’m more willing to be with other men and let Will find his partner. I’ve never been jealous since Will has proven that he only wants me as his wife. He’s okay with my playing with other guys, and we enjoy sharing the details of our encounters with each other. The swinging life fits us well and has strengthened our emotional bond because it makes us more honest with each other.

“There she is,” Will says as I enter the expansive kitchen.

I smile at Will and walk to him, turning to see who else is in the kitchen. Oh, wow. It’s the silver fox from last night. When I smile at him, I remember his name.

“Good morning, Mark,” I say to him and continue and lean over the counter to kiss my husband. Will kisses back with a soft growl, so I know he knows I fucked Mark last night. I feel the hem of the robe rise as I lean over and feel cool air caressing my bare pussy. I pull away from kissing my husband and look over my shoulder at Mark. I thrill runs up my spine when I see where he’s staring.

Mark lifts his focus to me, a sly smile on his lips as he nods. “Christi.”

I twist around and stride toward him. “You left me alone.” I place my hand on his chest, feeling the heat of his skin through his t-shirt, then press up to kiss him with my husband watching.

“After our night, I thought you’d enjoy more rest,” Mark says when I pull back from the kiss. “Would you like some coffee?”

“Please, with some cream,” I say, walking around the island and lowering myself into Will’s lap. He’s hard as a rock, and I grind my ass against his cock.

“Who did you end up with?” I ask, pressing my forehead against his.

“Me.” A gorgeous brunette woman walks up to us, wearing a silk robe like the one I pilfered from Mark’s room, and slides onto the stool beside Will. “I’m Meghan, and you must be Christi.”

“None other.” I grin and nod, remembering her face from the party.

“Good to meet you,” Meghan says, standing on the rung of her stool, leaning over, and kissing Mark as he slides a cup of coffee in front of me.

“Same. That was a great party,” I say, realizing she lives with Mark. That doesn’t make sense because Mark’s married to a blonde; at least, I thought so. “Are you together?” I ask because, honestly, once I began flirting with Mark, the rest of the party faded into the background.

“You could say that,” Mark says, resting his elbows on the counter and leaning close.

He’s a little too cryptic, and I bite my lip to keep my mouth from getting me in trouble. That’s when his stunning blonde wife, who I remember from the party, walks in. She’s holding hands with another tall, handsome man, which piques my arousal. Mark looks over his shoulder as they enter, then stands and takes her hand, pulling her into a hug.

The dazzling blonde smiles and kisses him, lifting her hands behind his neck. I wrinkle my nose in confusion but smile at the warmth of their kiss, watching her finger caress the short salt-and-pepper hairs behind his head. Mark breaks from the kiss and turns to me, his hand gesturing to the new couple.

“Christi, this is my wife, Kirsten, and my business partner Brandon.” Mark introduces the pair. Brandon smiles, nodding at us before leaning over the counter to kiss the grinning Meghan. Mark continues, “You’ve met Brandon’s wife.” I flick my eyes between the four of them.

Behind me, Will coughs into his hand and chuckles before whispering. “They’re a polycule, babe.”

My eyes widen as I grin. I’d heard that there was a poly family in our circle but never met them. Mark grins knowingly and lifts his cup of coffee as he stares at me. Brandon pulls Kirsten into a cozy side hug, and I’m a little intimated by the four breathtaking people who hosted the party last night.

“Mark was telling me about his company,” Will begins, and Mark interrupts.

“Our company.” Mark gestures to his poly family. “We all work together in Fantasy Unlimited.”

“Sorry.” Will grins. “Their company. They own a chain of upscale bed and breakfast inns, with some unique privileges for their VIPs.”

“Oh? What kind of perks?” I ask Mark, and he tilts his head toward Brandon.

“We offer freeuse hostesses to our platinum club members during their stays.” Brandon grins and reaches out to Kirsten, who takes his hand, nodding in agreement. “We met when I was a guest, and she was my hostess.”

“I think I’ll need a drawing.” I smile and look at Will, then back at Mark. “Sounds exciting and maybe even illegal. Isn’t that prostitution?”

“Our hostesses aren’t paid handsomely for their personal services; they earn a salary as customer service experts,” Mark explains, sipping his coffee. “We don’t allow tipping, and personal services are negotiated between the guest and hostess.”

“Sounds like a fancy way to get around some legal technicalities,” I smirk but continue. “I think it’s genius.”

“Thank you. Our customers give us the highest marks in the hospitality industry,” Kirsten says with a knowing grin.

“They’re considering expanding into cruise ships and private islands,” Will continues.

“International waters and private islands afford unique opportunities that benefit our members,” Mark adds with a confident smile.

I melt a little as I understand the implications of his words. Naked bodies on boat decks and lying on white beaches fill my imagination. That idea is hot as hell.

“Why are you telling us?” I look at Mark, then back at Will.

“He wants to offer me a job,” Will says, sipping his coffee.


CHAPTER 2
LISA



Stepping out on my front porch, I bend and wrap my forearms around my calves, stretching my hamstrings. I’d slept fitfully the night before. The four of them had one of their pineapple parties, and I wasn’t in the mood to find a married fuck buddy for one night. I already have one.

Rising, I swing my torso, lifting my elbows to shoulder level. I move to some quad and calf stretches before stepping off my porch and doing dynamic lunges to finish my warm-up.

Checking my watch, I start the workout I’d planned. My earbuds play the music I selected to coordinate with the intensity. I start a slow jog, and the front gate senses my approach and opens automatically. Heading onto the paved street, I jog at my warm-up pace through our swanky neighborhood just north of Dallas. It was all new construction, with our house being the largest of the subdivision.

After Mark met Brandon and Meghan last year, he and Kirsten joined the pair and formed their unique polycule. They’re smugly in love and don’t mind displaying it openly. Though Brandon and Mark weren’t engaging sexually, their respect for each other grew into an almost brotherly relationship. The four of them intentionally planned this mansion and the surrounding grounds to be a home, a working office, and a place to hold the type of parties they enjoyed—swinging parties and a home for me.

Mark is a billionaire. He made his fortune in the luxury hospitality industry before creating his chain of specialty resorts for mega-rich clients that expected perks most people don’t realize existed. Mark knows money can’t buy happiness, but he created a brand with Fantasy Unlimited where mega-millionaires can enjoy themselves and fulfill their unique sexual needs. When Brandon’s travel plans were disrupted, and he was given a free one-year membership to the Platinum Club for Fantasy Unlimited, he met Kirsten. Over three days, the two of them fell in love even while married to other people.

I met Meghan, Brandon’s wife, while the two of them were fucking around in Green Bay. No judgment—to each their own—and everything worked out for them. Meghan met Mark over the phone, and while I followed Mark’s instructions, giving her a new iPhone and the best remote control vibrator money could buy, I had little to do with their accelerated love affair. The four of them met at Brandon’s house and, in a frenzy, found they were inexorably bound together.

Grinning at the memories as I jog onto the paved path that winds along a four-lane highway on the outskirts of town, I pass by fields of wheat and corn. The memories of a year ago are still playing in my thoughts. I joined the foursome the next day when Mark asked me to change my weekend plans. As his personal/executive assistant, I was used to him assuming control of my calendar, and he respected my limit of not being sexually involved with my boss. I don’t believe in love at first sight, but when I met Brandon, I became a believer in lust at first sight.

Maybe it was his eyes that drew me in. Like Mark, he met my eyes and didn’t immediately check out my chest. He was kind and polite, and he listened as Mark and I discussed changing Fantasy Unlimited and added relevant context. I was surprised that merely his presence had my body responding. I don’t know—maybe pheromones. In a private side conversation with Mark, to whom I’d never felt any sexual attraction, I told him I’d join the team and keep everyone’s focus on the work that needed to be done on one condition. I would be Brandon’s freeuse slut.

I know. It sounds crazy. I can only say that working for Mark opened my eyes to how some people are more focused on their goals if they can indulge in no-strings, purely physical, sexual connections. Brandon agreed, and I moved into their house along with Mark and Kirsten, and we reinvented Fantasy Unlimited. Construction began on their estate and their huge mansion the following week. They designed a separate apartment for my privacy, but I knew I needed to be close to keep up the momentum of our new venture.

Otherwise, I was certain the four of them would fuck all the time while I watched the empire I’d helped build collapse. I’m happy I was wrong—the four of them are focused professionals most of the time, and I grew closer to Brandon. I don’t see how I couldn’t as his twenty-four-seven, freeuse slut. I thought being a third wheel, maybe a fifth wheel, with Brandon would give me a sexual outlet without having to find a man via a dating app, and it did.

Brandon is a sexual god in that he can recover quickly, even after fucking Kirsten or his wife Meghan—which he does daily. He mostly focuses on projects, but he’s only human. With Meghan and Kirsten nearby, he gets horny quite quickly. When he’s distracted, he needs a release before continuing his work, or the three of them would stop all progress to fuck like bunnies. I’m Brandon’s release—and fuck if I don’t love that I am his on-call slut anytime.

My route curves, and I take a turn to head back home. As usual, thinking about Brandon has my body responding, even as I jog through the fields and back into the ritzy subdivision. My nipples tighten in my sports bra, and my core wells with arousal. After a five-mile run, my tights wick away moisture from more than sweat pooling between my thighs, if you know what I mean. I’ll be a horny mess by the time I step inside the mansion, but I’m the submissive, so Brandon has to make the first move. He gets a sadistic thrill when he makes me simmer while I’m horny, the adorable bastard.

Pausing at our gate to punch in the security code and stretch from the last sprint, I continue to the house at a slow, cool-down pace. My breathing slows, and I check my heart rate on my watch. It’s a little elevated, probably from fantasizing about Brandon while I sprinted the last leg. I slowly walk the last hundred meters and think about the two women. I’m not bisexual, but they are fucking gorgeous enough that I’ve entertained the thought of experimenting. I mean, working in a sexually charged environment, it’s always easy to have wild fantasies. Usually, however, Brandon finds me and melts my brain before I go down the road of being trapped between Meghan and Kirsten.

Opening the door, I walk in and head to the kitchen. Our normal routine is to enjoy coffee together while Mark fills us in on what he’s devised while he sleeps. I swear the man is always plotting the next move and is agile enough to pivot when his intuition pushes him in a new direction. I’m kicking out of my running shoes when I hear new voices mixed with the familiar foursome I live and work with.

I’m slightly surprised to see an unfamiliar man sitting on the counter with a woman I don’t recognize tucked into his lap. Holy shit, she’s another knockout, and I’m rethinking both love at first sight and my commitment to heterosexuality in an instant.

“Who’s this?” I ask aloud, focusing on the new couple. When the pair both look at me, my body quivers, and I realize I’m in trouble. A thrill of desire shoots up my spine. While I’m a fucking professional most of the time, I feel an impulse to sink to my knees and pledge my devotion to the intriguing pair.

“Lisa, glad you’re here,” Mark smirks, putting his cup down. “Meet our newest teammate, Will, and his lovely wife, Christi.”


