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Love and marriage, as the song goes, are often seen as inseparable. A man and a woman, bound in love and loyalty. But this is a fairytale; the reality of marriage is far more complex, shaped by societal expectations and individual desires.

Some women want more than one man can give her, but they are too scared to admit it. It takes strength to put your partner’s needs first, to understand what makes them tick and what they want but cannot admit even to themselves.

This is a bundle of stories about how her soul mate takes care of her by sharing her, stirring heated passion and a longing for something more. He loves her, and he trusts his friends. Now can he trust his friends to give what she needs, her darkest desires? Read on to find out.

Includes:

	A Hotwife Playa Cabana

	A Hotwife Doppelganger

	A Hotwife Spring Training




INTRODUCTION


I started writing hotwife erotica in 2022, beginning with A Hotwife Soccer Mom. I enjoy writing series where the stakes build and the experiences of a happy hotwife vixen and a supportive husband stag grow more exciting.

I was invited to join the Ultimate Hotwife series with the best erotica authors I’m friends with, and those series helped me expand my reach of hotwife fiction.

The three books included in this collection are separate but connect in a hotly erotic way—A hot, sexy wife who loves her man is encouraged by her lover to enjoy other men sexually. These encounters initiate three different vixens into a new lifestyle where her pleasure is also his pleasure.

These books include serial encounters, group sex with virtual strangers, and fulfilled fantasies with her man’s best friends. They always include a happy ending where the man and his hotwife reconnect and renew their love for each other.

I hope you enjoy this collection of stories, and I have some links to free books in the back to introduce you to more of my style of hot encounters with sex-positive partners that focus on her pleasure.

Enjoy!

- Hank Dolworth
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To people so in love they want to try risky things.


Love her but leave her wild

ATTICUS


PREFACE


I was flipping through my wedding book, double-checking on all the preparations. I’d hired the best wedding planner I could find—my best friend, Kyla. The date was set for a destination beach wedding in Belize at a private resort. Everyone at the wedding party would have their own cabana set just off the beach. We’d be married at sunrise and spend three more days in paradise alone while everyone else flew back to Dallas.

Jonathan had proposed six months ago, and I’d accepted. We’d survived my impulsive infidelity in the elevator with Josh, the game developer who worked in the same building. I still saw him occasionally, so the electricity from that hot, shared experience reminded me how I’d behaved brazenly. I’d been a slut for him. At first, I’d put it off as the fear of the dark and claustrophobia.

I had tearfully confessed my sin to Jonathan that same night. He’d returned from a business trip, and the whole thing had started with me fantasizing about wrapping myself up in plastic for Jonathan to unwrap. The fantasy had ramped up my arousal, which was part of the reason I was so horny in the dark elevator in the first place. Jonathan had accepted my apology, and we continued our relationship.

In the months since then, Jonathan had brought it up many times. He’d want me to relive the experience, to tell him all the sordid details. It never failed to turn me on to tell my boyfriend about the time I cheated on him. I shivered at the memory, I had hoped it would fade over time, but the reality was that Josh in the elevator was my go-to fantasy when I was alone and horny. Retelling the story to Jonathan always excited him, and we’d enjoy a few days of unrelenting sex.

Would that change once we got married?

“Hey, Emma,” Jonathan said, leaning against the door frame. “Our ride to the airport is on the way. You got everything?”

“Of course, just checking the list again. Everything is packed and waiting for the car to get here.” I looked at him as he pushed off the wall and then slid into a chair beside me. “Are you okay?”

He had this serious look on his face as he looked at me. He pulled my chair out to face his and then pulled me into his lap. I giggled as he pulled my legs across his thighs and ran my hand along his smooth jaw. His eyes were locked on mine and then he kissed me. It was warm and possessive. The kind of kiss that stirred up the lust inside me. I moaned into his mouth.

“Emma, I have a proposition,” Jonathan said as he pulled back from the kiss. “I’ve researched and think you’ll enjoy my offer.”

“Research into what?”

“Have you ever heard the term ‘hotwife’?”

“No.” I felt my face grow slack at the odd term, and I felt confused.

“It’s an open relationship between a man and his wife, where the wife has sex with other men. With the husband’s knowledge.”

I felt my body respond to the lurid suggestion and saw a flash of my memory of riding Josh in the elevator. I felt my cheeks heat up and my nipples tightened in arousal. My body was way ahead of my mind.

“You want me to fuck other men?” I said, trying not to break down. “You’re bringing this up while we’re waiting to go to the airport to fly to our wedding? Really?”

“Yeah,” Jonathan said as his eyes darkened, and I felt his physical response to his scheme. He was hard as a rock under my thigh. “I want you to fuck my friends—all my groomsmen—before you walk down the aisle.”

My mouth hung open after I gasped, “Your friends? Axel, David, and Colin—your groomsmen. The men you want beside you when you vow, in front of a priest, of your fidelity to our marriage.”

“Emma, our officiant, is your friend, Kyla. Our vows are promises we make to each other, not a deity, and yes. They’ll be beside me and know what a lucky bastard I am to have you in my bed for the rest of my life.”

His eyes were intense, yet serene. He’d given this much thought, and I’d be lying if the idea of enjoying other men didn’t make my core clench in anticipation.

“I love you, though, Jonathan,” I tried, but I knew I was already sliding down a slippery slope. “Only you.”

“Sex isn’t love,” Jonathan explained softly and pressed another kiss to my lips. “You don’t love Josh, but thinking of fucking him again still turns you on. Turns me on too. I think you need this in your life. Our life. You’re it for me, Emma. You are the only one I want, but I can tell you need more than just me. I’m permitting you. I don’t think you’ll fall out of love with me by fucking my friends.”

We looked at each other in silence. I didn’t want to admit that the idea aroused me, that I was wet thinking about what his friends would do to me. What kind of woman was I to be fantasizing about riding another man’s cock, while looking into my fiancé’s eyes?

“It’ll be up to you,” Jonathan said, finally breaking the silence. He reached into his shirt pocket and pulled out my wedding band. “When you walk down that aisle and still love me, say I do. I’ll be there, expecting to see you and put this ring on your finger.”

“What if I don’t want to?” I asked, and I hated the quiver in my voice. “I mean, I want to marry you. That’s not a question. It’s… This is a shock, babe.”

Jonathan dropped the ring back into his pocket and then touched my thigh. I trembled at his touch. Arousal swirled in my core the more I considered his proposition. I bit my lower lip as I looked at him and edged my thighs apart. His grin at my slight movement did something inside me. He knew me too well, and I knew he’d find my panties soaked when his fingers slid further up my thigh.

“It’s not a shock, Em,” He growled, kissing along my jaw and down my neck. My head rolled back at the sensation of his lips and teeth. His fingers circled higher up, and I spread my thighs like a needy slut for his touch. “Your sexuality is so next level, baby.”

“I’m supposed to be yours,” I whined, but my thoughts were filled with images of his friends as his practiced fingers slid over my lace panties. I felt his growl when he realized they were soaked and shuddered when his fingers circled over my clit. “You’re not going to be jealous?”

My body had already agreed to his wicked request. In some way, deep in my mind, I was on my knees before his friends, their fingers gripping my hair, controlling me as I savored their cock. As Jonathan teased his fingers under the lace of my thong, spread my lips open, and pushed inside me, I rocked my hips to meet him.

“Are you thinking of me?” He growled, slowly pumping his fingers.

“No.” My confession only made my pussy clench tighter around his fingers. “Axel.”

I groaned at the thought of his tattooed, bearded, bald friend thrusting into my tight slit.

“Just Axel?” Jonathan brushed his thumb over my clit, and my body shivered.

“Mmnnhh-no, David, and Colin too.” I was lost in fantasy as my fiancé fingered me to heaven. I pulled down one side of my top and tugged my bra down, my breast popping free. Jonathan growled and latched onto my turgid nipple, sucking hard and deep. I was on edge from the thought of fucking his friends. Too soon, I crested and came gushing my release around his plunging fingers.

“Good girl, Emma,” Jonathan said, pulling his lips from my hard nipple. “I love you, my slutty, soon-to-be hotwife. Now—are you ready to go?”

I flung my arms around Jonathan’s neck and kissed him deeply. I was high from the orgasm but deeply in love with the man who had my heart. I’d follow him if he wanted to lead me into a hotwife life.

“I love you, Jonathan,” I said, keeping my lips against his. “Let’s get married.”


1
LANDING




The plane banked across the teal blue of the Gulf of Mexico. I watched from the business class seat at the front of the cabin, pressing my face against the window to look at the lush greenery growing along the strips of white, sandy beaches. The flight hadn’t taken long and had been over water for half the distance. According to Jonathan, we’d crossed over Mexico and the Yucatan peninsula, which stuck up like a thumb into the blue-green gulf. We’d banked and turned over the water, reversing our direction as the plane steadied and flew level.

I looked over my shoulder, and Jonathan was resting against his fully upright and locked seat, looking serene as my gut tightened with every shake and every waver the plane took while it aligned with the runway. I grabbed Jonathan’s hand, squeezing until his eyes blinked open.

“Babe, relax.” His smile was tranquil, and I wanted to know what drugs he was on.

“I’m horrible with flying and small spaces, remember?” I whispered, not to disturb the other guests in business class.

“It’s almost over.” Jonathan gripped my hand and pulled me away from the window, pulling me against his chest. “Close your eyes and just listen to my heart, babe.”

I did as he said, and the steady thrum of his heartbeat in my ear did help me relax. I focused on deep breathing as the plane shuddered and swerved on a gust of wind. I screeched slightly when the wheels struck the tarmac, then tightened my grip on Jonathan’s hand as the plane braked hard.

“There, now we just have to taxi to the gate,” Jonathan said, kissing my temple. “We have a bit of a drive to get to the resort after getting our bags.”

“Are you driving?” I asked because his chill demeanor made me suspect he was in an altered state.

“Nope, I got it all arranged. The resort is sending a shuttle. Then we have a boat ride to the island.”

“Can you share your drugs with me?” I whispered in his ear, then lightly bit his ear lobe. “How can you be so calm?”

“I’m marrying my dream girl the day after tomorrow. With all of our friends along to celebrate. This is going to be the best destination wedding ever.” Jonathan turned and kissed me.

“When do our friends get here? None of them were on this flight.” I swayed against his chest as the plane turned and then slightly accelerated towards the terminal.

“They get in late tonight. Kyla and her team are already there. She’ll meet us on the island. Then all your friends are on the next flight, and my friends will be in after that.”

“Next time, let me handle the travel arrangements too.” I huffed, frustrated at the haphazard planning.

“I did my best, Emma.” Jonathan smiled and combed through my hair, then shifted my my head to kiss me. His lips were soft but insistent and I melted into the kiss and felt his tongue brush over my lips. When he parted, my frustration mostly vanished. “There’s not going to be a next time, babe. You’re it for me. I’m only marrying you once.”

“Fine.” I smiled, and we kissed until the bell rang and the seat belt light extinguished.

We parted and then rose. Jonathan stepped into the aisle and retrieved our carry-on baggage. I collected our belongings and my purse. We were the first couple off the plane and felt the tropical heat before we stepped into the jetway and back into air conditioning.

“This is hotter than Dallas,” I moaned.

“It’s the humidity, but we’re going to be in a resort on a small island with the gulf surrounding us,” Jonathan explained. “You can wear your striped bikini when not in your white wedding bikini.”

“Should it be white?” I asked aloud as we walked through the airport. “Maybe I should shop for a red bikini since I’m going to be practically a w-h-o-r-e the night before our wedding.”

Jonathan dragged me to a stop, then pulled me tight against his chest. He kissed my forehead and tilted my chin to look into my eyes. His dark hazel eyes were serious and intense.

“You’ll be wearing white like you planned. What we’ve planned doesn’t change how perfect you are, and I will be proud to put a ring on your finger.” His voice was severe but low. Then he leaned and kissed me. “Besides, it will match the white cum of my friends dripping down your thighs.”

I felt my cheeks heat with embarrassment while also feeling my core clench, and I knew that my thoughts would continue to swirl at the reminder of my pre-wedding challenge. Why did I agree to fuck all of the groomsmen before I walked down the aisle? I blinked and looked back into Jonathan’s eyes and his warm smile.

“This is what I want for you,” Jonathan said. “No guilt or shame. This won’t work if you crucify yourself over our private lives and who we invite to join us.”

“They’ll know Jonathan,” I whispered. “They’ll know every one of my filthy fantasies. All of my dirty dreams. They’ll know.”

“And they’ll keep our secret,” Jonathan assured me. “This will remain between us. I trust them, and I trust you.”