CHAPTER 3
WILL



Christi shifts on my lap, grinding into my erection as she has been since she climbed into my lap. She slept with Mark last night, and beside me was his lover, Meghan, who was my companion for the night. We’d accepted the invitation to the pineapple party not expecting much but a little fun, before returning home together. We didn’t expect to wake up in other people’s beds, but here we are. Meghan was by far the hottest woman at the party, but only by a degree. Megan’s housemate, Kirsten, is a knockout, on par with my friend Jenny. When she joins us, holding hands with Meghan’s husband Brandon. I’m already dizzy from thinking about the connections between the two couples.

I thought things were tangled with Brad and Jenny and her hotwifing with me and the rest of Brad’s posse. When Craig’s girlfriend, Felicia, added her submissive slut to their relationship, I realized our group of friends was as kinky as Christi and me. We’d started swinging months before Jenny explored Brad’s fantasy of watching her with other men. Christi is like Brad, enjoying their spouse with other partners. We’d kept it on the down low, not revealing our extra-marital proclivities, until Brad gave Jenny a vixen anklet. Christi recognized the symbol and coordinated a hotwife date with Jenny.

Months later, all of Brad’s friends, including Christi and I, gathered at Brad’s beach house for a weeklong orgy; I thought we’d hit peak freakiness. I was wrong. So wrong. Christi’s friendship with Jenny expanded to include Felicia in their weekly coffee meeting. Things began to change. Maybe it was the orgy that sparked Christi’s shift from limiting herself as an observer, watching me fuck other women, to seeking out male playmates when we went to a swinging party.

Rather than feeling jealous or threatened by her new interests, I thought it was the hottest thing ever, watching another guy fuck Christi hard. As we have all our marriage, we’ve adapted, communicated, and grown closer as we continue to explore our open relationship. Last night was another shift in our dynamic.

Meeting Mark over coffee was a revelation, too. I’d watched him disappear into his mansion with Christi while I was flirting with Meghan. When Meghan noticed me appraising their departure, she took my hand and led me to a different bedroom. When I woke beside her, quietly sleeping this morning, I slipped from her bed, looking for coffee.

I met Mark in the kitchen, and we hit it off. Neither of us minded that we’d fucked each other’s wife—well, I thought Meghan was his wife. Throughout our coffee discussion, Mark explained that he was in a polycule with his business partner, Brandon, and his wife—Meghan. The puzzle pieces all clicked when Brandon and Kirsten, Mark’s actual wife, joined us.

Before that, Mark told me about his venture with adult-only hospitality. I’d been developing nightclubs in and around Dallas for years, so his description of Fantasy Unlimited piqued my interest. He told me they wanted to expand into vacation destinations. I’d mentioned a small island off the coast of Belize where a buddy of mine had his wedding. Mark told me a story about a luxury sailing yacht he wanted to buy and use to charter adult-friendly cruises.

We bounced ideas off each other for a while. I thought he was fucking with me when he offered me a job to work with them, but he assured me he wasn’t and offered me a salary that pretty much sealed the deal if I could convince Christi.

When the kitchen filled up with Mark’s partners after Christi slipped into my lap, I saw an opportunity to tell Christi about Mark’s job offer. She was just getting over the shock of that when the six of us were joined by another fucking knockout.

She was in running garb, her tight curves encased in a thin layer of tights and a sports bra. Her black hair was pulled back in a ponytail that spilled out under the back of a ball cap. Her almond-shaped eyes and tawny skin tone took my breath away.

She says something, but I can’t tell you what it is. I’m usually cool when meeting gorgeous women, but this girl slides immediately under my skin. I couldn’t stop undressing her with my eyes, and my mind filled with the lusty vision of her on her knees, sucking my cock with that ponytail in my fist.

“Lisa,” Mark says, and I only connect with the name while missing the rest of Mark’s sentence.

“Oh,” is her response. This time, I’m the target of her eye-fucking assessment, along with Christi on my lap.

“Jesus, you’re beautiful,” Christi says while grinding on my cock as a way to let me know she’d felt it throb with Lisa’s introduction.

“What’s his position?” Lisa asks without taking her eyes off of my wife and me.

I twist in the stool, and Christi slips off my lap and stands beside me in her silky robe. I’m in my boxers and t-shirt, with my cock so stiff it’s tenting my shorts.

“I was thinking he could manage our island and sailing ventures,” Mark says offhand.

“I didn’t know we had an island or any sailing ventures,” Lisa mentions, giving a side eye to Mark. “But I can catch up later.”

She stares back at me, sweeping down my chest to my groin, and I can see her eyes widen as she focuses on the main attraction in my pants. Her white teeth dent her lip as she tilts her head. The way she looks hungrily at Christi, too, has my cock throbbing.

“I only have one question,” Lisa says, removing her cap, crossing her arms, and pulling her bra off. My eyes drop to the hard points of her nipples. “Can he fuck?”

“Oh, girlfriend,” Christi says. “Don’t you worry about that; he’s an awesome fuck. We both are.”

The things I love most about Christi are her confidence, intuition, and ability to talk frankly. Lisa snaps her eyes to Christi, almost as a challenge. I’m still eye fucking Lisa’s body, moving up from her breasts topped by rock-hard nipples to the flush of color darkening her cheeks and her exotic dark eyes. The other four people in the room fade as I watch Christi close the distance between her and Lisa.

“You want to fuck him?” Christi asks, slipping her robe off her shoulders, and it drops to the floor around her feet, leaving my wife naked between Lisa and me. “You need to be nice to me. I’m the one who tells him which slut to fuck.”

Goddamn, if my wife doesn’t make my cock throb even more as she establishes dominance over the object of my lust.

“How about you get naked on your knees and ask nicely—slut,” Christi purrs, then looks at Meghan before panning to Kirsten, who I’ve barely met. “You may need to get in line.”

Silence covers the room like a blanket until Mark’s deep chuckle gets Christi’s eye. Lisa twists to look at the man of the house, and he grins, nods, and waves his hand to Christi like she’s in charge. Without pause, Lisa looks back at Christi and pushes her tights down to her ankles, baring her tight, flexible body, and slips to her knees. Christi grabs her ponytail and pulls her between her thighs.

“Make me come, slut.” Her voice is low, a gruff dominant tone she uses for effect. “Then I’ll let you find out how well my husband fucks.”

They pause, staring at each other. It’s practically a showdown, but Christi isn’t backing down.

“It’s your choice, sweetheart,” Christi adds without contempt. “But I need to hear you ask first.”

Lisa’s head bobs, looking at my wife’s pussy, then back up. She licks her lips.

“May I lick your pink pussy?” Lisa’s body trembles, her voice lowering as she pleads with her eyes.

“That’s a good girl,” Christi coos, tugging Lisa’s head closer and widening her stance. “Yes, you may.”

Christi moans as Lisa dives between her thighs, her head falling back as she glances at me with her feline smile. I look over at Meghan, still beside me, and she’s watching the scene with palpable lust. Panning, I see all eyes are locked on my wife getting eaten out by the next girl I’ll fuck.


CHAPTER 4
KIRSTEN



The shock of Lisa stripping and then falling to her knees at the feet of Mark’s hookup last night lasts only a moment before my pussy clenches with desire. I’ve had a crush on Lisa for years, but she’s always maintained a professional distance from me as her boss’s wife. When she became Brandon’s freeuse slut, I thought there might be a chance to expand our relationship, but she kept reminding me she only wanted cock—no strings and no pussies.

I gasp at the scene playing out in our kitchen as Brandon’s hand tightens against my thigh. I don’t know anything about Christi, the striking brunette currently dominating my husband’s assistant and my lover’s slut. I glance at Meghan, who’s watching Lisa lean into Christi’s snatch. When she turns as if she feels my gaze and stares at me with dark, lustful eyes, I realize she wants to play, and I’m always willing to indulge.

I climb onto the counter, my thigh stretching against the cool marble as I pull myself up. My focus on Meghan has her licking her lips, twisting her stool to face me as I swing around and place my heels on the counter’s edge. Without saying a thing, Meghan leans in and covers my leaking slit with her mouth, and her tongue easily finds my throbbing clit. I moan at the hungry swipes of her tongue as I grip her hair and pull her tight against me.

I lower, resting on my back, and relax. My head hangs off the counter’s edge as I lock eyes with Mark and Brandon. They’re standing side-by-side, leaning against the opposite counter, staring at me like I’m prey. I grin, focusing on their cocks rising in their shorts, and lick my lips. I open my mouth in invitation as my hips rock and grind against Meghan’s hungry mouth.

“Oh, you beautiful bitch,” Christi says in the background as I watch Mark push down his shorts and fist his cock. “Right there, keep circling. You’re doing such a good job licking my pussy. It’s your first time, isn’t it?”

I imagine the scene playing out behind Meghan and bite my lip. Christi’s intuition is right on the money, making me shudder. I move one hand to my breast, pushing my robe off and pulling on my nipple. Mark grips his cock and teases the head around my lips. I lap at his crown; the taste of his precum coats my tongue. His tight grip on my hair thrills me. With a single thrust, my mouth is filled with my husband’s cock.

Holy fuck, how did we get here?

I knew Meghan and Mark had slept with the new couple; we all enjoy taking a variety of lovers to bed. Last night, the other partygoers paled compared to Brandon. When he didn’t find a playmate, I kept Brandon beside me. With Mark occupied, I took over as host and escorted the last attendees out the front door as the party ended. When the door clicked, Brandon pushed me against the door and kissed me deeply.

We found our way to a guest room, one of our favorites, and enjoyed a lovely romp in the sheets. Brandon never fails to hit my buttons with his confident dominance. He wears like a second skin, and I lost track of the orgasms he gave me. When we woke up, he was curled around me, my favorite big spoon. We both heard the voices and slid out of bed to join our guests in the kitchen.

I’d hardly been introduced to the captivating Christi when Lisa showed up. I’d barely seen Will sitting behind her, holding her lap.

Mark’s thrust into my throat brings me out of my musing as I gurgle around his thick shaft. Two more thrusts, and he moves to the side. I lock eyes with Brandon and then focus on his swollen cock in time to lap at the pearl of precum dripping from his tip. I moan at his taste, and he takes over, immediately fucking my throat. All my thoughts evaporate in a bonfire of lust. Curling one hand around Brandon’s thigh, my other reaches for my husband. Gripping his cock, still slick with my spit, I jack him off. The flash orgy in our kitchen overwhelms me, and I sink into slut mode.

My body has been molded to please my husband, and he made it my job to please other men while I worked as a Fantasy Unlimited hostess. When Brandon collided with me in the Green Bay bed and breakfast, I thought he would be just one more faceless man with a needy sex drive. He proved me wrong as he bent me over the reception desk, fucking me and pushing me into bliss three times before we made it to his suite.

My thoughts of my lover, part of my poly family with my husband, and Meghan Brandon’s wife slip my mind when he pulls his cock out. In a moment, my mouth fills with my husband’s familiar taste, and I suck him easily into my throat. These two men drive me crazy, and I love every moment.

“That’s my girl.” Mark’s growl of praise sets my mind right, and I focus on pulling cum from his balls. My body buzzes with lust as my husband uses my mouth. I scream around his cock as Meghan’s tongue pushes me into orbit. I hear another scream, and my mind works to place the voice.

“Oh, you’re a delight,” Christi coos, helping me connect the dots as I imagine her juice coating Lisa’s cheeks.

Meghan pumps two fingers inside me, pushing me to another crest. Mark pulls back just enough for me to seal my lips behind his ridge and savor the hot pumps of his cum onto my tongue. I swallow it all down before he steps back.

Brandon reasserts his dominance, and my throat burns from the hard use he delivers. He firmly thrusts into my throat while his wife’s terrific tongue propels me into mindless bliss until his hot cream fills my mouth.

“You want his cock in your cunt? You need to show me you can handle it down your throat.” The words tangle in my brain as I clean Brandon’s cock, then recall our house guests.

Christi’s a delightful domme, and I wonder what her dynamic was with my husband last night. Is she a switch? Meghan pulls her mouth away and licks my joy juice from my thighs. Brandon helps me sit up, and I finally see the new couple bracketing my husband’s assistant.

Lisa is on her knees still. Christi’s hand fists around her ponytail as she guides her mouth to Will’s cock. His boxers are kicked aside, and his impressive cock rivals that of my two lovers. Christi lets go, and Will takes over, gripping Lisa’s head to hold her still as his mouth fucks her.

Christi looks up, smiling at me as I’m spread on the edge of the counter, pussy glistening from Meghan’s eager tongue. She walks around her husband and then around the counter until she’s behind me.

“Did you enjoy the show, beautiful?” Christi asks. Her warm breath behind my ear has me shivering. “I enjoyed watching you shatter against her mouth.”

“Meghan loves my pussy,” I say, staring into the eyes of my poly playmate, still cleaning between my thighs. Meghan blushes and nods, acknowledging the truth.

“Do you fraternize with your coworkers often?” Christi cups and squeezes my breasts, pulling a moan from my lips when she tugs and twists my sensitive nipples. “May I enjoy the company benefits if my husband is hired?”

“God, I hope so,” I answer, tilting my head back. When Christi kisses me, I practically melt.


CHAPTER 5
MARK



Pushing my cock back into my pajamas, I observe Meghan’s eyes fog over. It’s been a familiar sight since the four of us admitted the truth of our love for each other. Brandon watches my lover of last night, Christi, French kiss my wife, Kirsten. She’s lying across the kitchen counter, legs akimbo, unaware she’s the focus of Meghan’s lustful stare.

When Meghan pans and sees my smirk, she slips off the stool and walks around to sink to her knees in front of her husband and me. She’s always an eager slut, and that’s only one of the many reasons why I love her. My cock grows inside my pajamas as she palms me through the cotton, her other hand doing the same to her husband.

I glance past the counter between the kitchen and the small lounge. Will pulls his cock from my PA’s mouth, smearing her drool and his precum over Lisa’s glistening cheeks. I’ve never seen her naked, let alone in full submissive, freeuse-slut mode for a couple she’s barely met. Something about Will and Christi must have hit her in the right spot. I nudge Brandon, tilting my head at the show. He looks up from Meghan, fitting his cock between her lips, and then looks at me.

“How do you know this stuff?” he asks, his eyes fluttering closed as he moans from his wife’s sucking one of his balls. He doesn’t seem to mind another man using Lisa as a fuck toy.

“Intuition,” I say with a shrug. “I can’t explain it, but I tune into something beyond the physical. Lisa’s attraction to you is the same as their instant connection toward each other. It’s not just Will she wants.”

Brandon shakes his head in amazement. “What else do you sense? I think you’re not telling the whole story here.”

I glance down as Meghan lowers my pajamas and grabs my cock, locking eyes with me. I nod, granting permission, and she starts sucking, moaning with hungered lust. I take a moment to enjoy her talents while collecting my thoughts about Brandon’s observation.

My mind is always working, able to carry on a conversation while designing new business plans in the background or having my cock swallowed. The only person who has ever been on my level with multi-tasking has been Lisa. But I doubt she’s thinking about business plans right now.

Will pulls her to her feet, then bends her over between my wife’s legs. Kirsten moans, breaking her sensuous kiss with Christi, whose skills between the sheets I enjoyed last night. Lisa looks up at Christi, who’s fondling my wife’s full breasts. Christi takes charge, granting permission with a simple nod, and Lisa dives into Kirsten’s pussy like she’s dying of thirst. Christi’s transition to a domme is a delightful difference from the submissive partner she was last night.

“These two,” I say to Brandon, looking at Christi, then pointing at Will. “They’re tangled up with another group of friends. It’s faint, but I sense it strongly. The more I’m around them, my mind will assemble the pieces.”

“Oh-my-fucking-GOD!” Lisa screams out, and I look up as Will pulls her head back with a tight grip on her black ponytail. He’s rutting into her from behind, his hips piston like a machine.

“You like that, slut.” His voice is low, completely different from the affable man I shared coffee with. “You like getting fucked by my cock. You’ve been drooling over it since I first saw you.”

I realize I’m staring raptly as Will’s words growl over several punches of his hips and punctuate his grunts and Lisa’s moans.

“Fuck yes! I love it. Fuck me! Harder!” My quiet professional assistant is coming apart around Will’s hard pounding.

“I’ll make you our fuck toy,” Will continues, then flicks his eyes up to his wife across the counter, currently fondling my wife’s tits. His grin reflects she’s on board with his plan.

“Please, please,” Lisa begs, her usually placid face tight and pained from Will’s hard use. “Anything. I’ll do anything.”

I chuckle loud enough for Lisa to hear. When her eyes dart and register my stare, I’m treated to the sight of her eyes rolling back as her body stiffens, her mouth wide in a silent scream. She comes apart beautifully around Will’s continuous fucking.

Lisa has always been composed and professional. Even being Brandon’s stress-relief freeuse slut—she’s treated it as a duty at first but has slowly allowed her mask to slip. Her mask of cool decorum is completely obliterated as her body vibrates into another wave of bliss.

“Fuck!” Will growls, and I watch his jaw tighten. “You’re cunt feels so good when you come.

“That’s it, baby. Ruin our slut.” Christi coaches from behind my wife.

Lisa’s eyes open and she looks blearily at Kirsten with her legs spread out in front of her. When my wife reaches out for her, Will pushes her head down into my wife’s cunt. Kirsten moans and arches back, her breasts lifting. Christi’s fingers pull on her nipples, and Kirsten grips Lisa’s head, smearing her arousal all over my assistant’s cheeks.

Will tightens his grip on Lisa’s hips, shifts into a higher gear, and groans in lust.

“I’m going to paint her pussy, baby.” He glances at his wife for a moment, and Christi’s head nods.

“Do it. Claim our slut,” Christi growls right beside my wife’s ear; she’s taken charge of this scene like she was born for this role.

Will slams in deep, and Lisa nearly collapses as her body twists in ecstasy. Kirstin cries out as her pussy gushes, squirting all over Lisa’s lust-contorted face. Will pumps into Lisa several times, then pulls her away from Kirsten. He slides out of her as he holds her in his arms, looking back and sitting on the ottoman behind him in the adjacent sitting room.

Lisa sprawls backward over Will’s body. Her thighs twitch as her body goes slack. Will leans and kisses behind her ear, whispering something I can’t hear. Christi moves away from Kirsten, walking around the island to join her husband and Lisa. I’ve been so focused on the scene playing out that I’ve lost track of what’s happening near me. Brandon has Meghan bent over the back counter, and she’s begging to come while he fucks her from behind. I step behind my wife, pulling her closer, and she relaxes against my chest, breathless, on the counter.

“Mark,” she says, looking up at me wide-eyed. “I think we need to review our hiring practices.”

Her wink has me laughing. Meghan screams out behind us as Brandon pushes her past her peak. His grunts tell me he’s hit his peak, emptying into his wife. Christi and Will bracket Lisa in the other room, soothing her with soft kisses and caresses.

“Come here,” I tell my wife, picking her up. I kiss her as she drapes her arms around my neck while I leave the kitchen. Kissing her forehead, I settle into the sofa adjacent to the threesome on the ottoman. We kiss softly, unhurried, as we reconnect. I smile into her eyes.

“I know,” I say, referring to Will’s impulsive hire. My mind is working on how Christi will fit in with our enterprise. I was unsure initially, but I know her talents will fit our dynamic. I smile at Lisa; she’s content. Her face relaxes into an expression of bliss as her two new lovers soothe her. It looks like she’s finally found her place, too.

“We’ll need them, though. We have work to do.”


[image: Yes Felicia]


It’s been a year since Jenny’s beach house party that changed my life for the better.

I’ve let go of my quiet, unassuming persona and embraced my bisexuality. My friendship with Jenny and Christi has grown as I’ve become more confident. They always have my back, and I’m glad to do the same for them. My boyfriend, Craig, is a dominant hunk of a man who’s earned my submission. But, I’m also a switch and have a sweet girlfriend who melts for my domme side.

It’s confusing, but I’ve learned not to let small things get to me. Plans for our summer click into place when Jenny’s hubby, Brad, gives Craig and me tickets to an exclusive adult-only Caribbean cruise on a posh luxury sailing yacht. Brad also invited Steven, whom I met at the infamous beach party. This two-week cruise even has a wild freeuse island excursion as part of the ticket.

I hope the five of us can reignite the passion we felt at Jenny’s place. Only one last thing to do—drop off Craig’s car at the house. Then, we can carpool with Brad and Jenny to Galveston to climb aboard the sinful sailboat.


To good friends who never need an explanation to support you when you cook up crazy ideas.


Sex pretty much cures everything.

CHUCK PALAHNIUK


CHAPTER 1
IT'S BEEN A YEAR?



“Felicia, can you believe it’s been a year?” Jenny asks, lifting her iced mocha latte and sipping from the straw.

“Since what, exactly?” I ask, stirring my pink strawberry drink. “Did I zone out and miss part of the conversation?”

I shift from staring at Jenny’s lips, sipping her straw, to our other companion. Christi’s forehead creases as her eyes narrow, and her face lights up as she remembers something.

“Fuck, has it been a year?” Christi asks, grinning at me like I should remember what she’s talking about.

I think back, trying to remember what happened but still coming up empty.

“You know,” Jenny says as her cheeks blush. “Since we had that party at the beach house?”

“Oh! The orgy was a year ago?”

“Shhhhh!” They hush me and look around the coffee shop to see who’s eavesdropping.

“Really? After all the tea we’ve spilled this year, you two don’t want me to say O-R-G-Y?” I return to stirring my drink and smile as I remember my first time at Jenny’s beach house. “It’s gone by so fast.”

“So true. You didn’t have your sexy, submissive slut with you back then, did you?” Christi teases.

It’s my turn to look around at the other tables, checking for listeners. “You’re incorrigible.” I shake my head while I smile at her.

Jenny leans forward, and Christi and I follow suit. “I can’t believe you walked in on me getting double-teamed by Brad and Steven. That was wild. We should plan something.”

My mind swirls with memories. Jenny on her knees, sucking her husband Brad’s cock while Steven plowed her from behind. Watching Craig’s eyes when he found me bent over the back of the sofa getting the same treatment from Steven. Jenny faced me, leaning close, kissing me while Craig pounded her from behind. The trip home when Craig watched that cop fuck me on the side of the road.