I shook my head as I tried to get a handle on my nerves. Each leg of our journey was one step closer. I was eager and also apprehensive. I thought about each of the groomsmen as I hugged Jonathan, resting my cheek against his chest and hearing the steady thump of his heart. With my eyes closed I paged through my memories of Jonathan’s friends.

David was Jonathan’s best man and was the most similar to him. Slightly taller with a strong, clean shaven jaw. His dark-brown hair and eyes were intense, and his natural olive complexion only added to his handsome physique. He was the CEO of Jonathan’s company, while Jonathan ran the day-to-day operations as the COO. They had been friends in college, all the way through grad school. They’d pitched their business to investors and started their own company a few months before I met Jonathan at a club. As friends, they were each other’s ride-or-die.

Axel was the opposite of Jonathan’s white-collar appearance. His forearms and chest covered with a tattoos of various styes and sizes. His bald head and full beard made him appear like an intimidating biker. Over the years I’d known him, he continued to build his well developed physique. His muscular appearance demonstrated his dedication to strength training. For all of his outward appearance, however, Axel was the CTO for the company and ran their IT department. He was brilliant and knew his way around anything digital. He probably knew more about me than I did about him. I trusted him the most; he was the first I’d thought of when Jonathan told me his fantasy.

That left Colin, the third of Jonathan’s groomsmen. Colin was originally from the UK and had family money. His accent was always was an attraction. He’d gotten his MBA from Oxford, but David knew him from a conference he’d attended a few years back. Jonathan and David had heavily recruited Colin. When he’d accepted the position as CFO, the company was in secure financial hands. His relaxed demeanor was always comforting, and his charming manners put me at ease.

I realized that Jonathan was right—his friends would keep our secrets. They would protect me from any nasty rumors. They had Jonathan’s back and, by extension, mine. I looked up at the face of my fiancé and smiled. Pressing up on my toes, I kissed him and wrapped my arms around his neck.

“I’m ready for anything when I’m in your arms,” I said as I parted the kiss.

“Good, because there are our bags.”

We gathered our luggage and pushed it in a cart to the curb, where a car was waiting, holding a sign with David’s surname, Talbot, in big, bold letters. A name that would be mine in less than seventy-two hours. Our bags loaded, we climbed into the back of the car, embarking on the next leg to our destination.


2
ARRIVAL




The private island that held the resort we’d rented for the week was isolated from the mainland by a boat ride. That didn’t mean it was deserted. There was a full staff that had quarters on the island, while the guests stayed in cabanas on the sandy strip of land that made up the island. The cabanas stood on sturdy, concrete stilts about ten feet off the white sand. The largest was in the middle, with eight smaller cabanas encircling it.

Six of the staff met us on the dock and welcomed us with smiles and fruity drinks . They escorted us to the main cabin, where Jonathan and I would spend the following week after our wedding. It would be the meeting point for the wedding party for the next couple of days. Initially, each guest, including Jonathan and me, had a cabana for their stay. After we toured the main cabin, a pair of staff escorted us to our individual cabanas.

My cabana was right beside Jonathan’s behind the main cabana. The plan for the wedding was to have the groomsmen assigned to cabanas on Jonathan’s side while my bridesmaids would inhabit the cabanas curving past mine. Kyla, my best friend, wedding planner, and officiant, along with her team, had rooms in the building where the island staff stayed, but she met me in my room.

“Welcome to your little island paradise!” Kyla said excitedly, wrapping me in one of her full-body hugs.

I dropped my bag and hugged her tightly, glad to have feet on the wooden floor after being in the air and on the water for most of the day. She pulled back and smiled at me.

“Are you excited? I’m excited. This place is fabulous. The staff is excellent, everything is going to be fine!”

“I’m tired, Ky,“ I said. “I’m not good at flying, and the boat did a number on my tummy.”

“I’ve got just what you need,” Kyla said, handing me a glass of ginger ale. “This and a bit of lie down, and you’ll feel just fine. The girls won’t be here for a few hours so you can relax, rest, and get your bearings. There are snacks set up in the main cabana, so grab some food if you want. I’m gonna get out of your hair.”

“What are you going to do?” I asked, stretching and deciding that unpacking could wait a little longer.

“I have a million and one things to check on, lists to cross off. I’m going to be a bit nuts until the inventory is done,” Kyla said in one breath. “I plan to finish before the rest of the girls arrive. They all made their flights with no delays.”

“Okay, I think I’ll take a short nap.” I stretched and yawned, then sipped from the glass of ginger ale, letting the bubbled fizz settle on my tongue before swallowing slowly. “Can you tell Jonathan I’m gonna nap?”

“Sure thing, hun.” Kyla was already walking out the door and waving her hand above her head. “Get your rest. This is gonna be a wild weekend!”

I finished the rest of the ginger ale, rinsed the glass, placed it on the sideboard to dry, then walked to the bed and slumped onto my side. I smiled to myself as I felt the expensive comforter cradle my body. The entire cabana was decked out with plush materials yet maintained a beach vibe. I could hear the waves crashing lightly against the beach just past the main cabana, and I let my eyes drift closed.

I felt the bed move. Jonathan’s arm wrapped around my belly, and I pulled my back against his chest. I wriggled to get comfortable in his arms but kept my eyes closed.

“Just rest, babe,” Jonathan growled, “I’ll meet your friends in a couple of hours.”

“You sure?” I ground my ass back into his groin and smiled as I felt his erection stiffen against me.

“Babe,” Jonathan warned. “You’ll need your strength. You feel good, but I want to wait until I’ve slid my ring on your finger the morning after next.”

I let out a long slow breath but nodded as I turned toward Jonathan. He moved to hug me close, kissing my forehead and combing through my hair. “Okay, but stay with me for a few minutes? I want some alone time with you, before things get crazy.”

“Of course, baby. Do you want to walk through the events?” Jonathan asked.

I nodded into his chest, then pressed my ear against him comforted by his steady heart beat. He traced his fingers up and down my back and started listing the events for the next day.

“In the morning, we have breakfast, followed by a spa day for the girls in the main cabana,” Jonathan began. “The boys will have the morning to recover from their late flight. Then we will all meet for lunch, and Kyla will review the plans for the party tomorrow night and the sunrise wedding the morning after.”

I knew that plan, but I had a question. “What is the plan for the party? How is that going to work?”

I knew I had to reserve time with each groomsman, one at a time, before the wedding in the early morning. My core clenched as I thought about it, and the handsome faces of Jonathan’s friends flashed in my mind.

“I have a plan,” Jonathan said. “I’ll tell you about it before the party starts, but the details need to be a surprise.”

I huffed, lifted my mouth to kiss his chin, and bit him lightly. “I don’t like surprises.”

“You’ll like this one,” Jonathan laughed. “I’ll tell you a secret though. You will have time with each of them in their cabana, privately, while the rest of our guests are dancing and partying. You’ll know when to visit each cabana, and I’ll cover for you while you’re having fun.”

“While I’m fucking my way through your, friends,” I said, dropping my hand to cup and squeeze his stiff erection. “You’re thinking of me being a slut for each of your groomsmen, aren’t you?”

“Of course,” Jonathan said, then kissed me deeply, his hands dropping to grab my ass and pull me against him. Parting the kiss, he rubbed his nose against mine. “I know you’re soaked thinking of having three different cocks in one night.”

“I’d be happy with just yours, lover.”

“You’ll be happier after you’ve been fucked senseless.”

“Fair.”

I snuggled into him and closed my eyes, listening to his heart as my breathing slowed and my thoughts faded to darkness.


3
PRE-WEDDING BEACH PARTY




The silicone bump in the crotch of my bikini bottoms was cold at first but soon warmed as it sank between my aroused pussy lips. Jonathan wrapped his arms around me, kissed behind my ears, and growled deeply.

“Remember the patterns?” Jonathan asked as we swayed to the music coming from outside.

“I do,” I admitted, and my core tingled as the small remote-controlled vibrator shifted into place against my clit. “I can’t believe I’m going to do this. That you want me to fuck all your friends. All our family is out there, eating, drinking, and dancing while I’m supposed to slink away to get plowed by your pals.”

“Shh,” Jonathan growled in my ear as he gripped my hips, pulling my ass into his rigid erection. “I already know you’re slick and needy, love.”

“You make me sound like a slut,” I murmured, turning my head towards him, needing the anchor of his lips. He turned and kissed the other shoulder and ground his stiffness against my ass.

“You’re my slut.” His words echoed in my mind, and I was lost in my fantasies. His fingers tapped out a beat of three short taps, a pause, and then repeated against my right hip.

“Cabana one,” I whispered, recognizing the pattern he’d drilled into me since he explained how tonight would work.

“Good girl,” he said, swaying our bodies to the calypso beats of the steel drum band entertaining our guests.

Our close family members had been arriving on our island throughout the day, and this was the final celebration before our sunrise wedding. I felt his fingers circle and grind in low long circles, like a throb against my left hip.

“Cabana two,” I moaned, pushing my hips back. The buzzing again my swollen clit was exquisite torture. I needed to be fucked. I needed to be treated like the needy whore I was. The unmoving firm silicone of the vibrator wasn’t enough friction, and I whimpered, close to begging for Jonathan’s cock.

“Very good, my love,” Jonathan said.

He withdrew his hips, and the sudden loss of contact robbed me of my breath. He twisted me around to face him, his fingers digging into my ass, pulling my body flush against him. The ache in my nipples grew as they pressed against my striped bikini and into his warm bare chest. His tropical shirt was left untucked and unbuttoned. I wanted to step back and admire my soon-to-be husband’s chest and abs, but his fingers kept me in place. Then his fingers tapped my left hip again: short-long-short long.

“Cabana three,” I started, but I was silenced by his insistent kiss, claiming my mouth as his arms tightened in a possessive embrace.

“Perfect.” His eyes glinted in the soft light of my cabana, and his grin warmed my heart even as my pussy clenched with need. “You’re ready. Shall we make our appearance for our guests?”

I didn’t have the words, so I nodded. My knees felt wobbly as Jonathan turned, and I took his arm, my fingers sliding along his forearm to grip his elbow. My striped bikini bottoms and the devilish device which would direct my actions were hidden behind a white wrap that danced over my knees and calves. I wanted to admire Jonathan in his board shorts and flowered shirt as he escorted me down the steps into the warm sand.

The sun was just on the horizon, and the beach was warm still warm from the tropical sun. The beach-party theme was perfect for our location while also being the perfect cover for my night of devilish delights. Stepping into the outskirts of the party, I worked to recognize the features of the first guest we encountered.

“Aunt Poppy!” I smiled as my red-headed aunt grinned and pulled me into her warm hug. Poppy was the cookie baker of the family; her warm curves did nothing to soothe the heat of my body. But her comforting aroma and sweet personality soothed my frayed nerves. “I’m so glad you could make it. I know it’s a hassle to fly out from Chicago.”

“I wouldn’t miss it,” Poppy said, grinning big. “You’re my favorite niece!”

“I’m your only niece.” I laughed and hugged her. “This is Jonathan.”

She pulled him into a hug immediately. He laughed and pulled her close.

“Thank you for the Christmas cookies, Poppy. darling.” He dropped into a faux English accent that thrilled Poppy into a girlish giggle.

“You probably call all the girls that,” she simpered, pinching his cheek. “Don’t let me hold you two up. Lots of people want to meet you.”

With a squeeze of her hand, we stepped into the throng of people. Everyone was dressed in bathing suits for the beach-party theme of our wedding weekend. Uncle Joe and his third wife, Bella, who was twenty years his junior, were a contrast in styles. Where Bella had chosen a conservative wrap around her slim, lithe frame, her blonde locks pulled into a severe bun, Uncle Joe had opted for a topless Speedo outfit that exposed too much skin since he was bald.

The steel drum band was playing hits from a pop-music playlist, and I recognized Fleetwood Mac’s “Landslide” as we mingled into the crowd. I lost track of people and relaxed. The frisson of horny need I’d felt in our cabana had quieted as Jonathan and I shook hands with, hugged, and laughed with our circle of family, close friends, and, of course, the wedding party. The six of them and Kyla were our guests’ extended hosts, and they ensured that sno one was left out of conversations.

The party buzzed with excitement, drinks were consumed slowly, and appetizers were passed out and eaten while conversations broke off into small groups that merged and flowed naturally. I swayed to music from my youth as Jonathan led me from one group to another, meeting extended family that he’d flown in for our nuptials. I hummed along to the music of The Cars, Tom Petty, and Cheap Trick as the steel drums pounded out the familiar rhythms into the tropical air.

The band started playing Hall and Oates’ “Maneater” when I felt the first ripple from the device pressing against my clit. The thrumming grew more intense, and my knees trembled.

*buzz-buzz-buzz*



“Cabana One,” I murmured, barely audible, and squeezed Jonathan’s forearm. He glanced at me with a mercurial smile and nodded.