The three of us shift in our seats and arousal wells in my core at the sordid memories that kick-started our friendship.

“Did it get hot in here?” I ask, taking a large sip of my iced drink. “You know. The kids are going away for camp for the month,” I say, shrugging. “Nothing says we can’t have a fun month too.”

“True, that would be fun,” Jenny agrees. “But they’re building that new bed and breakfast behind the bar. It’s made our driveway so… public. We need to find someplace different.”

“I can’t go. Not this month,” Christi says, sighing. “Will accepted that job I told you about. He says they have a week-long retreat we must attend as a couple.”

“Mandatory fun is such a bummer.” I look at Jenny, “Maybe the four of us?”

“Not five? Nat can’t come?”

“She’s flying to Minnesota for a big family wedding. Her sister is getting married,” I answer with a sigh. I’ve grown fond of my submissive fucktoy, but we both need a little space now and then.

“You know,” Christi says, leaning forward again to whisper. “Will’s new company is in the adult hospitality space. He told me they have sailing yachts that host adult-only cruises. Maybe he has an in to get tickets.”

“Isn’t that the same cruise line that runs ads in the Pineapple Press?” Jenny grins as she refers to the monthly swinging lifestyle letter we all subscribe to. “I’ve been dropping hints with Brad that we should go.”

“So, you’ve fully embraced the lifestyle? I thought you didn’t like Brad—” I look around and lower my voice to a hiss, “—fucking other women.”

Christi grins. “I’ve assimilated her into the fold completely. Our community is discreet, safe, and so much fun.”

“Too right,” Jenny says brightly. “Brad and I have never been closer. He mostly watches me, but when he gets the urge.... Watching him with another gal is way hot.” Jenny grins at me, “When will you and Craig join? I know you love to get freaky and don’t mind watching him dominate my ass.”

“I want him to put a ring on it,” I admit, trying to hide my frown. “We’re open, and I feel treasured by him. I’m not scared he’s going to stray. But I want him to live up to his promise. We won’t be monogamous, but I want to get married. I want to be Mrs. Craig Sprague.”

Jenny rubs her hand up and down my arm. “I get it. You still want the white picket fence. It’s okay to want more security with a legal marriage.”

“Yeah, babe,” Christi agrees, grinning. “You deserve that special day.”

We sip quietly, and I’m about to apologize for bringing the mood down when my phone lights up.

Craig calling…



I grab it off the table and notice Jenny’s phone light up.

Brad calling…



Christi folds her hands under her chin, grinning at us like she knows something we don’t. “Answer.” Her voice is calm and pleasant. “I’ll just catch up on emails.”

I put the phone to my ear. “Hey, lover, “ I say, smiling.

“Babe, can you take two weeks off in July?”

I hear Jenny asking Brad a question, but I cover my other ear to hear Craig better. “Probably. I’m sure Janice can run the studio. Why?”

“I’m taking you on a two-week cruise, including five days on a private island. We’re leaving as soon as we drop Amelia off at camp.”

“That’s next week? Like Monday. In four days?”

“Yep,” Craig says, and I can imagine his smirk. “Brad scored five tickets for an adult-only cruise with five days on a private island.”

“Shut up.” I look over at Christi, and she grins knowingly. I narrow my eyes, remembering what she said earlier—Christi’s in on this.

“Brad, how can I fit two weeks of clothes in a single roller?” Jenny asks, and I realize that Christi’s known all along.

“I’m in,” I say. “Where is the island?”

“Off the coast of Belize. The cruise leaves from Galveston. Get this… It’s a sailing yacht.”

“What? Like Below Deck? That’s amazing.”

“Yeah,” Craig says, then I hear him muffle the phone as he talks to someone. “Gotta go. Last period of the year, so the kids gotta clean their lockers, and I need to watch. I’ll tell you more when I’m home. Get the time off arranged, yeah?”

“Of course!”

“Oh my god!” I say aloud, staring at Christi. “You knew, didn’t you.”

“You should’ve seen your faces.” Christi laughs, nodding. “Yeah, I’m not on the cruise, but I’ll be on the island the week you arrive. I didn’t want to say anything until Will confirmed the reservations.”

“Is it a sex cruise?” Jenny whispers when she hangs up with Brad.

“It’s not a PG-13 family cruise,” Christi confirms. “Will invited Steven too but only had one spot left. So it will be the five of you and someone else who already had a ticket.”

“This is going to be so much fun,” I cheer.

We start talking about plans, but all I can think about is lying out naked on the deck of a boat. Jenny promises to help me pack. Christi’s mischievous grin makes me think there are more surprises in store.


CHAPTER 2
DROP OFF



“Are you excited about camp this summer?” I turn in the passenger seat to ask Amelia in the back seat. “Anyone you’re looking forward to seeing again?”

Craig breaks the silence with a cough, his eyes darting to the rearview mirror. Amelia, her eyes heavy with unspoken words, rolls her eyes. She’s been unusually quiet for the last few days, ever since we told her we would be away on a cruise and that her mother, Connie, would pick her up when camp was over. That isn’t news since she spends a month with Connie during the summer as part of their child custody agreement, but something seems off.

“I guess.” Amelia sighs, her voice tinged with uncertainty. “I mean, I always have fun with Sammie. We always hang out, and she always treats me well. It’s just weird each year when camp starts. I’m feeling nervous about it, I guess.”

“Is that all?” I ask. Amelia and I get along well; I try to keep up with how she’s doing in school and talk to her about her friends. She’s a sweet kid. I remember how happy she was when she returned from camp last year after Craig and I spent the week at Jenny and Brad’s beach house. “You’ve been quiet lately.”

“It’s fine,” she says, looking away.

“You can tell me,” I say, prodding her. She’s growing up, and she seems to want to deal with her emotions on her own. I want to remind her that I’m here and always on her side.

“Fine,” Amelia says, looking back at me. “I’m jealous you get to go on a cruise while I’m stuck at my mom’s. She’s such a… b-word.” Her eyes flick to the back of Craig’s head.

I bite my lip to keep from laughing and school my expression to show support. “I’m sorry. I know that’s hard on you. Your mother loves you and needs to spend time with you, too. When we get back, you’re ours for a whole month. We should do something for just the three of us.”

I glance at Craig, and he flicks his eyes at me behind his sunglasses, then nods. “Maybe we can go to the water park in Arlington?”

“What about Sammie’s beach house?” Amelia bargains. “She says they rent it out in the summer. Maybe we can stay there?”

“That’s a good idea.” I nod and smile. “We can talk with her parents while we’re on the cruise. They may already have plans.”

Craig turns into the parking lot and finds a place to park. There are a lot of other cars, and teenage kids are carrying their bags from their parents’ cars to the stack for when the bus loads up their luggage. I lean and squeeze her leg.

“I promise we’ll do something special, okay?”

“Pinky swear?” Amelia holds out her pinky, and I curl mine around hers and smile.

“Pinky swear.”

“Let’s go, kiddo,” Craig says, shutting off his truck and climbing out of the car.

I get out and offer to help Amelia carry her stuff, but she looks around and sees the other kids carrying their own things.

“I got it,” she says, waving her hand like it’s no big deal.

“Okay.” I stand back and hold my hands behind me. Craig flips his sunglasses up, winks at me, and pulls Amelia’s backpack out of the back of his truck. After he sets it on the ground, Amelia leans and grabs it with both hands. It’s an effort for her, and I want to tell her to let her dad carry it for her. But Craig shakes his head and takes my hand while Amelia struggles with her bag.

“She’s growing up, and she’s capable,” Craig whispers in my ear before he nibbles on my ear lobe. It never fails to make me shrug and giggle. I slap at his chest and look up at him.

“You’re right,” I agree and shrug. “I’m just anxious to get on the road.”

“Let’s talk with Brad and Jenny while Amelia and Sammie get everything squared away.” He points over at their car, and a similar scene of Sammie carrying her large backpack while Brad and Jenny trail behind her.

When I wave at Jenny, she waves back. The four of us move closer and gather in a small huddle where we can keep an eye on the girls until it’s time to say goodbye.

“We’re more excited for the next two weeks than our girls.” Jenny hugs me close and kisses my cheek.

“Do you remember drop-off last year?” I ask, recalling it was before we all met for a week-long orgy at their beach house. I didn’t even know Jenny and Brad were stag-vixen.

“Oh, that’s right. I was distracted because Brad kept the beach house a secret.” Jenny’s face turns red. “A lot sure has changed in a year.”

“I’ll say.” I grin at Brad. We’ve had a few other weekends since then, just the four of us, when Amelia is with her mom and Sammie at her grandparents. I think about how naive I was while I watched the kids load onto the bus. I had no clue about Brad and Jenny’s sex lives back then. “What a happy memory that week turned out to be.”

“I know, right?” Jenny squeals with an infectious giggle. “I loved that weekend and how we’ve grown closer as friends.”

“Do you guys have everything packed?” Brad says, looking at Craig. “We’re leaving from here to go to the beach house.”

“Yeah, we’re all set,” Craig says, then his eyes brighten like he has an idea. “You know we’re all going to the same place and returning on the same day. Should we carpool? Save on gas?”

“I should’ve thought of that,” Brad says, then looks at Jenny. “We have enough room in the car, don’t we?”

“We should. You forced me to pack light,” Jenny says with a grin. “I don’t think I’ll have enough clothes, but you’re the boss.”

“I just have a single roller bag,” I say, and look at Craig. “We could give it a try. It will make the drive shorter to have someone that enjoys conversation.” I nudge Craig with my elbow because he is often quiet on road trips. He is a good listener, though, and I’ve learned to ask him leading questions to engage him more.

“Cool.” Brad smiles, his posture relaxed as always. “We’ll follow you back to your house so you can park your truck, then we’ll load up and get on the road.”

It’s soon time to say goodbye to the kids. Amelia gives me a big hug. Our relationship has gotten closer in the last year, too. “Don’t forget about your promise,” she whispers.

“I’m on it.” I nod with a wink. Amelia smiles, kisses Craig on the cheek, and hugs him, then hurries off with Sammie toward the bus.

I hook my arm through Craig’s as we wave when she gets on the bus. As the bus begins to move, Jenny takes my hand, giving me a little squeeze.

“Let’s get going. I want to swim in the gulf down at the beach house,” Jenny says, grinning.

“Sounds great! Let’s go!” I say, letting go of her hand. I follow Craig to his truck, climbing into the passenger side. He backs up as I’m putting on my seat belt. He’s just as anxious as I am.


CHAPTER 3
SURPRISE!



Craig seems nervous as he pulls into our driveway. He’s been a bit off all morning, and I want to talk to him and find out what’s bugging him. He looks at me once we’re in the garage and then nods inside.

“I forgot something,” he says, opening his door. ”I’ll be right back.”

“Sure, babe,” I say as I open my door and slide out.

As I open the truck’s gate, Brad pulls past our driveway, then backs in so their trunk is close to ours. I smile, wave, and give him the thumbs-up when he’s close enough. The pair get out, and Jenny rushes up, hugging me tight.