“I need to freshen up,” I said apologetically to whoever we’d been talking to while the insistent pattern of buzzes continued to befuddle my mind and spark my arousal. “I’ll just be gone for a spell.”

“Of course, babe,” Jonathan covered for me. “Go take a break. You’ve been going non-stop.”

He shrugged at the couple we’d been talking to. I think it was his cousin or niece and her girlfriend. I nodded as I withdrew and turned to get my bearings, then marched through the sand toward Cabana One. I smiled at the guests I passed and tried to see which of the groomsmen was missing from the crowd. Honestly, I didn’t care. I just wanted a dick inside me as soon as possible. My slick arousal dripped down my hot thigh as I ascended the steps into the secluded cabana.


4
ROSES AND THORNS




The interior of Cabana One was decorated with string lights and has a muted atmosphere. At the back of the room stood Colin with his formal posture. He was holding a bouquet of red roses at the center of his broad, firm chest, his tight swimsuit outlining his rigid cock. I licked my lips and strode toward him, irritated at the romantic gesture.

“I don’t need roses, Colin,” I growled as I stepped against him, my fingers gripping and stroking the outline of his cock. “I just need this inside me.”

“I never thought of you as romantic, my dear,” Colin growled.

His hand slid up the stems of the bundle of red roses, then pulled the blossoms off the end of the stems and tossed the loose petals over the bed. I gasped while squeezing the thickness of his cock. He gripped the bundle of thorny stems with one hand, while the other wrapped behind my back and swept up my spine to grab my neck.

In an instant, Colin twisted me around and pushed my face into the pile of rose petals and ocean-scented cotton. I huffed and tried to move or turn, but his grip was too firm. He hooked my wrap with a free finger and pulled it from my hips, leaving my ass bare and my pussy covered in the gusset of my still-pulsing bikini bottoms.

“You’re a bad girl, Ems, aren’t you.”

“Yes,” I managed, then yelped as Colin whipped the thorny stems into my ass cheeks. “Ugh! Shit.”

It stung, then it didn’t. I could feel the heat rippling along my bare flesh as Colin flayed the backs of my thighs and the curve of my ass with the fresh stems of the roses. He stopped, and his fingers slid over my heated ass cheeks.

“I know Jonathan gave you a safeword,” Colin whispered. “You’ve not used it, but now is your chance, Emma. Anything else is consent. Do you understand?”

I nodded. I didn’t use the safe word because I was a bonfire of need. Colin’s polite and genteel manners had been shattered, and this dominating persona smashed through and turned my insides into melted lust. “More, please,” I managed, knowing those two words didn’t sound like my safeword.

“You’re a dirty girl, Emma,” Colin said, lighting up my ass with a few more swats. “Does Jonathan know what a pain slut you are?”

I squeezed my thighs together, getting little friction against my clit as my ass bloomed with pain. Was I a pain slut? Was I dirty? Maybe. But all I needed was more of Colin in every way he wanted. I pressed my back towards him after he whipped me with the stems. The whiny moans of need that echoed inside my head only made me want more.

“Cock, please… I want your cock inside me.” I twisted to try to find the kind eyes of my fiancé’s friend. His dark smirk made my cunt clench, and I blinked and worked my hips hungrily.

Colin tossed the ruined stems on the bed full of shredded petals. Some scattered across my shoulders and back as he stepped behind me. His fingers slid into the waistband of my bikini bottoms and then pulled the tight material over my ass. The places where the stems and thorns had bit into my flesh sparked with fresh pain as Colin bared my ass. His lips kissed and teeth nibbled at my flesh. I stayed bent over the bed but spread my thighs, opening my needy cunt to his eyes and… fuck, anything he wanted to give me.

“You make me so hungry, Emma,” he growled, his teeth pinching a fold of my flesh. His fingers drew up the inside of one thigh and pressed into my cunt. I hadn’t recognized the absence of the firmness of the silicone vibrator until I felt the hot firmness of Colin’s fingertips working between my lips. “You’re slick, soaked, such a needy wench. I can’t wait to sink into this cunt.”

The word “cunt” sounded lewd, but Colin’s accent was also fucking hot as hell. Being called a wench made my pussy clench. I was a slut and a whore. Now I was also a wench. Would he call me…

“Does Jonathan know that he’s marrying such a needy trollop?”

Yep. There it was. As I held myself bent over the side of the bed, my fingers digging into the rose-petal-covered comforter, I knew I was all of those things. I needed cock more than I needed oxygen, and my pitiful whines only made me realize the truth of who I was.

I moaned as Colin’s broad head pressed into my drooling cunt. My whines of need turned into a satisfied grunt as my proper English friend plowed deep into me. His balls pressed into my overstimulated labia as he worked his hips in a circle, grinding his cock into my depths.

“Is that what you desired, Emma?”

Fuck. His accent was going to make me come. The way he even slammed his dick into me with the melodic accent of an English gentleman had my pussy gripping his impressive girth.

“Yes, fuck. Please. Fuck me. I’m your whore, your wench, your trollop!”

His strokes grew harder, his tempo increasing. His fingers wrapped around my ponytail. I’d worn my hair pulled back strictly, and his grip pulled the wrap from my hair so he could grab the tail in his fingers. He hauled my head back as he railed into my rippling cunt.

“Nonsense, Emma,” he grunted in a low voice. “You’re not mine, love. I’m fortunate to use you before your true mate claims you.”

I exploded, seeing nothing but a blaze of white as my pussy clenched tightly around his thrusting cock. The heat of his hard thrusts and the feel of his thighs smacking into my tender, abraded ass prolonged my bliss. The truth of his words, that I was fucking someone other than my betrothed, only made me crazier as I screamed, arching back with his firm grip on my hair.

With a roar, he slammed in deep, and I felt the heat of his release stoke the fire within me. He pressed me down and slumped over my prone body. I trembled in the throes of my prolonged orgasm as he growled in my ear.

“Delightful, darling,” he said. “You are the perfect fit for Jonathan, my dear.”

The pulse of his hot cream inside me slowed as he nipped along the base of my neck, pushing my loose curls aside to bare my skin to his mouth. The feel of his teeth levering closed, sucking the bottom of my neck, and I moaned, knowing he was leaving his mark.

Then he pushed back, the weight and heat of his body leaving me in a vacuum of solitude. I heard him pull up his swim trunks, then he rolled me over onto my back. His eyes drank in my body, my tits still covered by my striped bikini bottom.

“I knew I forgot something,” he teased, holding his hand out. “Let’s get you put back together, love. Your guests will miss you.”

Colin dropped to his knees and picked up my discarded bikini bottoms. He checked that the vibrator was still in place, then slid the bottoms up my legs. I lifted my hips off the bed, feeling his cum leaking from my cleft as he pulled the bottoms up. I felt the device slip between my tender lips.

“Fuck,” I sighed, feeling my eyes flutter, but I knew I needed to get it together. With Colin’s help, I stood up and pulled the white wrap around my hips. I wondered if the rose stems had left marks, but I didn’t check in the mirror. I gathered my hair into a loose ponytail and pulled a hair clip off the bathroom shelf. My hair fell loosely along my neck, covering Colin’s mark, and I smiled into the mirror.

“I’ll go out first,” Colin said. “You follow along after a spell.”

He kissed my neck, his thumb pressing into his mark like a brand before he withdrew, leaving me with my thoughts. I nodded into the mirror, anxious about what was to come. I put myself back together, fixing my makeup and hair and straightening my bikini top. I tugged at the waist of my bottoms and felt the protuberance of the device slide deeper into my tenderness. I smiled at myself and wandered back into the growing darkness of the night.


5
LIGHTS AND CANDLES




I drifted back to the party, hyper aware of the sand between my toes. The coil of arousal in my core from the remnants of getting railed by Colin made me feel like I had a crazy grin on my face. I was dazed from the bliss I’d felt and had to blink before I recognized Jonathan’s handsome face. I pulled myself against him and kissed him deeply, unaware of anyone else.

“Someone missed you.”

I heard the distinctly familiar feminine chuckle nearby, and my brow wrinkled with concern. I recognized the voice and blushed as I turned towards my mother, Betsy, and smiled. “I did. It was only for a few minutes to freshen up, but I missed Jonathan every moment.”

Jonathan coughed and pulled me against his side. I pressed my hand to his chest, wrapped my arm around his hip, and allowed myself to sink into his presence. My mother looked me with a slight tilt to her head, but her face brightened. She was a bit protective of me, but she also saw how Jonathan treated me. So she tended to dote on him. What would she think if she knew her daughter was fucking her fiancé’s friends? I felt the heat of shame color my cheeks. I knew my mother loved me, but she could lay a guilt trip when she wanted. Instead of shrinking at the emotion I felt, I grinned confidently, feeling Jonathan’s hand squeeze my ass through my wrap.

“You’re glowing, Emma.” My mother smiled. “You’re looking forward to the sunrise.”

“I’m looking forward to every moment from now until Jonathan slides his ring on my finger.” I smiled and tried to cover the wince from Jonathan’s firm pinch of my ass.

“She has a lot to do between now and the morning, Betsy.” Jonathan smiled. “We need to continue to mingle. We’ll catch up with you later on.”

Jonathan kissed my mother’s cheek, then lead me deeper into the crowd. He leaned next to my ear and nipped at my earlobe. “You had fun, it seems?”

“It was wonderful,” I admitted to my betrothed. “Colin was a gentleman, of course, but also… not.”

Jonathan smiled and we got caught up in each other’s eyes. I felt a large hand grip my hip and pull me away from Jonathan and gasped when I felt the humid heat of a bare, round belly against my side.

“Uncle Joe!” I cried when I recognized my rotund, barely dressed uncle, “You need to give a girl a warning.”

He hugged me tight, then pushed me back into Jonathan’s chest. Joe’s wife, Bella, smiled at me and leaned to hug me, and I air-kissed her cheek in return. Jonathan shook Joe’s hand and winked at Bella.

“You guys make such a good couple,” Joe slurred, and I wondered how many umbrella drinks he’d already had. “Thanks for flying us down. It’s been a while since Bella and I enjoyed some time away from the grind.”

“We were delighted to,” Jonathan said, with a smile. “We’re all family now.”

At that moment, the vibrator in my bikini kicked off the next pattern, and my knees buckled. I was hypersensitive, and the sudden vibration pushed my already elevated arousal to the edge. I bit my lip and buckled over, faking a cramp. Jonathan leaned down and helped me, his hand at my belly.

“I must have had something at lunch that disagreed with me,” I said, straightening up and steeling myself for the onslaught of vibrations that continued. “I need to …” I tilted my head back towards the cabanas.

“Of course, babe,” Jonathan said. “Need help?”

“No honey,” I smiled sweetly. “Catch up with Uncle Joe and Aunt Bella.”

Jonathan’s eyes narrowed, but his smirk told me that I’d have to answer to him later for leaving him with Uncle Joe. I wriggled my ass at him and waved my fingers, heading toward Cabana Two and the next part of my adventure.

The vibrator kept a steady beat, and my nipples were rigid as I climbed the steps into Cabana Two. I opened the door to a room lit by a canopy of string lights and rimmed by a collection of candles. Axel stood against the back wall in a pair of long board shorts and nothing else. I paused to drink in his muscular torso arrayed with tattoos and had to bite my lip at the sight.

After a slight pause, I walked toward him with a growl. “What’s with the lighting? I don’t need fucking romance, Axel.” What was with these guys and their devotion to romantic tropes, I needed dick, not candles.

“Good.” Axel’s eyes narrowed, and he lifted his arms and gripped the string of lights, and pulled them off the ceiling. Then he twisted me around, tugged my wrap off, and pushed my head down into the bed. I found myself in a familiar position as Axel pulled my wrists behind my back, and used the lights, still illuminated, to bind my wrists at the small of my back.

“Fuck!” I growled into the sheets. I felt Axel push away with a grunt. Before I could push myself to my feet, he’d grabbed my bikini bottoms and pushed them off my ass. I felt his fingers trace the lines left behind from Colin’s rose-stem flogging and heard his growl of approval.

“Tell me your safe word, Em.” His growl resonated in the room, and my pussy clenched. Axel was a gentle soul but he felt dangerous tonight.

“Poppy,” I said, naming my favorite flower.

“Good girl.” I felt my face flush at the praise. Axel’s fingers spread my ass cheeks apart, and he pushed one thick finger between my silky petals. “You’re soaked. Is it from your needy pussy, or Colin’s spunk?”

“Both,” I admitted, pressing back into his fingers. “Don’t tease me, Axel. I need you inside me.”

“In due time, princess.” His growl made butterflies erupt in my stomach.

“Aiieee” I screamed in the next breath when hot heat bloomed on my ass cheek. Axel held me down, but I swiveled to look behind me and saw Axel tipping a red candle over my bare ass. I tensed as another drop spilled from the end and I squealed from another spark of pain. The heat blazed into my flesh, but I was unable to wipe it off. The wax cooled quickly, the pain fading into an oddly comforting warmth before another drop of molten wax dripped onto my already abraded ass.

“Fuck!” I screamed. Axel had a knee in the small of my back, as he guided the candle tip over my round ass cheeks. His free hand slapped my thighs, and I spread them open further. Axel’s chuckle and chiding voice made me whimper. “You’re such and eager slut, aren’t you?”

My head nodded into the sheets as I buried my face into the comforter. The feeling of Axel’s other hand cupping my sex, sliding between my lips, then circling my clit had me groaning in need. The sting of wax drops trailing in arcs over my ass all added to the overwhelming sensations as I writhed underneath Axel’s ministrations.

I curled my hips up and drove back when I felt his fingers slide to my opening, and then a pair of thick fingers pressed inside. His laugh at my desperation to be filled with something sparked something inside me. I was a needy slut. I was eager to be fucked, to be used, to be a plaything for Axel’s deviant desires.

When his fingers pulled back, I whipped my head around. When his knee lifted from my back, I rolled to my side to look at him. He licked my juices off his fingers, then sucked the pair into his mouth. I bit my lip and wanted his tongue on my clit. I was about to roll on my back, when his fingers pulled from my back and pushed on my shoulder to press me down flat.

He held the candle horizontally and dripped the red drops of wax over my belly. His free hand reached and pulled my bikini top up, baring my breasts. My nipples zinged as they hardened under the cool air of the large fan above us. I arched my back as Axel directed the flow of wax onto my nipples, and screamed at the exquisite pain.

My eyes widened as I just accepted what was happening. Axel’s presence was domineering enough, and the pain and pleasure he worked with the hot wax and his dexterous fingers had me on edge. He paused, then gripped the waist of his shorts and pushed them down. His cock sprang free and bounced rigidly, a silver bar gleaming along his thick veiny shaft.

“What is that?”

“It’s pierced,” Axle growled and blew out the candle.

“Fucckk,” I managed as his hands pushed my thighs apart.

“You’ll love it,” Axel said and notched the head of his cock against my spread lips. Then, with a thrust of his hips, he buried his adorned cock deep inside my needy cunt.

He was thick and stretched my pussy wide as he sank in deep. I felt the barbell as he drove in and moaned as it dragged across my slick inner walls. His hand lowered to my mound and pressed, compressing my pussy around his shaft.

Our eyes met as he worked his cock in and out. The heel of his hand ground into my clit and he pressed my hips to add more friction. I was breathless with need as Axel patiently fucked me. His long strokes were the ultimate edging tease. He was in no hurry.

“Your pussy feels so good, so slick, so hot, so fucking wet.”

“Fuck me, Axel… Fuck me hard. Harder—please!” The desperation in my voice only added to the heat coiling in my core. Axel arched a brow, and his lips spread into a wicked grin.

“Nah,” he drawled. “I’m going to enjoy this. It might be the only time I get to fuck you, Em.”

I was a mess of need, my hips rolling to meet his thrust, and my mind echoed with his words. I realized that I hoped it wasn’t the last time I’d have his cock in me. I wanted to feel this again. I wanted to be fucked by Colin again too. Fuck—I really was a slut.

I shivered, and an orgasm exploded behind my eyes. My thighs squeezed and tightened as Axel grunted at my tightening cunt. He gripped my hip, held me down, and drove in deeper and harder. His hips jerked, punching his cock into my clenching walls, and the steel bar seemed to vibrate inside me as I crashed into wave after wave of bliss.

I lost my breath as I felt the heat of Axel’s release deep inside me. His hands pulled from my hips and squeezed my breasts. I felt the hardened wax splinter in his grip as he held me down, his hips jerking as he emptied his load inside me. I blinked and inhaled a long, deep breath as Axel lowered to kiss my neck.

I tried to move my arms. I wanted to pull his hard body against mine, and I whimpered when I couldn’t because of the string lights binding my wrists. His lips dipped and kissed down my neck. I whimpered when his teeth bit into the flesh under my jaw, and he sucked. Marking me again, claiming me on the night before my wedding.

I closed my eyes as I felt my body relax. Axel pulled back his hips, and his cock slid out. I felt our combined juices seep out of my pussy. He rose up and pulled his swim trunks back up over his beautiful cock, and I licked my lips. I really did want to feel that barbell with my tongue. I sighed with a tinge of regret. Axel turned me to the side and unwrapped my wrists.

Once I was free, I pressed onto my knees, turned around and wrapped my arms around Axel’s tattooed chest. I kissed him hungrily and then pulled away, looking him in the eye.

“I want more of you, too,” I confessed.

His smirk held a glimmer of promise, but he said, “You’re marrying my best friend tomorrow, Emma. You should probably talk to him about that, don’t you think?”

I felt my cheeks flush as I nodded, then stepped off the bed and pulled my bikini top back down over my breasts. “You’re right, of course, I was a little caught up in the moment, I guess.”

“Let’s get you back to Jonathan,” Axel said, holding my bikini bottoms out so I could step into them. He tugged them up my legs, and I once again felt the firmness of the vibrator part of my sensitive lips and settle against my clit. I moaned at the contact, my knees buckling slightly at the sensation.

“Hey,” Axel said, holding me up. “Take a breath and get yourself together, yeah?” He held me until I found my balance, then whispered next to my ear, “I’ll head back out so I’m not missed. Come when you’re ready?” Axel winked at me with a confident grin. His eyes showed a depth of caring, and I nodded and sat back on the edge of the bed. I picked up my wrap up off the floor, pulled it over my lap then looked at Axel.

“I’ll be fine, thank you,” I smiled. “I’ll be out soon.”


6
CHAMPAGNE AND STRAWBERRIES




The tremble in my knees lessened as I wandered back through the sand to the party, which was still going strong. The steel drums were still playing nostalgic pop tunes from the 1980s. Swaying my hips to the beat of the music, I spied Jonathan talking to his mother and made my way to his side. What would she think if she knew I’d just had two other men fuck me and looked forward to the third soon. Would she tell Jonathan to ditch me if she knew what a slut I was?

I smiled as she saw me coming and tapped Jonathan on the shoulder. Jonathan turned and focused on me, and his face broadened into a grin. My hand slid along his waist, feeling the heat of his skin under the flowered shirt he wore. The firmness of his grip on my side as he pulled me against him settled my nerves.

“Emma,” Jonathan’s mom said, looking at me with a bit of a squint. “how are you feeling?”

“I feel wonderful,” I said, meaning every word. “I have a little nervous tummy, but I know that will pass soon. I’m so glad you’re here, Victoria. How was the flight?”

“A little shaky at the end, but I was relaxed from the margs they kept serving me. And you need to call me Vicky, Emma.”

I grinned and nodded at the half-empty drink in her hand. “I see you’re still going.”

“Last one. Promise,” Vicky slurred. “I’ll be up bright and early to see you wed to my Jonathan! Are you excited? I’m excited!”

“So excited!”

I leaned into Jonathan’s shoulder and inhaled. I loved his cologne, and the feel of his arm squeezing my waist grounded me while he continued to talk to his mother. I just smiled and rocked with him to the steel drum music. I looked up and saw the stars blazing above us against the stark blackness of night. The sound of the surf mixing with the music soothed me as I swayed while my eyes drifted closed.

My core clenched as the vibrator in my bikini bottoms buzzed back to life. I squeezed Jonathan as my knees shook slightly, then leaned up on my toes and kissed his cheek. I knew who would be waiting for me—David. I bit Jonathan’s ear lobe and whispered, “Just one more cock, then I’ll be yours.”

I saw the flush in his cheeks and continued, “You like that you have such a slutty fiancée, don’t you?”

Jonathan turned and pulled me against his chest, as his mother wandered to another clutch of people dancing in the sand.

“David is expecting you. You shouldn’t be late.” Jonathan grinned and kissed my nose. “Yes, I love that I’m marrying such a sexy slut, and I hope this isn’t the end. You love it too, admit it.”

I nodded as the vibrator buzzed against my clit. My pussy clenched at the thought of continuing to fuck Jonathan’s friends, even after marriage. I knew it was only a confirmation of what I really wanted: Jonathan at my side but surrounded and supported by his friends.

“I’ll be back,” I said and stepped back, spinning on my bare toes to walk toward the final cabana.

I waved my hand over my head, my hips swaying in time with the buzzing pattern on my clit. I could feel my juices leaking down my thigh, and I realized how badly I needed one more cock.

I stepped up the stairs and opened the door. It closed behind me, and I stared across the room at David. He was naked and holding a magnum champagne bottle and a tray of chocolate-covered strawberries. I licked my lips, untied my wraps, pushed my bikini bottoms down, and pulled my top off. I cupped one breast while my other hand dropped to cup my slick bare pussy.

“What is it with you guys and romance?” I asked then stepped toward David.

“A destination wedding should have some romance. It’s a rule.” David’s baritone voice seemed to ripple up my spine. He lowered himself into a chair, spreading his thighs so his heavy balls hung between them while his cock strained up, bending against his ripped belly. He sat the bottle of champagne on the floor and waved me to him with his free hand. “Let me feed you what you to need.”

Smirking as I sauntered toward him, I lowered myself to my knees between his legs. I reached for his cock, surrounding it with my small hand and stroking it. It was hot and erect, and his crown flared with a distinct ridge. I lowered and licked my tongue over his slit and savored the salty tang of his precum.

I made eye contact with him as I opened my mouth and sucked on his crown. His eyes stared into mine as he placed the tray of strawberries on the side table. He plucked one off the tray and bit the chocolate off the tip. I swirled my tongue, watching him as I pushed my mouth lower. He pressed his tongue into the core of the strawberry, his eyes still on mine. I pulled my mouth off his cock and bit my lip, then opened my mouth.

“Oh, you’re hungry?” David asked, then fed me the rest of the strawberry.

I chewed as I rose and then straddled his lap.“I’m so hungry, David. My entire being is hungry. May I?”

I paused with his cock in my hand, his crown poised at the center of my opening. He nodded, then leaned and grabbed another strawberry. I fit his the head of his cock into me and lowered myself on his rigid cock. My low moan had an edge as he stretched my well-used pussy even more. He held the strawberry to my lips, and I opened my mouth, sucking the chocolate as I rocked my hips, riding his cock.

David bit his lip, and his hands moved to cup my breasts, gripping them tight. I moaned and pressed into his hands. Our eyes locked in a battle of wills as I rode his cock, feeling my arousal building in my core. He was throbbing inside me as I rocked back and forth. His fingers tightened on my rock-hard nipples, and I moaned, lifting my hips up and then falling.

His hands lowered to my hips, pushing me up before pulling me down. My hands gripped his shoulders as my body rocked up and down. I leaned into him, my lips opening as I moaned with each thrust of his cock inside me.

“You feel so good inside me.” I moaned against his lips, then pressed my tongue between them. His growl vibrated my tongue, and I felt his hips drive up, thrusting his thickness deeper inside my slick walls. My hands wrapped around his neck as I kissed him. Our bodies melded, parted, and pulled back together, only to slip apart. The heat between us soared as his tongue pressed inside me, and he took over.

“God, you are such a sexy slut, Emma,” David growled as he leaned forward, grabbed my hips, then stood up with his cock deep inside me.

I wrapped my heels around his thighs and hung on, squeezing my cunt around his throbbing shaft. He managed to lean down, grab the champagne bottle, and toss it on the bed. In two steps, he lowered me to my back and pushed me down with his hands on my tits, his face a mask of intensity.

He flexed his hips and punched his cock into me with a grunt. I was thrilled that I could make such a reserved man become so feral. He fucked me hard, his cock driving into me. I felt my orgasm pool deep inside me and swirl like a tornado around his thrusting cock.

“FUCK! I—” was all I could manage before I screamed in ecstasy. My pussy clamped around his cock as he continued to rail me. I fought for breath, arching back as his cock speared into me. My hips whipped up to meet his steady hard, thrusts. One orgasm spiraled into another. Wave building after wave as I lost myself to the thrill of getting fucked by Jonathan’s best man and boss.

David’s hips drove inside me, and he stilled, staring at me. My hips rocked and twisted, screwing myself on his cock. I looked up at him, confused, while he reached for the champagne. I gasped, breathless, as he stayed deep inside me, his face impassive as he tore off the wrapper and started to twist off the wire cage. He started thrusting into me again, slower but with deep thrusts.

I lost my breath looking at him as he held his thumb over the flared cork and shook the bottle with one hand. His other hand reached and pressed against my sternum, holding me down. I watched his expression shift to bliss as his hips rocked and jerked. He pulled his thumb off the cork, the nail tucked against the bottom.