“I’m so excited,” she says. “An adult cruise with you and Coach?—pinch me!”

I squeeze her tight, then pinch her ass. When she yelps, I laugh and shrug.

“You asked for it,” I say with a wink. “Help me with our bags?”

Jenny looks over my shoulder, then blushes. “I think someone wants to ask you something.”

I turn as Craig’s distinctive footsteps behind me and realize he’s not alone. I smile at Christi, her husband, Will, and my girlfriend, Nat, as they walk up behind Craig. I’m about to ask why they’re here. When Craig gets down on one knee and looks up at me, my smile turns from mild confusion into open-mouthed shock.

“What are you doing?” I gasp as my hands shake, and I tighten them into fists.

“Felicia,” Craig says. His sunglasses are on his forehead, and I look into his eyes. “Since I met you, I’ve known that you were special. Things have gotten so crazy, but you’ve adapted to everything that’s come up. You’re a wonderful mother to my child. You’re a sexy hotwife who enjoys our unique lifestyle. I want you beside me for the rest of my life. Will you marry me?”

He opens a dark blue velvet ring case and reveals a sparking diamond. It’s not huge or ornate, but it’s perfect. Tears run down my cheeks as I look at him. My tummy fills with butterflies. I nod, but I can’t seem to talk as tears of joy slide down my cheeks.

“Babe, you need to say it aloud.” Craig grins, and I notice his cheeks are glistening too.

“Of course, I’ll marry you!” I say, shaking my hands from the tight fists and holding out my left hand, fingers spread.

Craig slides the ring on my finger. It’s a perfect fit. Craig stands and wraps me in his arms, hoisting me in the air. Jenny whistles, Christi whoops out, and my sweet, submissive girlfriend Nat claps excitedly. As Craig puts me down, they are all smiles, along with Brad and Will. I turn to face them, wiping my cheeks. Jenny wraps herself around me, and I hug her tight.

“Did you know about this?” I ask as we hug.

“I had an idea,” Jenny says as she steps back, grabs my hand, and stares at my ring.

Christi wraps me up from the side and looks down at the ring.“Oh my god! It’s perfect. Simple and elegant, like you. Good job, Craig.” She grins at him.

Nat leans into me, hugging me quietly, her eyes brimming with tears.

These girls are my family. They are the sisters I’ve never had, and I’m ecstatic that they are here to share this surprising moment.

Craig shakes hands with Brad and Will, clapping them on their backs as he hugs them. When Brad turns to me and opens his arms, I step into his hug and squeeze him tight.

“Congratulations,” Brad says, stepping back beside Jenny.

As Craig slips his arm around my waist, I lean into him, my heart still racing. My thoughts whirl with the happiness and memories of the last year. A year ago, it was just me and Craig, and now I’m surrounded by my found family.

“When’s the date?” Will asks, and Christi elbows him, glaring at him. She’s been acting weird, but I’m too elated to call her out.

“If it were up to me, we’d fly out to Vegas and tie the knot.” Craig shrugs with a smile. “But I have to go on this extended adult cruise for the next few weeks, so I guess we’ll see about a date later.”

I’d be fine with that. Craig has no other family; my parents haven’t even acknowledged me for years. A quickie marriage in Vegas sounds like a blast, and the thought of planning a full-blown wedding fills me with anxiety.

“It’ll be a small thing, whatever we do.” I look at Craig and wrap my arm around his waist. “The important thing is I’m marrying you.”

Craig starts transferring our luggage from his truck to the back of Brad’s SUV. Nat reaches for me, holding my wrist, and I know she wants a moment alone. I excuse myself from the rest and guide her into the house. When we step inside, she wraps me tightly and lays her head on my shoulder.

“What’s this, little one?” I ask her, using my lower register that reflects the domme persona I have with her.

“This isn’t going to change anything, is it?” she asks, looking up at me.

I see the worry in her eyes and use my thumbs to wipe the tears from her cheeks. I smile at her and shake my head. “Nothing changes between us, precious girl.”

She works with Craig as his female counterpart at the school. Her last relationship had a rough ending, and we came together with unexpected passion. My feelings for her have grown. I shake my head, tears welling along the bottom of my eyes.

“You’re mine, little one.” I shake my head, feeling like I haven’t made her feel secure enough. “I’m marrying Craig, and he knows you’ve become a part of me. Nothing’s going to change, Nat.”

Craig has accepted my bisexuality with grace. He knows my domme/sub relationship fills something inside me that he can’t. That he doesn’t let that bother him is another reason he’s perfect for me.

“I’m going to miss you,” Nat says and rises on her toes to kiss me. “I know it’s only a few weeks, but I wish it were possible to be in two places.”

“You’re going to have fun at your sister’s wedding. You’ll get to see your family. We will be back before you know it. I’ll miss you too.”

“You’re my family too, mistress,” Nat says with a blush. “My family doesn’t understand anything about me, my sexuality, or that I’m a submissive. I have to push that to the back of my mind.”

I hug her again, showing her I care. It must be hard to be in the closet. “You need to tell them, babe,” I prod gently. “They’ll accept who you are. You’re worth knowing, and you shouldn’t have to hide any part of yourself.”

“I know,” she says, and we stand together until I hear a shout.

“We need to move!”

Craig’s deep, dominant voice breaks me from the sweet moment, and I watch Nat’s face harden as her mask goes back on.

“You need to go,” she says as she turns and walks back into the garage. I follow her out, watch her walk to Christi’s car, and get into the back seat.

I wave to Christi and Will as they pull out. Then, I climb into the back seat of Brad’s SUV and slide in next to Jenny. She looks at me with a caring look, and I nod, wiping a tear from my cheek.

“It’s fine,” I say and force a smile. Brad pulls out, and I lean and squeeze Craig’s shoulder. He looks back and smiles. When he reaches back to touch my hand, I squeeze his. I know what I signed up for with a throuple, and Craig accepts that part of me. He cares for Nat, too, but we can’t be a family with Amelia in the house. Craig’s bitch of an ex-wife would use that to try to get full custody— fuck if I’m going to let that happen.

I look out the window, watching the scenery until Brad turns onto the highway heading south to Houston.


CHAPTER 4
HIGHWAY FUN



My thoughts drift through the mixed emotions I’ve felt this morning as we drive into the countryside south of Dallas. Elation from Craig’s proposal, gratefulness to have an incredible circle of friends, and melancholy about my throuple situation. I love Craig with my entire soul and can’t wait to become Mrs. Craig Sprague. Discovering my relationship with Nat has deepened into similar feelings—that surprises me.

Jenny’s laugh breaks me out of my funk, and I turn to smile at her. She’s been chatting with Brad and Craig since we left. The four of us get along so well, and I love how Jenny and Craig interact comfortably. I look up to Brad as a mentor. He is genuine, caring, and has an awesome sense of humor.

Jenny sits back and looks over at me. “Are you doing okay?” She wears a tight, white tank top stretched over her breasts and a high-waisted, pleated skirt. I’m dressed for comfort, wearing a brown, cropped hoodie with baggy yoga pants. Seeing her slinky outfit makes me wish I had worn something more alluring.

I shrug, unsure what to say, and she scoots closer. I lean into her, and she wraps both arms around me. As she rests her head on my shoulder, I release a sigh. Jenny is a wonderful friend.

“I’m fine, I guess. I swear I’m delighted to wear Craig’s ring.” I lift my hand and watch the diamond sparkle, and Jenny leans her head against mine to admire it.

“It fits you in so many ways,” Jenny says, then turns and kisses my cheek. “It’s simple but dazzling. You shine in all you do but aren’t loud about it. You know?”

“Thank you,” I say, smiling at the praise. “I’m just feeling blue about Nat leaving and unable to come with us. I didn’t realize how attached to her I’d become. I should be excited about a week with you, Brad, and Steven. Instead, my little submissive is on my mind.”

“I can understand that,” Jenny says and takes both my hands in hers. “We all grow attachments to people that are special. I know I did with Coach, before you entered the picture. I was so happy that he found someone but also sad that our side hook-ups with Brad’s permission ended when you and he got serious.”

“I didn’t know that.” I bite my lip, remembering when we first met. “Last year, you intimidated me when we dropped off the kids. Craig was acting weird, and I didn’t know you’d hooked up with him before he met me. I didn’t know anything about you. You’re so sexy and beautiful—I felt a little threatened, maybe.”

“That all changed, didn’t it?” Jenny laughs. “When you and Christi walked in on Brad, Steven, and I fucking. It was scary, and it could have ended badly. I wouldn’t have been surprised if you turned around, walked out, and never spoke to me again.”

“All I remember was thinking, ‘I want to be like her’ after seeing you in action.” I laugh.

“I blame Christi for your corruption,” Jenny says, laughing.

“She definitely had a hand in I.,” I grin, remembering the car ride to the beach house with her. “She told me about you and Craig just before we got there. I got aroused at the thought, then we walked in—Jen, I’m so glad we met under such strange circumstances.”

“Aww, me too, babe,” Jenny says and squints at me. “Is Christi acting weird, or is it just me?”

“No, she is scheming or knows something she’s unwilling to tell us,” I agree. “Whatever it is, it’ll be epic. I know she’d tell us if she could.”

“Must be something with Will’s new job. They’ve both been secretive about what he’s doing.” Jenny leans closer and lowers her voice. “They met some rich dude at a swinger party, and I think they hit it off. I remember her saying it was a swanky key party at a huge mansion in the newer part of town. Then Brad told me about Will changing jobs but couldn’t get any details because of some NDA Will signed.”

“Christi was telling me she met two couples that are all in a polyamorous relationship together. Think it’s related?”

“Could be.” Jenny shrugs, then grins at me. “She’ll tell us. Let’s talk about this cruise.”

“Do we have to talk?” I grin, feeling aroused by being this close to Jenny. It’s like she bathes in pheromones. I lean and lightly kiss her lips, then grip her neck and pull.

“Talking is overrated,” Jenny murmurs against my lips, then leans into me and slides her tongue along my lips.

It’s like a fuse has been lit, and we sink into our embrace as we kiss deeper. I hear Craig and Brad talking in the front seat. When it gets quieter, I know we have an audience. I want to give the boys a show, so I push her straps off her shoulders, and she pulls her arms out of her snug tank top. She arches her back, presenting her breasts to me. I tug her top down until it’s loose around her waist. Her hard nipples make my mouth water, and I lean close, glancing up to see the heat in her eyes. Engulfing the small pink tips, I cup her round breasts and moan, sucking her hard, rubbery tip between my lips.

“Mmm, your mouth feels so good,” Jenny says as she combs my hair behind my ears.

Jenny sways back, and I follow her movement as she leans against the door. We shift our positions, and she swivels, opening her legs and resting one tanned thigh against the seat back. I slide between her warm thighs, moving to suck the other nipple as Jenny gets comfortable. Peeking up at her, I pull from her nipple to kiss and nibble down her taut stomach.

“You’re overdressed,” Jenny smirks, reaching for the bottom of my ribbed hoodie and pulling it up. As I lift my arms, she tugs it off and then cups my small breasts. “I love your breasts,” she says as her fingers pull on my thick, hard buds. “Your nipples, too.”