He shot his hot release into my core as the bottle erupted in an icy spray. The heat of his release teamed with the cold fizz that filled my mouth and soaked my hair and chest. The bubbles and cold alcohol only made my heated flesh buck in shock. I was lost in the sensations and blasted into another orgasm while David emptied himself inside my clenching cunt.

He tossed the bottle aside, his hands gripping my cheeks as he lowered his mouth to kiss me. His cock was still hard and stiff inside me. He kissed me deeply as his hips slowly ground into me, and I shuddered into yet another orgasm.

“Are you going to fuck me all night?” I gasped in awe.

“I think it’s my turn.” Jonathan’s voice echoed in my ears, and I felt the bed dip as he dropped to the bed beside me.

“Or mine.” I felt another dip and had to search my memories to recall Axel’s voice.

“Don’t forget me, beautiful.” Colin’s breath heated my ear.


7
FIRST NIGHT CLAIMED




I blinked as my thoughts knitted back together while David slowly pulled out of my pussy. I groaned softly at the feeling of emptiness and looked into Jonathan’s eyes.

“Why are you here?” I looked at all four faces. “Why are all of you here? People will notice if all of you are gone!”

I felt a swirl of panic at the idea of my friends and family finding out about my slutty activities the night before my wedding, and the four of them smiled.

“We’re going back,” David said, sliding off the bed and pulling his swimsuit over his cock. I licked my lips absently and scanned the other three faces.

“They just want to witness what I’m going to ask you, Emma, my love,” Jonathan said before kissing me deeply. I felt his erection press against my thigh as he covered my naked body. He still had on his swimsuit and his open tropical shirt, and I clutched the linen material to hold him close as we got lost in our kiss.

“Okay, that will do,” David said with a cough, and Jonathan pulled back from the kiss.

“Right,” Jonathan said, rising and standing beside David at the foot of the bed. Colin and Axel rolled off and stood on either side. I propped myself up on my elbows, and my breasts bounced as my bare naked body spread out. I pulled my thighs together and blinked, watching my soon-to-be husband.

“What’s going on?” My stomach swirled with anxiety as I scanned their handsome faces. They had each been my lover for part of the night, but my focus returned to Jonathan. His smile reassured me, and I relaxed as I watched his calm confidence at the foot of my bed.

“We do need to get back to the party, and you do too,” Jonathan began. “I wanted to tell you this doesn’t have to end. This was a trial to see how you liked being with other men. I think I can tell that you enjoyed yourself.”

“I did,” I confessed, feeling unbidden tears well along the bottom of my eyes. “I loved all of it. It was special to be shared, but it only works if I’m with you when the sun comes up. I only love you, Jonathan.”

“And I love you, Emma.” Jonathan’s smile was genuine, and he pulled the wedding ring from his shirt pocket. “I can’t wait to make you my wife. I also can’t wait to start our new adventure. This night doesn’t have to end. Do you want to continue to be shared by my brothers?”

Jonathan gaze panned over at his friends—his business partners—and I understood. The four of them were like family, like chosen brothers. A brotherhood that was focused entirely on me. Their eyes were all on my face, and I could feel myself blush at the realization of Jonathan’s proposal.

“Yes.” I nodded and panned to look at each man in the room. My pussy was clenching, even while my body was relaxed. These four men could have me whenever they wanted. They returned my nod, then David stepped closer and leaned into me.

“I’m glad we will have another date, Emma, darling.” Colin gave me a slow, deep kiss while I played with the short hairs behind his neck. He pulled back and smiled as our eyes met.

“Me too,” I whispered, biting my lip.

As Colin turned to leave, Axel took his place. His kiss started gentle before he lightly bit my bottom lip and tugged. He growled, “We’ll have a lot of fun together, Em.”

I reached and gripped his shirt and pulled him closer. I kissed his nose and decided I loved to watch Axel blush. “Promise, big guy?”

His low laugh was my answer as he winked and pulled away. David hovered over me, tilted his head, swept his hands through my hair, and pulled my mouth to his. His kiss was deep and full of possession, and I moaned, feeling his passion fill me. Then he pulled back, lightly licking across my bottom lip. “Welcome to the family, Emma.”

I shivered and tried to reconcile the word “family” with the deviant circle of lovers I’d found myself within. I closed my eyes and imagined the four men around me, focused on me, giving me pleasure while taking their pleasure from me.

When I opened my eyes, it was just Jonathan and me, and I pushed off the foot of the bed and embraced my fiancé, pressing my cheek to his chest and listening to the steady beat of his heart.

“As your husband, I make the call. Do you understand? You’ll still be my wife.” Jonathan’s fingers threaded through my hair, and tilted my head so he could lower and kiss me. His hands dropped to my ass and pulled my hips against his rigid cock.

“The next cock in your greedy pussy will be mine, as your husband.” Jonathan’s low voice made my pussy clench. He could have me now if he wanted.

“Can you wait that long?” I dropped my hand to his groin and stroked his cock through his shorts. He growled and then smiled.

“I can, and I will. It will be torture, but you’re worth the prize.” Jonathan nuzzled and then stepped back. He bent and pulled my bikini bottoms from the floor. He pulled the magnet off the front of my panties and then pocketed the device that had teased me throughout the night.

“When you’re ready, come out and enjoy the last hour of the party, dance with your friends, and then we’ll both sleep alone for the last night of our lives.”

I blushed and smiled. “Deal,” I said as he turned and left me naked and alone.
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I wandered back into the sand after I took a shower. I’d taken my bikini into the shower and rinsed the bottoms. Pulling the wet pieces into place after washing, I felt fresh and clean. My pussy was still pulsing as I walked back to the party, with my hair still damp from the shower. I was glad the wedding was beach-themed and planned for sunrise. That was only a few short hours away.

I made a beeline for my friends, dancing to the steel drums in a group. I let out a little yelp of joy as they surrounded me and pulled me into a group hug. I felt like I’d won the lottery to be surrounded by my friends. I was going to marry my best friend in a few hours, but to be surrounded by a sisterhood made me happy. They might never know what I’d done earlier that night.

As we danced and sang to the familiar songs, I realized I didn’t care if they found out. They’d support me in all things—they always had. The people enjoying the party had thinned, and couple by couple, one by one, the rest of the wedding party left. Then it was just Jonathan and me swaying to a slow song in the sand. He leaned and gently kissed my lips, then took my hand and escorted me to my cabana. After another kiss, he left me there to go to his. I climbed the steps, peeled off my wrap and bikini, and slid into the clean sheets, naked and alone. I fell asleep quickly, ready for the sunrise and the next day of the rest of my life.


8
HONEYMOON BEGINS




I squeezed Kyla tight at the end of the dock. Her boat was the last to leave after ensuring all the guests were checked out. A few of her staff remained behind to stow the rest of the supplies and return them to the mainland. Kyla was the last of our party to return and then it would just be the two of us.

“Thank you for making my wedding perfect!” I said, kissing her cheek.

“You’re welcome, Mrs. Jonathan Talbot.” Kyla smiled, and momentarily I wondered who she was talking about.

“That’s going to take some getting used to,” I admitted. “I guess I’d better go find my husband and get him to reinforce that, huh?”

Kyla blushed. “Just remember to pee after, every time.”

I shook my head and helped her step down into the boat. Then I stayed at the end of the pier and waved. I’d changed into a comfortable pair of shorts after the end of the ceremony. I’d been busy saying goodbye to everyone, and I’d heard my new name said aloud all morning long. It was beginning to gel in my mind that I was Jonathan’s bride.

I waved as the boat backed away, and the glint of the sun reflecting off the diamond in my ring made me pause and look at it. The feeling of the ring sliding perfectly onto my finger, what it represented, all mixed with my scandalous last night as Emma Edwards. I had enjoyed being a slut for all of Jonathan’s friends.

I startled at the feeling of a hand on my waist, then relaxed as I inhaled the scent of my husband. Jonathan’s warm chest at my back was a comfort even in the tropical breeze and the heat and humidity. I leaned into his embrace, my head against his shoulder, and turned to look at him.

“We’re alone now,” he said, turning to look at me and dropping his arm from above where he waved at the departing boat. “That means I can finally claim you as my wife.”

His eyes took on a feral gaze, then his lips pressed against mine, and I moaned at the intensity. His tongue pressed along my lips, and I opened my mouth to suck on it as he thrust deep inside. He parted the kiss, his hands pulling my ass back against him, and I felt the rigid length of his cock.

“You still want me?” I asked softly, turning toward him and touching his chest. I looked up at his dark, hungry eyes. “You’re not mad that you married me with your best friends’ cum still in my pussy?”

He growled low in his throat, even as his lips curled into a grin. “Not mad at all, but I need to remind you who you belong to, don’t I?”

“Oh, I know I belong to you, Jonathan. But it’s always good to be reminded.”

Jonathan looked up at the departing boat, then back down at me. “Have we stood here long enough?”

“Too long,” I said, shrieking as he dipped down and pulled me into his arms.

“Don’t drop me in the ocean!” I gasped as I wrapped my arms around his neck. My feet kicked lightly as one arm was secure along my back while my legs hung over his other strong arm.

“Not a chance.” He smiled as he walked swiftly down the dock and into the sand of our beach home for the week.

We’d moved things from the smaller cabana to the single large cabana in the middle of the huts. My eyes drifted to the line of cabanas where Jonathan’s groomsmen had entertained me the night before. My pussy clenched at the memory and the promise of Jonathan making me his wife. I was ready to feel his cock inside me, and I pressed my mouth to his neck and lightly bit under his jaw.

“Ugh,” Jonathan grunted. “What was that for?”

“Marking, my man,” I said, kissing the small mark I’d left. “I don’t want any hussy to think they can get their nails in you.”

Jonathan smiled and then pushed his foot against the open door to our cabana. He carried me across the threshold, completing the marriage ritual we’d followed since we woke up this morning. All of the beats of a traditional wedding were observed. Kyla officiated the saying of the vows and didn’t mention the absence of “forsaking all others” from mine. I’d turned slightly and looked at Jonathan’s three groomsmen, who winked back at me.

Jonathan lowered me to the floor and then slapped my ass. “Strip and get on the bed,” he growled as I yelped and hurried towards the main bedroom.

I felt his footsteps behind me as I shed my top, then shuffled out of my shorts. I kicked out of my sandals as I kicked my shorts off my feet. Then I twisted and fell backward on the bed, my naked flesh tingling with arousal. My hands cupped my breasts, pulling on my stiff nipples as I watched Jonathan stalk toward me.

“Are you going to punish me?” I asked with a tremor in my voice. I didn’t feel guilty because this was what we’d both wanted. But Jonathan’s dark look sent a tremor of anxiety up my spine.

“Nothing to punish you for,” Jonathan growled as he shed his clothes. “Nothing to forgive. This is what we agreed on. Do you regret it now?”

I shook my head as Jonathan crawled onto the bed. His hand slid up my thigh, and I spread my legs wider for my husband. “I don’t regret last night. I don’t regret marrying you. I love you, Jonathan Talbot. I’m yours if you still want me.”

“Of course I want you,” he growled, his fingers sliding along my lips, which opened quickly. My arousal coated his fingers, and his growl made my pussy clench in anticipation. “You’re so fucking wet, Emma Talbot.”

“It’s hard not to be when my husband looks at me like you do.” My breath caught as I watched his eyes. He used his free hand to guide his cock to my opening. My hands slid around his neck as he looked down at me. His first slow thrust took the rest of my breath away as I stared into his eyes.

“I love that I can be shared with your friends and that, at the end of the day, you’ll be in my bed, in my arms, and inside me. Claiming what is always yours.”

“You’re mine, Emma,” Jonathan declared, driving deep into me, then punching his hips with a steady beat. His cock stretched me, pressing deeper with each stroke, and I lost my breath, watching his eyes.

“Me. I’m yours, baby. Always. Forever.”

“Damn right, you are,” he grunted with each firm thrust, moving harder and faster.

His hand lifted and gripped my wrists and pushed them over my head. He held my hands down as his hips danced up and back, his thick cock searing my insides with his insistent rutting. His eyes were dark as we stared at each other. The intensity of his face made me clench. Then, without warning, I tipped into bliss and exploded, my cunt clenching tight around his shaft.

One more thrust and I felt Jonathan release deep inside me. The heat of his ejaculation made me writhe through another peak. My mouth opened wide as I screamed. Our eyes locked as our bodies ground into each other, bliss swirling around in our minds.

Jonathan lowered and kissed me as his body relaxed against mine. His hard chest compressed my breasts as he laid on top of me. His weight grounded me as he released my wrists and moved his hands to cup my head. Our lips and tongues kissed and licked while I wrapped my hands around the back of his neck and held him tight. My ankles ran up his thighs and pulled his hips against me, his cock still throbbing.

“Baby,” Jonathan said, parting the kiss, “I love you.”

“I love you too.” I smiled and felt entirely at peace for the first time since I set foot on the island. “I can’t wait to continue our honeymoon, baby. Can we start with a nice long nap?”

“Nothing I’d like more.”

Jonathan slid to the side, then pulled my back to him as he spooned behind me. I rested my head on his arm and worked my ass back into his groin. We fit. In all that had happened in the last few days, of all the surprises and sex I’d had, this was my home—in Jonathan’s arms.

I closed my eyes and fell asleep as the waves crashed into the surf outside our wide-open doors.
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To spooky nights, and warm covers.

To sweet treats, and sticky kisses

To love in all its shapes and sizes

It’s never too late, when we frolic in the dark


I often feel as if I'm moving about as a double in my own skin, a doppelgänger walking a divergent path of my life's choices.

LINDSAY SMITH


1
A LONG DRY SUMMER
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I was frustrated with my husband of twenty years. I’d planned the whole day: an estate sale, a visit to the farmer’s market, lunch at one of the food trucks lining the road, and then a quiet dinner together. When I told him my plans after I ate breakfast alone, he showed no interest, barely acknowledging me as he typed at his computer in his little nook.

“I was going to get ahead in my novel,” he explained, barely looking up at me. “The words are flowing this morning.”

“I was hoping to spend time with you today,” I countered, with a hand on my curvy hip. I tried my best to look attractive. I’d spent time on my hair and makeup—even adding a little cat eye. I chose a sundress that showed off my curves and enhanced my bust. I thought I looked sexy, but he barely noticed my presence. I crossed my arms across my chest and sighed. “Come on, Jarrod. Come with me. A little sunshine and fresh air would do you good. Fall will be here before you know it. You should get out and enjoy the sun!”

“If you’d told me your plans a few days ago, Veona,” Jarrod said resignedly, still not noticing my appearance. “I’d have reserved yesterday for my writing. Right now, I’m at a crucial point in this story. I’m behind my plan and have to focus on making my deadline.”

“You decide your deadlines!” I’d tried not to sound frustrated, but I knew my voice sounded whiny.

“Sorry, babe,” Jarrod said, looking up at me with a slight smile when he noticed my boobs. “I’m going to finish this before you’re back, and we can spend the evening together. Okay?”

“Fine,” I huffed. I walked behind him and leaned against his back, my nipples having peaked slightly when he noticed my low-cut top. I kissed his cheek, and he air-kissed in my direction. I didn’t mean to slam the door to his office, but I also didn’t care that I did.

I wanted to spend time with him, and his disinterest hurt my feelings. I knew I needed to tell him what I needed. Jarrod loved me and would move mountains to see me happy. I knew keeping my needs to myself was one of the reasons for our distance, but I didn’t know how to show him that I wanted sex, wanted him.

I’d cooled off on the drive to the estate sale. The summer was beginning to fade, and soon, everything would be decorated for Halloween—my favorite holiday. I wanted to decorate the house and maybe have an adult Halloween party. I’d always wanted to do that, but I’d never made it a priority. A blowup statue on the porch and a bowl of candy for trick-or-treaters was about the most we’d ever done. Then, I’d watch a movie about witches, and Jarrod would disappear into his office to write his westerns.

As I drove through the countryside, I rolled down my window as I sped past split-rail fences and muted green pastures. The summer was still hot, and I craved the cooler months of autumn. I hoped the late summer weather brought rain that lasted a few days longer than the usual hour or two the summer storms lasted. The air seemed fresher; the sun’s warmth didn’t feel oppressive.

I enjoyed the drive and danced in my seat to music with the window down. Jarrod had eclectic taste in music: classical, piano, jazz, instrumentals. I enjoyed dance music and fun, sexy lyrics. I thought it was fun, and I would dance in front of him, trying to show him I still had moves. He’d just look over his glasses and ask if I could turn it down, that I was disturbing his “flow,” whatever that was.

As I reflected on our marriage, I remembered we’d enjoyed sex early in our relationship. Our efforts to have children were futile, and we’d faced heartbreaking infertility issues. That struggle had taken away the passion we’d felt for each other. It had been years since we enjoyed the heat of lust in our veins. Our lovemaking had grown stale, and I couldn’t remember the last time we’d made love. My last few orgasms came from a toy hidden inside my bedside table. I’d fantasized about riding a cowboy, his hands squeezing my breasts and pulling my nipples. Fucking other men were always a wild fantasy for me, though I’d never had the courage to act on it. I don’t know why I hid my fantasies from Jarrod; I just couldn’t bring myself to bridge the topic with him, no matter how much I was turned on—which was often.

We never talked about how I longed to feel his body against mine. Our lovemaking when we were young was intense, and I’d convinced myself we were too old and comfortable to change our patterns. The thought of our nearly barren sex life depressed me—I was only forty, in my sexual prime. I was engrossed in spicy romance novels and the rugged heroes pursuing the comely heroines; I regularly touched myself to the spicy scenes when Jarrod was at work.

I loved the shape of men’s bodies. I loved their scent, whether from their soap, cologne, or natural musk. I loved the smell of Jarrod, whether he was fresh from the shower or after working in the yard. He would want to shower the sweat away, but I sometimes wanted to lick it from his chest and take his cock into my mouth, get him hard, and ride him like a horse.

Dammit, I needed Jarrod to show interest in me and my body. Did anyone find me attractive? I felt alone and spent, a dry husk of what I used to be. I wanted today to be different, to change the rut we were in. I dressed up for him and wanted to spend the day together. I’d hoped to flirt over coffee and hold hands in the market. I’d wanted to nudge my breasts against his arm and hear his growl, have him swat my ass and tell me to behave. Was it too hard to wish for a bit of romance?

I longed for time alone with Jarrod, whom I loved and still thought was sexy, hoping it would light a spark inside me. I wanted to feel enough affection for Jarrod to push myself into his arms. I wanted him to wrap me up tight, and I wanted to feel his cock harden against me—proving that he still wanted to fuck me. I knew he thought of sex. He thought he was coy with his erotic stories and bookmarked porn, but I noticed the sexy models all looked like me. He just didn’t want an actual roll in the hay with “the old lady.”

I got in my own way too often, backing off, assuming Jarrod didn’t want me like that way anymore. I shook my head to clear my thoughts. There was nothing to gain by complaining; I knew I was half the problem, not telling Jarrod about my sexual desires and needs. I just wanted to feel confident enough to seek it out without fearing rejection.


2
THE HOUSE ON THE HILL
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I turned onto a gravel driveway that twisted up to a three-story Victorian house at the top of the hill. I got chills as I approached; this would be the perfect place to host an adult Halloween party, complete with sexy costumes and spooky decorations. I kept leaning forward to look out the window as I grew closer to the old house on the hill.

I parked alongside a few other cars. The house looked worn from inattention and lack of maintenance. It looked sturdy, though, like it had “good bones,” as they said on the home renovation shows. A touch of paint and a few repairs would make the house a nice getaway bed and breakfast. Owning a cozy inn that hosted romantic getaways for couples had been a dream of mine for a long time.

I let out a soft sigh of regret at the feeling of life passing me by as I exited the car and walked up the steps. The temperature had dropped as a thunderhead formed between the sun and the house, the air having cooled enough that I felt goosebumps rise on my forearms in response to a stiff breeze. I shivered, having forgotten to bring a sweater or jacket, and hoped this wasn’t the harbinger of a Texas thunderstorm. I hated driving in a storm; the hairs on the back of my neck stood up at the thought. I reached back and rubbed my fingers through the bit of static I felt when I walked through the door.

Whoever had set up the estate sale had done a good job of preparing the spaces. The house had a lived-in feel, displaying sturdy furniture in locations where the deceased inhabitants had placed them. I’d read the flyer earlier in the week. They had no descendants—their only daughter died of some unstated ailment decades ago. The proceeds of the sale would benefit a small library in a nearby town in their daughter’s name—she had been a voracious reader. That was one of the reasons I was here. As an avid reader, I wanted to support a small library and the scattered populace that would benefit from easy access to literature.

Admittedly, I was a hypocrite. I didn’t read literature. I read steamy romances filled with descriptive sex. I’d read and tease myself, imagining myself as the heroine being pursued by virile men. I’d build my arousal for hours, wishing Jarrod knew how to tease me and make me beg for his cock. I wanted him to claim me like the romantic heroes who weren’t afraid to pursue their love interests.

I wandered around the house, nodding to other shoppers. It soon became clear that the owners had maintained a farm or raised livestock. I let my eyes stray and admire the physique of the older men—cowboys and ranchers—with their hands at the small of their female companions’ backs. I noticed their strong builds, broad shoulders, and tight, firm asses. I even noticed some of them looking at me with focused interest, but I’d look away and move to the next room. It felt good to be admired; sometimes, I wish I had the courage to flirt back. I could push them into a dark corner, and they’d call me something wicked before kissing me as I felt their cock through their worn jeans.

Feeling flush from the illicit daydream, I fanned myself with the estate sale brochure. I needed to get a hold of myself! I was married. I couldn’t act on my desires, but sometimes, I wished I could loosen my morals just a bit, experience what it felt like to be lusted after.

I shook my head and concentrated on the horse paintings adorning the walls. Even the kitchen was decorated with a warm, ranch-like ambiance. I couldn’t help reimagining the idea of a romantic inn that would welcome couples of all ages. Maybe they would reignite the spark I was missing.

I picked up another flyer from a table with the real estate listing. I wanted to convince Jarrod to change his lifestyle, to abandon the daily grind of corporate existence and join me in a small hospitality venture. We had made enough money to live comfortably without his salary. He could write his books, and I could entertain our guests—the thought seemed idyllic. I thought about how he would counter my ideas with financial logic and argue to maintain the status quo, which was slowly killing both of us.

I climbed the stairs to the third floor, finding two rooms opposite each other. One overlooked the pasture, displaying a gentle slope to a small pond at the base. Ducks paddled in the water near a smattering of live oaks along the fenced property line. A small stone pathway wound down the hill to a rickety dock. Jarrod would love this view as he wrote his westerns. The feel of this old ranch house and its surrounding fields fit the stories he described to me when he got excited about some new plot.

I walked across the landing to the opposite side of the house. The room was larger, perhaps the main bedroom the rancher and his wife shared. The spacious room had a large, walk-in closet, and the windows overlooked the tree-lined, gravel road that curved down the hill to the highway below. I smiled, thinking of having a party with friends, watching them drive up and park near the house. I hoped Jarrod would like my ideas.

I peeked into the upstairs closet and found an old mirror covered in a tarp. I pulled it off—the dimness of the shadows and the drab color of the sheet had almost hidden the mirror from view. The intricate frame around the face of the mirror was faded with age and verdigris, but it seemed to glow once the tarp was pulled away. It was tall enough to be nailed behind a door to model outfits—playing dress up was one of my favorite pastimes. It would be a wonderful piece in my closet.

I imagined picking out an outfit for a night out with Jarrod and modeling my trim figure to ensure my appearance would tease him throughout the night. I wondered if Jarrod could become feral with need if I had the guts to wear the scandalous lingerie hidden in my bottom drawers. I’d tried it on from time to time and thought it made me look sexy. I sighed, knowing I lacked the confidence to wear them and blatantly seduce my husband.

I examined the mirror, feeling like it called out to me. I felt desire well up in me, like when I’d first try on a translucent babydoll top, and my breasts and nipples showed through. Jarrod wouldn’t be able to resist me, and the mirror seemed to whisper to me in agreement. Feeling my arousal deepening, I made my decision: I would buy the mirror.

I looked for a price tag, but there wasn’t one. I ran my hand along the mirror’s edge, knocking off dust, and the mirror’s surface glowed slightly. My reflection smirked at me, although I felt my lips frowning. My head jerked in a double take, and in the reflection, my lips curled into a smile, even though I didn’t feel my mouth move. Shaking my head to clear that sensation, I turned my back on the mirror and left the closet to head downstairs.

“I’d like these,” I told the older woman manning the checkout table as I handed over the few tags I’d collected, “and the mirror in the third-floor closet. It didn’t have a tag.”

“Oh? I’m sorry about that,” she laughed, smiling cheerfully. “Let me get Brent to bring that down, and I’ll assess it. We probably just missed it in our inventory.” She handed my tags to another one of her assistants, who left to collect the items.

I nodded to the old lady with a smile and moved off to the side, browsing through a table of pamphlets and flyers advertising future estate sales. While I was reading, I heard loud footsteps before a tall man came into the room carrying the tarp-covered mirror. I let my eyes take in the strapping young man. His arm muscles rippled under his t-shirt as he placed the mirror on the ground.