It’s my turn to arch my back while Jenny sits forward, sucking one nipple into her mouth. Her tongue swirls around the sensitive bud as I moan at the sensation. Glancing to the front, I stare at Craig, who’s twisted around in his seat to watch. The look in his eyes adds to the heat building inside me.

“It’s a long drive,” Craig says, grinning. “You two should enjoy the ride.”

“Oh, we intend to,” Jenny says, popping off my nipple, then sucking in the other.

Grinning at my fiancé, I shift onto my knees. Running my hands along the waist of my loose yoga pants, I push them down over my ass, working my way out of them in the limited space of the back seat. When I look back at Jenny, only my flimsy thong remains. Her eyes sweep over my lean curves as I appreciate her spectacular body.

Jenny grips the bottom of her pleated skirt, lifting it to show me she’s not wearing anything underneath. I bite my lip as I lower, fixing my eyes on her. She gives me a nod, and gathers the skirt above her waist along alongside her top. I take her cue and kiss down one tanned thigh, my hands sliding along her smooth skin. First, I tease my lips across her newly waxed pussy, then nibble up her other thigh.

She grips my hair, and I peep as she guides my head to the smooth skin of her center. She fondles one breast, her fingers pulling at her hard nipple. I kiss her glistening pussy lips, savoring her taste, her moan encouraging me. I seal my lips around her open lips and lap my tongue inside.

“You’ve gotten so good at licking pussy.” Jenny’s voice is husky with need, and her words remind me, yet again, of the orgy we enjoyed last year.

I sink into the pleasure of pleasing my friend, loving how her flexible hips grind her pussy against my mouth and tongue. I cup my hand, extending two fingers and sliding them under my chin, then press inside her drenched opening.

“Fuck,” Jenny gasps when I find her g-spot. “You’re going to make me gush.”

“I hope so,” I say, nibbling at her thigh and redoubling my efforts, finger fucking her rapidly while I circle my tongue around her swollen clit. Her body tenses, and her thighs shake, telling me she’s right at her peak. I don’t hesitate to push her into bliss.

I soothe her until she calms, then pinch her nipple. I grin at her darkly, wanting her to return the favor. I lie back against the opposite door and notice Craig’s stare. I blow him a kiss and guide Jenny to my leaking cunt by her ponytail.


CHAPTER 5
GETTING WET



“Hey, girl,” Jenny says, waking me from a dream. “We’re almost there.

I open my eyes, my cheek resting against Jenny’s warm skin. I look out the front window, seeing the Gulf of Mexico on the horizon. I wipe my mouth, feeling drool slide from the corner. Looking down, I see a puddle of drool on her breast. I glance at her and swipe the smear off, blushing with embarrassment.

“I’ve been covered in worse.” Jenny laughs. I know she’s teasing. She can read my emotions, and I grin shyly back at her. “Help me get dressed.”

I sit back, looking around completely nude. I remember Jenny peeling my thong off me when we swapped positions. She had me on my back while she kissed me, sucked on my breast, and finger fucked me until I came at least twice. When we shifted to rest, I fell asleep on top of her.

I help Jenny pull her snug top over her breasts while she smooths her skirt back down her thighs. I find my hoodie and pull it over my head. Jenny hands me my thong, and I slide it into my hoodie pocket, then pull on my yoga pants. When we’re done, we turn and fix each other’s hair.

“Y’all good back there?” Brad asks, nudging Craig. Craig startles, then sits up, looking back at us. He slowly focuses, then grins back at us. Jenny giggles like she usually does when Craig looks at her.

“All good, baby,” Jenny replies to her husband, even though I know she’s ogling my fiancé.

They’re adorable, and I don’t mind their unrestrained flirting. Craig’s crush on Jenny does not threaten me—I also have a crush on her. I look up, and Brad’s watching me in the rearview, giving me a wink when our eyes meet.

“When’s Steven coming?” Jenny asks as we both shift in our seats and pull our seatbelts on. “Was he meeting us here or at the port?”

“He just texted me,” Brad reports. “He completed his work, so he doesn’t have to worry about it during our vacation. He should be here in a few hours.”

I think back again to the time I met Steven at Jenny’s orgy. He took me over the back of the sofa in the early stages of the party. Thinking of it is still a bit of a shock. I was dating Craig at the time, and I thought I may have crossed a line in consenting to the orgy before talking to him. We spent the week talking when we weren’t fucking each other or Jenny’s friends. Craig apologized for not telling me earlier about his affair with Jenny before we met. He wasn’t mad about what I did with Brad and Steven. Our relationship changed that weekend, and we’ve only gotten closer since.

“It’s going to be like a mini reunion,” Jenny says, and I nod. We’ve gotten so close as friends, our thoughts often synch up.

“What’s Dylan doing now?” I ask loud enough for Brad to hear.

“He’s met a girl at a biker bar he goes to,” Brad says. “I think she might be the one. He hadn’t opened up to anyone since I’ve known him.”

“They’re cute,” Jenny says. “I met her, and she’s exactly Dylan’s type. They’re going on a road trip with Dylan’s MC.”

“That’s awesome,” I chime in. I haven’t seen much of him this past year. It’s nice to hear he found someone. He’d shared with me that he was married when he was in the service, but she’d died. He hadn’t been with anyone since she died, until his date night with Jenny. I hope it works out for him. He deserves a fresh start.

Brad turns down their street, heading to the beach house. We’re all smiles because the house has such special memories for the four of us. I look at a new building under construction next to the elevated restaurant and beach bar at the end of their block.

“What are they building there?” I ask Jenny. It’s only two stories, but it stretches along the road that borders the trail by the beach house.

“Some fancy new bed and breakfast,” Jenny shrugs. “I’ve never heard of Fantasy Unlimited, but that’s the company behind the construction.”

“They’re based out of Dallas,” Brad says, pulling into their parking spot under their house. “Will thinks the owners live in Dallas and might be in their swing circles.”

“That’s a coincidence.” Jenny laughs. “I want to swim. Can we get changed and spend time on the beach?”

“I’m game, but are the boys okay with it?” I ask, knowing Jenny and I indulged in the car while they had to listen and watch.

“We’re good,” Craig says, and Brad nods. “A swim sounds nice. We should wait for Steven before we go to dinner.”

“I’ll text him to meet us at the restaurant,” Brad says. “We’ll all be hungry after a swim.”

With plans made, we all exit and grab our bags. Craig helps Brad with Jenny’s extra bags while I carry his and mine. I always pack light, and Jenny… doesn’t. We all climb up the stairs into their beach house, and I enjoy the cool air. The Gulf Coast is hot and humid, and my skin already has a light sheen. Jenny goes with Brad into their bedroom, and I carry our bags into the room I’ll share with Craig. It’s only logistical because I think by the end of the night, who’s with who will blur a bit.

Craig joins me as I pull off my hoodie, and I grin at him. I step close and cup his package, feeling he’s already hard.

“Did you enjoy the show?” I ask him with a smirk. “Too bad you’ll have to wait.”

“I’ll be fine, baby,” Craig says. “We’ve got a lot of time ahead of us.”

We kiss and hug, and I feel the familiar zing of arousal from being close to him. We part and finish preparing for the beach and swimming in the gulf. I’ve packed a few bikinis for the week. I choose a cute, blue, polka dot bikini set and enjoy Craig’s dark eyes as I pull the pieces into place. Craig wears plain black board shorts, perfect on his massive body. I don’t think he’d look great in a Speedo with his burly physique.

When we leave our room, Jenny and Brad are waiting. Jenny wears a white bikini, accentuating her tan skin, while Brad matches Craig with tropical leaf-patterned board shorts.

“We’re all ready,” Brad says, hefting a beach bag. “We have enough towels for everyone.”

Jenny bounces on her toes, and her excitement is contagious. I’m grinning as I follow her to their deck and down the steps to the beach trail. Soon, we’re trudging through the sand in just flip-flops while the heat of the sun and the humidity makes our skin glisten. When we’re close to the water, Brad drops the bag and jogs to the surf with Jenny beside him. Craig reaches for me, and, together, we jog after them and into the surf up to our waist, then fall backward into the shallow water.


CHAPTER 6
SURF & SHOWER



The four of us horse around in the surf, splashing and laughing. I don’t care what anyone thinks if four grown adults want to water fight like teenagers; it’s fun. Jenny splashes Craig, who, in turn, splashes her back. I turn on Brad and soak him with my surprise attack. He grins at me, then splashes back.

We start moving into deeper water, sparring with each other’s spouses. When it gets too deep for Jenny, she splashes around Craig and then jumps on his back. I tangle with Brad and manage to climb on his back. The two men head to deeper water with our arms around their necks.

“Get up on my shoulders,” Brad says.

He helps me hook my legs over his shoulder, and I hook my feet around his back. Then, seeing us, Jenny cajoles Craig into putting her on his back. Instead of climbing, my muscular boyfriend manhandles her into the air and pulls her thighs around his neck while she shrieks.

Jenny and I laugh as the two men square up and circle each other.

“You girls have to try to pull the other off,” Craig coaches us. “Winner gets to pick whose bed she sleeps in.”

“You know Jenny’s gonna try to win,” I say, bending and looking at Brad, and he nods.

Feeling Brad’s muscular shoulders under my thighs, I prepare for battle. I don’t care who wins; I wouldn’t mind a night with Brad.

“Let’s up the stakes,” Brad says, and I look down at him with a raised brow. “Whoever wins gets to pick which bed Steven sleeps in.”

Oh damn, now I want to win this silly game. My memory flashes an image of Jenny on hands and knees between Brad and Steven. Then my mind shifts to the scene of Steven stretching my pussy as Craig rails Jenny from behind. Oh yeah—I want to win the match, but we’ll be rewarded in the end.

Our two steeds circle each other as I watch Jenny. She’s strong from weight training and running, but I’m limber and flexible from my daily yoga regimen. As we stalk each other, I devise a plan. Jenny hasn’t locked her feet behind Craig’s back. If I go for her legs, I might be able to flip her in the water.

I jerk toward her the next time we’re close. Jenny responds with a high move to block my feint. We keep circling, and I keep jerking high, with Jenny responding the same way. I nudge Brad with my toes; I’m ready for contact. Brad takes the hint and closes the gap. I feint high, then dive down, grabbing her foot with both hands, pulling it up, and then pushing it back.

Jenny shrieks as her momentum rises with her predictable response and when I pull her foot, she windmills her arms. I laugh as she tries vainly to hold on with one thigh, but Craig’s body is slick with water and sweat, and she topples into the salty water with a big splash.

I shove my hands into the air, leaning back and whooping in victory. Jenny disappears under the surf, bobbing with her head just above the water. Craig grabs her and lifts her easily out of the surf.

“Two out of three!” Jenny protests with fire in her eyes. “You cheated. You had to have. I’m way stronger than you!”

“I won fair and square, girlfriend. You got too cocky.” I jab back with a grin.

She narrows her eyes, then Craig swings her over his shoulder so her head hangs down his back and smacks her ass sharply.

“Be a good sport, Jen!” He laughs.