“Looks like we forgot this one, Marge,” he said, setting it beside the table.

I found myself looking at his fingers, long and supple. I focused on them as they flexed, adjusting the mirror back and forth so Marge could examine it. I felt a welling of arousal as I bit my lip, wondering how his fingers would feel inside me. I inhaled sharply, shocked at my inappropriate thought. The sound of soft laughter seemed to come from the mirror, but it must have been an echo from another room.

Marge pulled the corner of the tarp up until the mirror showed, then dropped it suddenly. Her body tensed with anxiety, and her face looked flush. Her hand lifted to her neck and gripped her single strand of pearls as she breathed out a long breath.

“This isn’t for sale.” Her voice was barely a whisper, and she looked like she’d seen a ghost. Her cheerful demeanor went somber when she looked back at me. “Sorry…”

Marge stopped and examined me, cocking her head like she’d heard a voice as her head snapped back to the mirror. She stared into the dark glass, nodded slightly, then looked back at me as she took a moment to compose herself with a long exhale. Her eyes slowly lowered to my calves, then rose slowly. Was she admiring my figure? When my shock passed, I noticed her smiling broadly into my eyes again—as she was before she examined the mirror.

Marge reached and took my hand, rubbing my fingers with hers. “You know what? This was our mistake, Ms. Baker. Enjoy it as my gift.”

Her eyes sparkled as she gave me a knowing grin, and I felt unsettled and aroused by her peculiar examination of my figure. The moment passed, and she nodded to Brent to take the mirror to my car. I handed her my credit card, and she swiped it through her phone’s card reader. She bit her lip slightly in concentration as she nodded and gave me the phone for my signature. I smiled back, puzzled at her expression.

“I hope the mirror brings you luck and love,” she said as I returned her phone. “Mirrors always have a bit of magic to them, don’t you think?”

I nodded and smiled absently at the strange exchange, then left to open the back of my car for Brent to load in the mirror. I watched his lean body bend as his arms shifted the heavy mirror into place. I bit my lip, feeling arousal swell in my core, thinking of what he could do to my body. I shook my head to clear my thoughts, smiled, and gave him a tip for his troubles.

In a few minutes, the strange encounters were forgotten as I drove back towards town with the real estate listing in hand. I could go to the Farmer’s Market another day. I needed to tell Jarrod about this place. I knew I could convince him to reignite our dreams of owning a country inn and maybe relight our passion in the process.


3
BREAKING IN THE INN
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I tilted my head at my reflection in the odd, rectangular mirror I’d found at the estate sale. Jarrod had polished it, and the edges gleamed in the light angling through the windows. I grinned at myself, twisting to admire my figure in the stunning pink dress that clung to my curves. I loved how my hair hung down my back, brushed my shoulders, and framed my neck.

It was such a stunning piece after Jarrod away cleaned years of dust and grime. I still shook my head that someone wanted to hide its beauty. I’d shown the mirror to Jarrod when I returned, and he immediately appreciated the find, especially the price—free. Then, I handed him the listing for the old Victorian house on the top of the hill and the ranch land estate.

Since we’d given up the idea of a large family after years of heartbreak, we’d decided to save our money to invest in a small inn when the time was right. Maybe a bed and breakfast, perhaps something more prominent. The idea had sat on the back burner for years while Jarrod’s accounting practice took off, and he poured money into our investment accounts, building a nest egg for retirement while also writing books. “Just to build up my pen name,” he’d explained. “Then, I can keep writing to supplement the income from the inn. Sometimes, hospitality goes into seasonal slumps….”

He’d drone on with the details, but I was anxious to start our plan of running an inn together. He’d made a fortune, and, as a CPA, he could practice accounting anywhere. I remember the look on his face after he’d examined the mirror blankly, like he was getting lost in the reflection. I snapped my fingers, and he blinked, then focused on the listing for the old Victorian mansion on the hill.

“We can afford this!” Jarrod said, his eyes wide as he looked at me. He pointed to the figure on the page; I couldn’t remember the last time he was this excited. “This is for the building and the grounds? I need to look at this place.”

We got in my car, and I directed Jarrod back to the estate sale, biting my tongue to keep from explaining if he’d come with me in the first place, I wouldn’t have to make the drive twice in the same day. Instead, I decided to be quiet and cheerful. I could spend this time with my husband, and Jarrod was excited at the possibility. His interest was only further piqued as he drove up the winding drive and parked outside the sturdy but dilapidated building.

“This is all cosmetic,” Jarrod said, waving his hands at the worn siding and faded paint. “I can tell this one has good bones.”

Within an hour, he’d talked to the agent and made a cash offer. It was accepted two days later, and we started planning to move in and begin renovations. When Jarrod put our house on the market, it sold quickly, adding another windfall to our savings. He hired movers and started interviewing contractors. I admired his focus. When Jarrod got his mind on something, he’d doggedly pursue it until satisfied.

We’d pared down our belongings and moved the essentials to the inn’s top floor. Our bedroom had a large walk-in closet where I’d found the mirror. The first thing Jarrod did was mount it inside the closet door. He took over the opposite bedroom as his office for running his business and writing his novels, and I was thrilled he was finally as excited as I was about the next half of our lives. He’d even agreed that we should host a Halloween party at the end of the month—in four weeks—as a grand opening. The renovations were ahead of schedule, and I was posing in one of the dresses I wanted to wear for the party.

“I’m going into town, babe,” Jarrod said before he stopped and smiled as I turned toward him, the skirt of my bright pink dress flowing up and exposing my thighs. “Damn, you look pretty.” His low whistle made my cheeks blush.

We’d been a bit more intimate since we’d moved out to the country. He thought it was the clean air, but I thought he was more bored with only me around. Our sex life hadn’t been great for the last few years, and I didn’t like that we were growing apart. Moving and starting the inn helped us get closer. I still had difficulty, however, when it came to seeking or initiating physical intimacy.

“Thank you, love,” I said and stayed still, allowing Jarrod to admire the lower neckline and the rise of my breasts. I felt my nipples tighten at the look in his eyes. “How long will you be gone?”

“A couple of hours. Need to meet with a client on their quarterly taxes and then cover some estate planning with them,” Jarrod said as his eyes peered into mine. “I should be back for dinner. Want me to pick something up?”

“Yes, please,” I smiled. “They’re still working on the kitchen. The appliances will be installed soon, but I don’t want to cook on a hot plate.”

“I’ll pick up some Thai,” Jarrod said, leaning in to kiss my cheek. His hand dropped to squeeze my ass, and I purred; maybe tonight, I’d let my guard down.

“Sounds lovely.”

“Oh! Robert’s downstairs finishing the plumbing in the kitchen,” Jarrod said as he walked towards the stairs, his voice getting louder as he departed. “They can probably finish the electrical tomorrow, and then we’ll be ready for drywall and painting by the weekend.”

“Oh! That’s exciting,” I said as his head disappeared down the staircase.

Planning the renovations had been difficult, but Jarrod was laser-focused on the goal. He’d ordered the materials, lined up the deliveries, and assumed the project management with the passionate interest I remembered from when we were young.

Jarrod had befriended a local handyman, Robert, to help with some of the projects he had expertise in. Plumbing an old Victorian was one of Robert’s skills, having re-piped his house a few miles away. He was also good with electrical wiring, but we needed a licensed electrician for the scope of our renovation. Jarrod had local contacts, and soon, there were a team of contractors who flowed in and out of our new home, intent on finishing the project early.

Robert was a few years younger than Jarrod and me, tall and lanky, with large hands and slender fingers. He kept his hair cut short, but his build was sturdy. He’d been on a ship in the Navy for an enlistment, working in the engineering department. He was nice to look at, and I enjoyed flirting with him; I even fostered fantasies of the rangy handyman ravishing me. I was still shy, however, so I decided to stay upstairs and work on reorganizing my closet until Jarrod returned with dinner.

I walked out of our room and into Jarrod’s office, picking up a box of clothes from the stack we’d stored when we moved and carried it back to our bedroom. Jarrod paid a local carpenter to install a built-in closet, and I needed to sort my clothes into the appropriate spaces. Today would be the perfect day to complete that mundane task. I watched out our bedroom window as Jarrod’s car drove down our curved driveway and onto the country road heading toward town. I turned and carried my box into my closet, bumping the door closed with my hip and placing the box down in front of the mirror.

Opening the box, I stood up and looked down, taking a visual inventory before looking around the closet at the empty shelves. I caught some movement out of the corner of my eye and turned back to look at my reflection in the mirror. I blinked at the smiling face looking at me and lifted my hand to my mouth. I wasn’t smiling, and my reflection didn’t raise her hand to her lips.

I froze, unable to move as the mirror shimmered, and my reflection stepped out of the mirror and into my closet. I couldn’t move. I wanted to scream, but my mouth wouldn’t make any sound. I could breathe, and I felt the shallowness of my breath as the apparition came closer, the smile on her face steady and curious. The apparition looked exactly like me, and I watched in horror as her hands squeezed her breasts, and I felt the sensation of fingers squeezing mine.

Even though I was immobile, it felt as if the hands of the apparition were touching me. I blinked and inhaled a breath, emitting a moan at the foreign touch. The shade smirked, then ran her hands down the front of her pink dress and pressed her fingers into the juncture between her thighs. I felt the pressure of the touch on my mound, and then moaned again at the circles it made over my clitoris.

“Mmm, you like this, do you?” The sound of my voice in my ears was odd, but my fear had disappeared, replaced by a building need.

I dented my bottom lip with my teeth and closed my eyes. I couldn’t talk or nod my head, but my moan was unmistakable—arousal was building from the tender touches of the creature from the mirror.

“Don’t be afraid, lass. I’m your doppelgänger,” she said while she continued to pleasure me by touching herself. “I’m helping you find your true self, love. You seemed to have lost contact with the divinity inside you.”

I fluttered my eyes, entranced by the sensations and curious to hear more. I should’ve felt fear or terror, but the sure touches of my doppelgänger had me feeling nothing but pleasure.

“Only one of us can exist outside the mirror,” she explained as she undressed my immobilized body and left me naked. Then, she stripped, facing me until she was just as nude, posing with my familiar curves and ripe breasts. I gawked at my nudity but enjoyed how alluring my body appeared. “You will feel everything, so pay attention, lass. I’m going to go have fun with the male human downstairs.”

I blinked, my desire leaking down my trembling, paralyzed thighs as I felt the sensation of my bare toes walking down the stairs toward Robert working in the kitchen.
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Robert looked up from installing the sink and wiped his forehead with his forearm. He wore a sleeveless shirt, and his muscles rippled as he wiped his forehead. He was tall and handsome, and I was further aroused at the forbidden idea that this handsome handyman could look up and admire my naked body.

I knew it was my doppelgänger’s nudity, just as it was her eyes staring at the plumber with lustful need. My physical body was in my closet upstairs, frozen. All my senses were attuned to the doppelgänger’s movements and actions, and the illusion that I was in the kitchen naked, watching the plumber and not stiffly nude in my upstairs closet, felt completely real.

Robert looked up as I walked into the kitchen, and he smiled at the doppelgänger using my body to tempt him. The doppelgänger had complete control—I was helpless. I wanted to cry out a warning. I’d fantasized about this handsome handyman ravishing me, but I belonged to my husband. I couldn’t speak, however, as Robert’s eyes raked over me. I felt my arousal spike at the lust in his eyes. Robert’s responses proved he found my curves sexy, and his desire melted my resistance.

“Mrs. Baker,” Robert said with a nod of his head. His eyes stared at my exposed breasts and then glanced down at my shaved pussy. I could smell his masculine cologne and the soap from his morning shower. His voice was low and husky when his eyes met mine. “What brings you down here?”

I walked to the plumber, feeling my hips sway seductively, and put my hand on his broad, muscular chest. I felt like a puppet, but it also felt completely natural to be controlled by my doppelgänger. He looked down at my hand, then up into my eyes.

“You, Robert,” the doppelgänger said, her voice exactly matching mine. “Jarrod is away in town, and I’m feeling horny. I think you’re feeling a little horny, too, aren’t you, Robert?”

My hand rubbed down Robert’s torso, stopping at the waistband of his jeans. His eyes closed, and he released a tortured moan as my hand rubbed down to the bulge behind his zipper.

“Y-yes, Mrs. Baker,” Robert said, shaking slightly. “I could use a break.”

“Veona,” the doppelgänger said before she moistened my lips. “Call me Veona.”

“V-Veona,” Robert groaned as he closed his eyes, pushing his growing erection into my palm.