She shrieks, then giggles and slaps Craig’s ass with both hands as he starts wading to shore. Brad follows, and I buzz with the thrill of my victory. I wield the power of who will sleep with whom. I could spoil Jenny’s plan and take Craig and Steven into my bed, leaving her to enjoy a night with her husband, but I know she’s itching to play with Craig.

The four of us walk up the easy slope of the shore, sand sticking to our feet as water streams from our bodies. The exertion and the humidity are intense, and part of me wants to dive back into the gulf.

“Let’s shower and head to the restaurant,” Jenny says. “Steven must be getting close, and I’m getting hungry.”

We all agree and grab towels from Brad’s bag to dry while we return to the beach house. We take turns spraying off the sand under their deck when we get there. Then we file up the stairs and back into the cool air conditioning. Each room has a bathroom with a shower. I follow Craig into ours while Jenny and Brad head to their room.

After stripping off our suits and hanging them to dry in the bathroom, I start running the water. Craig follows me into the stall with a glint in his eyes. I look up at him and wonder what mischief is on his mind.

“You hold all the cards, babe,” Craig says and pulls me against his sturdy chest, his hands gripping my ass and lifting me so I wrap my thighs around his hips and cross my ankles.

“I sure do. Are you looking to parley?” I ask grinning.

He’s so easy to read. He just wants to fuck Jenny, but I’m not going to make it easy for him. He won’t get her with only charm.

“What are my options?” he asks, unwilling to expose his cards.

Craig’s never in the game long at the poker table, and I can read all his tells. I don’t mind being a brat to my man.

“What do you want?” I ask innocently, then kiss him tenderly; he moans and sweeps his tongue along my lips. I break the kiss and lean back to watch him as he decides his next move.

“I don’t know,” he says, trying to bluff. “I mean, it’s up to you. What do you want?”

Lame. Never give an opponent a choice, but I let it go.

“I’m greedy,” I answer honestly. “I want two cocks.”

“Leaving poor Jenny with just one.” Craig grins, but his eyes are his tell that he knows Jenny will pout.

I nod, grinning at my fiancé.

“She’d be stuck with her husband,” Craig says as if that’s bad. I shake my head at him.

“Maybe I’ll let her have Steven.” My smile feels like pure guile.

“You, me, and Brad?” Craig says, but he says it sounds like he thinks it’s a poor choice. He wants Jenny, and I’m going to make him say it.

“That sounds fun,” I tease and shrug. His cock is hard, and I grind myself along his shaft. “You can fuck me while I suck on Steven’s huge cock.”

“I mean…” Craig shrugs like it’s not really what he wants, which I already know. “Jenny may feel left out. You know how she gets when she’s like that.”

“What are you saying, Craig?” I narrow my eyes, feigning anger. “You proposed to me this morning, and tonight you don’t want to fuck me?”

Craig looks devastated, and I can’t keep up the charade when his face dissolves into a frown. I slap his chest lightly.

“I’m kidding, love.” I kiss him again, then pull back. “But you should’ve seen your face. You looked so forlorn. You can have Jenny, and I’ll take the other two men.”

I say it like that wasn’t what I wanted because I can’t resist pulling Craig’s chain. I guess my sadistic domme side is growing.

He growls and kisses me, and I laugh into the kiss. We fondle each other but start washing off the sand and sweat. We don’t have much time, and we both know to conserve energy for later.


CHAPTER 7
NIGHTCAP



The four of us walk to the restaurant and order drinks. We’re all checking the entrance for a sign of Steven. When his head appears as he climbs the stairs to the rooftop bar, Brad whistles and waves. Steven nods and walks toward us.

I haven’t mentioned my decision, and Jenny hasn’t asked. Her body language is full of nervous energy as Steven walks up and hugs her. She squeezes him tight, kissing him intimately. I consider letting her take Steven for herself momentarily, and I’ll sleep with Brad and Craig. When she glances back at Craig immediately after parting from Steven, I bite my lip to keep from laughing. Nope, I’ll go with the original plan. She’d pout if she didn’t get to fuck Craig.

“Hey there,” I say, wrapping my arms around Steven’s neck and kissing him intimately.

His hands run down my sides. I can tell by his eyes that he knows I want him, but he’s also aware we’re in public, so he behaves. That’s something I like about Steven: he’s a gentleman outside of the bedroom. He doesn’t want a girlfriend but enjoys playtime with us when his schedule allows. Craig and Brad are always willing to share Jenny or me with Steven.

“Where’s Will and Christi?” Steven asks, looking around the bar.

“They aren’t here. They won’t be sailing with us,” Brad says. “Christi said they’ll see us at the island but didn’t say how they’d get there.”

“That’s weird. Hey, about the cruise,” Steven says, sitting between Brad and me. We all lean in to listen. “I did some digging into this cruise line, and it’s owned by the same shell corporation as the construction company across from your beach house.”

“Fantasy Unlimited.” Brad nods like he already knew. Which he probably did. Steven is thorough, but Brad always seems one step ahead of everyone. “They’ve built a new bed and breakfast in downtown Dallas, too. It opened up a few months ago.”

“What’s the catch?” Steven asks. “Bed and breakfast places are everywhere, and anyone can rent a spare room. I must be missing something because I don’t see the profit in mid-level hospitality.”

Brad shrugs, and we’re interrupted by the waitress. After we’ve ordered, Brad changes the conversation to the cruise we’re taking tomorrow.

The waitress brings us our food. The restaurant is always quick, wanting to get more people in to dine. We all tuck into the lighter fare we’ve ordered. I didn’t want to stuff myself with food, knowing I’d be enjoying a romp with Brad and Steven.

“The ship departs at noon,” Brad says as we finish our meal. “We should probably arrive at the port around eleven. I’ve reserved a van to take all of us. Our cars will be safe here.”

Jenny is shifting, looking at me, then at Craig, before switching back to look at Brad and then bobbing to look at Steven. I tuck my chin and laugh to myself, enjoying stringing her along. She’s going to burst any second now.

“Felicia!” Jenny hisses at me, narrowing her eyes. “You have to tell me who you picked!”

“I have to? Right now?” I look around at the crowded restaurant. “Here?”

Craig bumps my elbow and cocks his eye. I laugh as Jenny scrunches her forehead, staring bullets at me.

“Fine.” I laugh, then look at Steven. “You mind sleeping with me tonight?”

“Not at all,” Steven says, then looks at Craig. Craig gives him a nod and tilts his head at me to finish. He knows I’m stalling to poke at Jenny. I look back and forth between Brad and Craig with my finger on my chin like I’m weighing my options. Jenny’s face turns red, biting her lip.

“Brad, how about you?” I let her off the hook.

“Oh, thank god,” Jenny cheers, standing and grabbing Craig’s hand. “Let’s go, Coach. We need to be up early to make the boat!”

Brad laughs and nods at me. “Yes, I’d love to, Felicia.”

The way he looks at me would’ve melted my panties if I were wearing any. I take a beat to look back and forth at the two handsome men. Brad pays for the meal with his phone, then stands and offers his arm. I hook my hand at his elbow, then do the same when Steven stands. The three of us exit and head back to the beach house, walking easily, but all three of us start to pick up the pace the closer we get.

When Brad holds open the door, I step inside and see the door to my room is closed. Jenny’s moan behind the door reveals that my room is occupied. I look over at Brad.

“Out here?” I ask, looking at the ottoman, which usually ends up being the center ring of our sexual circus.

“Let’s go in my room,” Brad says. “It’ll be easier in the end.”

I get his shorthand, and we’ll all be exhausted when we’re done. My core tightens as I lead the way to Brad’s room, kicking off my flip-flops and pulling off my sundress. It was the only thing I wore aside from my jewelry. Turning to watch the two men enter and strip off their shirts, I kneel and start helping them get out of their pants.

Brad has gone commando, and I quickly grab his cock, squeezing it. He’s already hard, and I stroke up the stiff shaft. I lean in and swirl my tongue around his crown, enjoying his taste. His scent differs from Craig’s, and I savor his flavor as I sink my mouth over his thick crown.

I sense Steven’s looming presence and look up at him as I pull my mouth off Brad’s cock. I reach for Steven’s cock, which is a little thicker and longer than Brad’s, but only by a degree. Spitting on the tip, I stroke the slick gob up and down Steven’s cock. The pair watch me with dark eyes, and I love being the center of their attention.

“One of you in my mouth and the other fucking me?” I offer before sucking Steven’s cock between my lips. I keep my eyes on Steven as I give him a sloppy blowjob and watch him look at Brad. I’m unsure if they…

“Like when she found us with Jenny?” Steven asks, with a smirk at his friend.

Oh, they do remember.

“Reverse it,” Brad says and gives his stiff cock a pull. “I want her cunt.”

Fuck if hearing Brad use that filthy word doesn’t make my pussy contract with desire. He can take any of my holes. As much as Jenny crushes on Craig, I crush on Brad, too. I keep sucking but blink my eyes at the pair so they know I’m on board. I keep my hands behind my back like a good cock-sucking slut. My body zings with desire as Steven’s cock throbs against my tongue.

“You’ve gotten so good at taking a cock,” Steven says, and his praise washes over me. My mind flicks to taking the huge cock of the cop by the side of the road after that fateful week. My eyes lid half-closed as I relax my throat, and Steven grips my hair and thrusts his huge cock down my throat.

I see stars as his head stretches my throat. I feel like I’m floating, and when my mind checks back in, I’m gasping for breath while Steven smears the drool from his cock all over my face. I blink, dazed by the sensation. I’d heard of throat orgasms when I was browsing some tantric yoga sites, but I didn’t think they were real.

While I was off in space, time skipped, and the pair negotiated how to spit-roast me. Brad pulls me to my feet, then wraps his arms around me, gripping my ass. When he lifts, I get the idea and wrap my legs around his waist. I can’t help but grind my needy clit on his steely shaft as he walks to the bed. He lies me down on my back horizontally across the bed.

I guess I won’t be on all fours for this, and I blink at Steven as he walks behind my head. When he slides his hands under my shoulders, his cock looms over my face. Craning my neck, I try to lick him, but he pulls back with a devilish stare. He pulls my body back until my head hangs over the edge. My jaw hinges open, and Steven steps close and drops his heavy balls on my extended tongue.

Fuck, this is so filthy. I suck on his scrotum, tasting his musk and sweat. His scent makes my head spin as I lap his sensitive sac. The bed depresses on the other side before Brad grips my ankles. My body curls as he hefts them to his shoulders, and I feel like I’m falling.

Steven grips my head, keeping me from flipping off the bed, and checks in with me, lifting a brow. I nod and open my mouth, arching my neck to show him I’m fine. I’m rewarded by his cock pressing into my mouth at an upside-down angle. I curl my tongue around the top of his crown, closing my lips around his cock.

As Steven pushes into my mouth, Brad is running his cock along my cleft. I’m so drenched; I know his cock must be glistening as he uses my arousal to lubricate his shaft. When Steven’s balls press into my face, Brad nudges into my opening, then firmly seats himself balls deep inside me.

I can’t see anything hanging upside down, so I close my eyes as the two men start moving their fuck sticks in tandem. The odd tilt of my body and the reversed gravity makes me feel like I’m falling or floating. They pull out, and I ache, needing them inside me. When they thrust in again together, my cunt and throat stretch around their hard cocks.

Steven’s motions have me panting, and when his cock hits the spot it did earlier, everything goes white. My body shakes as I come apart around Brad’s cock, and my mind explodes from another throat orgasm. I feel like I’ve detached from my body, floating above the bed as the two men fuck me senseless.

I hang on the edge, feeling the tremors from my overloaded nerves, then lifting into bliss. I don’t know how long I’m barely conscious, swimming in rapture, when everything goes black.
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“Felicia?” Brad’s voice gets louder, and I feel his hands on my shoulders. I blink my eyes open, looking into his concerned eyes. I blink rapidly, then nod. I feel like I’m grinning crazily, bringing a look of relief to Brad’s expression.

“Hold on, Steven’s getting some water,” Brad says, lifting me and sliding me under the sheets.

I’m dazed as my mind stitches back together. Brad slips beside me, his cock hot and wet against my thigh. He strokes my hair, watching me breathe and checking my eyes. I focus on him, feeling light and happy.

“You went out,” Brad says as his thumb runs over my lips. “We hit our peaks, and we realized you were limp. Are you okay?”

“Glorious,” I manage, still fitting together the fractured shards of my mind and consciousness that shattered with my explosive orgasm. “Fuck, I feel high as a kite.”

The bed depresses on my other side, and Steve slides close against my side. The two of them are still naked, and that’s fine with me.

“Sit up and drink,” Steven says in a tone that brokers no argument. He helps me sit, and I take the bottle he offers. I take a sip, then another, and then guzzle half the icy cold bottle. When I’m done, things feel more normal. Brad offers me a square of chocolate.

“Chew slowly,” he says, and I relax, knowing these amazing men will keep me safe.

We settle into a tangle of loose limbs and quietly enjoy kisses and snuggles. I fall asleep listening to their steady breathing.


CHAPTER 8
EMBARKING



When I stir in the morning glow, I’m alone in bed. I hear voices outside the door, so I slide to my feet. I grab my long sleep t-shirt from my bag and pull it over my naked body. I’m sore in strange places as my mind ticks back to last night. I guess I found where my throat chakra is located.

The bliss still floats through my nervous system as I open the door and enter the main space of the beach house. Brad, Craig, and Steven are on the kitchen side of the counter while Jenny sits on one of the stools. Her eyes blaze with her gorgeous smile when she sees me.

“Felicia!” She rushes me and wraps me in a tight hug. I squeeze her back, and she kisses my cheek. She’s wearing the tennis outfit again, which makes sense—she hardly wore it yesterday. The white hem dancing mid-thigh shows off her toned legs. I doubt she has on underwear. “Come on. Let’s get you dressed. The boys are finishing breakfast, and then we need to scoot.”

My forehead creases with confusion about where, but then my mind clicks, and I remember we’re taking a cruise starting today. Jenny takes my hand and tugs me back into my room. I sit on the edge of the bed, a little groggy from my orgasm hangover. Jenny is flipping through my clothes in my bag.

“How can you only pack one little bag?” Jenny asks aloud, not looking at me.

“Is that a hypothetical?” I ask, pulling my t-shirt off and throwing it at her. “Put that in and hand me a sundress.”

“Right-o.” She grins, catching my top and tossing a purple sundress with a tiny flower pattern back at me.

I lift it over my hand and stand as the light dress falls down my body. It has a small shelf bra in the bodice, so I fit my breasts into the cups and then hold out my hands.

Jenny grins, “That’s all? You’re not wearing panties?” When I shake my head, she laughs. “Good, I’m not either.”

We finish packing my bag, and I grab a hairbrush. Jenny is behind me as I look in the mirror. I brush out some tangles while Jenny reaches up to tighten her ponytail. I consider braiding some pigtails but decide to go with my hair down.

“You look great, babe,” Jenny says, looking at my reflection. “I’m excited; let’s skedaddle!”

I return my brush to my bag and wheel out my suitcase. I drop it off beside Craig’s near the door, then turn back, looking for him. Jenny’s talking to Brad, and Steven is wrapping breakfast burritos in foil squares. Craig sees me, grinning as he comes to me.

“Did you sleep okay?” he asks, running his thumbs along my cheeks. He dips his head as I tilt up and kiss him, his touch centering me. I wrap my arms around my bulky boyfriend and sink into the warmth of his chest, his strong pull drawing me against him.

“I did.” I smile as we part but keep our arms around each other. “You and Jenny have fun?”

“Always.” Craig grins and kisses my forehead. “Brad said you had too much fun.”

“A wee bit, maybe. But I’m fine. It was incredible.”

My body aches deliciously as we gather our things. Steven has a bag of breakfast burritos, and Brad carries a pack of bottled water. Craig manhandles most of the suitcases, leaving Jenny and me with our totes.

“The van’s here,” Brad says, checking his phone. “We can eat on the way to the port.”

Excitement races through my nerves. I’ve never been on a sailboat, let alone a luxury yacht. Jenny sent me pictures from the cruise line that are hard to contextualize, but I’m excited to try something new.

Craig and Steven help load the bags into the eight-passenger van while Brad sits up front to talk to the driver. Jenny and I climb into the back, leaving Steven and Craig to fight over which row they want. The two men occupy a lot of space, and I love being close to my fiancé, the temperature is already hot and will only be hotter as we approach noon. Steven takes the middle seat and passes out the food. Craig passes back the water bottle and leans forward to talk to Brad.

“Are you excited?” Jenny grins, then takes a large bite of tortilla, eggs, sausage, and cheese burrito and chews while looking at me.

“I am. First time on a sailboat,” I say, taking a smaller bite. I moan at the taste. The men all know their way around a kitchen and like to spoil us with their skills.

“Me too.” Jenny nods. “Brad has a friend with a speedboat we’ve had fun with on a few lakes. I’ve never been on the ocean.”

“ I remember visiting San Diego as a kid,” I say with a grin at the memory of my dad. I miss him and Mom, but they’ve distanced themselves from me, and I’ve made peace with that. “The Pacific is much more intimidating than the Gulf of Mexico.”

We continue to chat as we eat. The driver navigates the van slowly along the port, then turns into a gated lot and talks to the security guard. Brad shows the guard our paperwork, and we’re waved inside. I scan the tops of the low buildings, then point to a pair of masts.

“Is that it?” I ask, and Jenny cranes her neck to look out the window.

“Oh, it’s big!” she says as the pier comes into view.

The stern of the ship is tied to the end of the pier, and a set of stairs leads to the aft deck. It’s massive, the masts stretching into the blue sky. The ships are three decks above the bay’s surface, and I know it probably has at least that many below the waterline. The pictures Jenny showed me snap into place as the van stops near the foot of the stairs.

“This is going to be awesome!” Jenny says, mouth agape as she steps out of the van. She and I stand near the steps as the boys haul our luggage to a designated loading area.

“We’re a bit early,” Brad says. “We should look for the sixth passenger.”

We huddle and talk, and then Jenny spies a figure walking down the quay. She’s in a light blue romper, and Jenny breaks away to meet her. The rest of us watch as Jenny takes the woman’s hand and escorts her to our group. She is beautiful, has coppery curls past her shoulders, and a curvy body. I’m always a bit envious of curves with my coltish figure, but I’ve been happy with being active. Jenny and Christi are always flattering me with compliments.

“I’m Hailey,” she says repeatedly as Jenny introduces everyone. When it’s my turn, I smile and take both her hands in mine as Craig rests his hand on the small of my back. We smile at each other, but Jenny has introduced everyone. I don’t know what to say, so I stay silent. Jenny introduces Hailey to Steven, and he takes her bag. She walks beside him as he pulls it to the loading zone. I smile, sensing a connection.

A speaker blares music, and crew members stream down the stairs, forming one line as a tall, bald man walks over.

“Good morning. I’m glad y’all made it.” His voice is deep, tinged with a southern accent, and I feel right at home.

It’s time to sail away, and I’m ready for the next adventure.
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The end

This story continues in Freeuse Caribbean Cruise - Embarkation. Turn the page for a free preview.

Or you can grab it from here:

https://read.hankdolworth.com/embarkation


WHAT’S NEXT


As Felicia, Jenny, and their lovers embark on the luxury sailing yacht that Christi arranged with her new boss, the five friends are joined by a newly divorced woman, Hailey Thompson.

This story continues in Freeuse Summer Vacation, where we are introduced to Holly Thompson, who stowed away on a luxury yacht and found her joy in serving the captain and the crew as a freeuse stewardess.

You can read all the salacious details in Freeuse Summer Vacation.
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read.hankdolworth.com/summer-vacation


FREE - TABOO TRYSTS
THREE STORIES OF FORBIDDEN LUST
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This free book contains three stories of forbidden lust and taboo desires.

1. Getting Wet With Traci - cheating and exhibitionism

2. Giving Her Professor Extra Credit - OMYW age gap, professor-student

3. Tabby Can’t Say No - interracial, close relations, age gap

https://read.hankdolworth.com/taboo-tales


FREE - TEMPTATION IN A THUNDERSTORM
EMMA HAS A SEXY IDEA FOR JONATHAN’S HOMECOMING
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Emma loves her boyfriend, Jonathan, more than anything. She will show him how much by wrapping herself in plastic before he opens the door on his return from his business trip. She’s finishing a project at work while he’s flying home. Then, a thunderstorm changes everything when she’s trapped in an elevator with a stranger.

Temptation in a Thunderstorm

https://read.hankdolworth.com/thunderstorm


SPICY HOTWIFE AND FREEUSE STANDALONES
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Check out these spicy stories of husbands and wives who seek an adventurous alternative lifestyle. Happy hotwives and feisty freeuse tales that are sure to heat up a cold night.

Hank Dolworth's Spicy Standalones

https://read.hankdolworth.com/standalones


FREEUSE STOWAWAY ADVENTURES


[image: ]


When Holly takes her future in her hands and stows away on a sailing yacht, she's sure her future is bright. It comes crashing down when the yacht's handsome captain tells her the consequences of stowing away. Offering her an option, Holly takes it eagerly, hoping to prove herself to the man who's given her a chance at a new life.

Follow her Freeuse Stowaway Adventures Series.

read.hankdolworth.com/stowaway-series
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read.hankdolworth.com/freeuse-stowaway-adventures


FREEUSE CARIBBEAN CRUISE
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Hailey is restarting her life after her divorce. When gifted a Caribbean cruise aboard a luxury sailing yacht, she meets new friends who include her in their swinging lifestyle. Follow Hailey as she learns how to let go and enjoy surrender.

https://read.hankdolworth.com/caribbean-cruise-series
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read.hankdolworth.com/caribbean-cruise


HANK DOLWORTH COLLECTION SERIES
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Hank Dolworth Collection Series

includes the following:

	Fantasy Unlimited Bed & Breakfast 

	Freeuse Stowaway 

	Study Buddies with Benefits 

	Jenny, the Soccer Mom 




read.hankdolworth.com/hdcollection


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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