“You’re very big, Robert,” the doppelgänger said as she opened his jeans, reaching in and grasping his hard cock. I marveled at the warmth and feel of Robert’s manhood growing in my palm, and my pussy tightened at the thought of his thick, rigid cock stretching me. My mouth watered as a tidal wave of forbidden fantasies flooded my mind. I wanted to taste the plumber’s throbbing cock as the doppelgänger stroked my fingers along his shaft.

“Mmm,” Robert groaned and leaned back against the counter. He grabbed my shoulders as his hips flexed forward, fucking my hand. “Veona, I’ve never fucked a married woman.”

“You should, Robert. We’re fun,” the doppelgänger teased, pulling Robert’s jeans down his thighs. The plumber’s cock bounced and then twitched as I dropped to my knees at his feet, eager to suck his dick. “Jarrod hasn’t paid attention to me in a long time. Your attention makes me feel incredibly sexy and desired. You like what you see, don’t you? Tell me I’m sexy.”

“Y-Yes,” Robert stammered. “Mmm, God. Veona, you’re so fucking sexy,” he moaned as I engulfed his cock with my mouth.

I felt every sensation of the doppelgänger pleasuring the handyman. My pussy dripped as the doppelgänger bobbed her head along Robert’s shaft, her lips wrapped around his thick, veiny cock. The plumber smelled of hard work, and the tang of his precum had me moaning lustfully. He tasted so good, I used my tongue to lap at the oozing, sticky fluid. He was hard because of me, and that thought helped me push any shame from my mind as I sucked and savored the musky flavor of his cock.

“F-fuck!” Robert moaned, grabbing the doppelgänger’s head and holding it still. His hips began to thrust, and I felt the head of his cock bumping the back of my throat as I gurgled, almost gagging. My eyes widened as I stared into the reflection of my body responding to the actions downstairs. I heard myself gasping and gulping like Robert’s cock was inside my mouth. I blinked, and my vision returned to watch through the doppelgänger’s eyes, looking up at Robert as he fucked my mouth.

The doppelgänger regained control of my mind and body as it sucked Robert’s cock. Its possession of me was complete, and I surrendered, sinking into the lurid sensations of fellating my plumber. I could feel, taste, smell, and hear Robert’s moans. When my doppelgänger reached between her legs and rubbed her pussy, my hips rocked into her fingers, needing more friction as his cock slid deeper into my mouth. I could feel the juices on my fingertips and the feel of my fingers circling my clit, and I sank into the pleasure building inside my paralyzed body.

I knew I wasn’t being a brazen whore for my handyman, but the feeling and sensations were a magical illusion. I wanted more, and the doppelgänger sensed my desire, pushing my mouth deeper. I felt Robert’s cock press into my throat. It hurt slightly, but God, it felt amazing to have a cock filling my mouth, feeling Robert’s heavy balls press against my chin.

I’d taken all of him into my mouth and throat. I’d never had a cock so deep, and I felt an inner divinity while I worshipped Robert’s thick cock.

“Fuck, Veona,” Robert’s hips thrust faster, his fingers gripping the doppelgänger’s head, pushing my eager mouth further onto his cock. “You are incredible!”

“Mmmhmm,” the doppelgänger moaned, her hand a blur as her fingers rubbed my pussy. My body ached for release, and the doppelgänger relentlessly teased me, keeping me on edge, boiling my senses with building lust and need. I ached for more and savored the taste of Robert’s arousal filling my senses.

“Ungh! Fuck!” Robert cried as he pulled his cock from my mouth. The doppelgänger gasped and then licked the handyman’s shaft.

“More!” the doppelgänger protested in my voice. “I want your cum.”

I completely agreed with the lusty doppelgänger’s words. I wanted to taste another man’s cum. I wanted to feel him lose control and pump his load into my throat. I was lost in the sensations of the actions playing out downstairs.

“Not yet.” Robert pulled my body up and turned me around, pushing my hips against the counter. The doppelgänger giggled, and I marveled at the sound coming from my lips in the dark closet. The handyman crouched down at her shaved pussy, then licked at her slick, glistening lips coated with my arousal. “Mmm, Jarrod is a lucky man.”

I screamed silently at the feel of another man’s tongue on my pussy. The doppelgänger’s giggles and squeals overrode my protest, and my mind sank back into the bliss building as the plumber’s tongue pushed deeper into my drenched pussy. My knees trembled, and I pushed my hips back to feel more of Robert’s tongue, needing him deeper inside me. I moaned as Robert’s tongue swirled through my folds, tasting the arousal streaming from my opening.

“Fuck, you’re delicious,” Robert said as he licked hungrily, pushing two fingers inside me. The doppelgänger moaned as she looked over her shoulder at Robert crouching behind her, his head between my thighs. “Jarrod should eat your pussy more often.”

“Jarrod doesn’t know how,” the doppelgänger complained as my fingers gripped the counter’s edge, my hips pressing my aching pussy back against his hungry mouth. “Jarrod doesn’t satisfy me.”

The truth of my confession shocked me—these weren’t the doppelgänger’s tempting lies. Her words came directly from my thoughts. I’d never felt this lust or desire with my husband. As much as I dreamt of Jarrod using me for pleasure, he rarely did, and I realized that I needed more than Jarrod could give me.

Robert stood suddenly, and his strong hand grabbed one hip as his other hand twisted in my rich curls and pushed my cheek into the coolness of the countertop. He pulled my hip back, and I felt his cock hard and insistent against my ass. I adjusted my stance, spreading my legs as I welcomed his stiff cock between my thighs. I felt him slide through my folds, and the doppelgänger angled my hips, pushing my pussy back and down to allow his cock to slide into my opening.

Oh, God, he’s going to fuck me.



My mind was ablaze with shame that another man’s cock was sliding inside me. My mind twisted with the doppelgänger’s memories of worshipping her goddess under a glowing moon, melding with my lustful thoughts as my mind fractured with pleasure. I gasped at the rapture I felt as my pussy stretched around Robert’s thick cock head before he probed deeper inside me. I watched my reflection for a moment, seeing the lustful satisfaction of having my pussy filled by another man’s cock.

“Oh, fuck, Robert,” the doppelgänger squealed, feeling his cock pound my pussy. “Goddess, more!” Her voice was in my mind as my pussy rippled around his thick, rigid member. The doppelgänger rocked her hips to meet Robert’s thrusts, and my eyes rolled back. “More, please. I need more. Fuck me harder,” the doppelgänger’s voice echoed my sinful desires like a chorus inside my mind.

“Damn right,” Robert barked as his hips thrust harder and faster, hammering his cock deep into my pussy. My body bucked against the counter, held still by the plumber’s rough hand. The doppelgänger loved the pain of the handyman’s cock slamming her pussy, his hips smacking into my round ass, and I loved it, too.

Why didn’t my husband want to fuck me like this?



“Harder, Robert,” the doppelgänger pleaded as she ground her hips against his. “Fuck me harder. Please, give me more!”

I felt a climax swirling and building as my pussy spasmed around his cock. The doppelgänger looked over her shoulder and met Robert’s lustful gaze. God, it felt so good to be fucked like this, seeing the need in another man’s eyes. Robert’s hands gripped and tugged my body against his firm, driving hips.

“Robert!” I cried out. “I’m going to come!”

“Fuck, Veona. God, yes! Come on my cock,” Robert grunted, fucking my body harder as my hips slammed against the counter’s edge. “You feel so fucking good!”

I felt the handyman’s cock stiffen, and his pace slowed, trying to prolong the bliss of the edge he rode. The doppelgänger screamed in delight, and I joined it in my splintering mind. I felt my body push her hips back, grinding back into his cock as Robert’s hips slammed her into the counter.

“Come for me, Robert,” the doppelgänger pleaded, feeling his cock twitch inside me. “Please, come for me! Fill me with your cum.”

Robert grunted and thrust hard and deep before his hips twitched, and my pussy bloomed with the heat of his cum. The doppelgänger screamed joyfully, and my body shook with a powerful orgasm. Robert held my hips tight and growled as his cock pulsed inside my pussy. My body felt exhausted—spent. I wanted to collapse on the counter as his softening cock slipped from my pussy.

“Fuck, Robert.” The doppelgänger turned and leaned my body back against the counter. I felt her exhaustion and the plumber’s seed leaking from my well-used pussy. Robert grinned and leaned in, kissing my lips as I tasted my pussy juices from when he’d licked me bent over the counter. The doppelgänger purred into his mouth. “Mmm, you’re a good fuck, Robert.”

“Damn, Mrs. Baker,” Robert panted before stood back, his hand stroking his spent cock. He looked at my used and dripping pussy. “I’ve never fucked a slut like you before. No offense.”

Upstairs, I stared into the mirror, and the image transformed. I saw the doppelgänger staring back at me, leaning against the counter naked. Robert’s back was to me, but I stared at my doppelgänger as she caught her breath, my breasts heaving from excitement and effort. I stared into her image in the mirror, and a smirk lifted the corner of the doppelgänger’s mouth.

“You liked being a slut. Admit it.” Her silent taunt echoed in my mind. I knew I’d nod in agreement and answer her affirmatively if I wasn’t stiffly paralyzed. I liked being a slut. Her knowing expression was for me alone, and I blinked, feeling a shift in my mind as my vision switched back to the doppelgänger’s view.

“None taken,” she purred as she knelt to lick the mess of cum and juices off Robert’s flagging cock. “A good slut cleans up her messes so you can return to work.”

As the doppelgänger licked Robert’s cock, my eyes rolled back at the flavor of my pussy mixed with his seed. I was exhausted and couldn’t move or speak as the doppelgänger sucked Robert’s cock clean.

“So good, Mrs. Baker. Fuck, I didn’t think you were such a slut,” Robert moaned, his cock stiffening as I cleaned him with my mouth.

“I have a lot of needs, Robert,” the doppelgänger said, echoing my thoughts as she stroked his shaft and licked a dollop of cum from the head. “Jarrod doesn’t understand how to meet them. Will you help me with that?”

Robert groaned as my tongue licked his cock, and I marveled at the doppelgänger’s manipulative seduction. I should have felt shame or repulsion that my doppelgänger so quickly subverted my marriage vows, but instead, I only felt anticipation, wanting more of the lust that fueled our tryst. More of the look in my lover’s eyes. More of the passion overtaking my body and mind.

“Yes, Mrs. Baker.” Robert looked down, and his eyes shone with lust. “I can help you with whatever needs you have.”

I felt the doppelgänger release control over my physical body. In front of the mirror, I collapsed into an unconscious heap, my mind adrift on a cloud of endorphins. I fell asleep, dreaming of Jarrod’s return and wondering if the doppelgänger would also have her way with him.

I woke from a slumber curled on the floor of my closet. The afternoon had darkened. It was overcast, and I stretched, feeling relaxed and rested. I could move again, and I felt the residual ache from another man’s cock inside me. I remembered Robert’s flavor as I cleaned his cock, and I knew I wanted more. Could I do it without the doppelgänger taking control of me?
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When Jarrod returned, I was dressed in a sheer nightgown, standing frozen again in front of the mirror. The doppelgänger had retaken control of my body when I heard Jarrod’s car drive up the driveway, leaving me in the closet after kissing my cheek.

“I have another adventure for you, my dear,” it said ominously, smoothing the opaque baby doll top over my breasts and hips.

I could only stare frozen at my reflection as my thoughts returned to my carnal needs. I felt my pussy flood, felt the doppelgänger’s hunger. My vision shifted to the doppelgänger’s vantage as I watched Robert leave from my third-floor window. My smirk of satisfaction as I watched the handyman pack his tools into his truck felt foreign, and I wondered if his cock still throbbed from his fuck session with his employer’s wife—me.

“Babe,” Jarrod called out, and the doppelgänger turned from the window, walked down the stairs, and strolled into the kitchen. Jarrod was emptying the takeout he’d picked up and smiled when I walked into the room. I watched from the mirror and moaned at the feeling of the doppelgänger’s hands rubbing over the delicate material covering my body, knowing Jarrod could see right through the transparent negligee.

“Hi, honey.” The doppelgänger walked to him, sliding along her hands his arms and squeezing his biceps. I felt his firm muscles as the doppelgänger leaned in and kissed his lips. “How was your trip to town?”

“Umm, fine.” Jarrod’s eyes widened, and he looked confused. He returned the kiss, pulled my body against him before hugging me. “What’s gotten into you, babe?”

“Robert.” The doppelgänger leaned back to look into Jarrod’s eyes, then leaned forward and licked Jarrod’s lips. Her seductive giggle as she revealed our forbidden tryst so quickly shocked me. This wasn’t a game—Jarrod was my husband.

“What?” Jarrod’s eyes widened with hurt. The doppelgänger sensed my guilt but pushed that emotion away.

“He fucked me,” the doppelgänger giggled again, displaying a sexual confidence I had never possessed. “I seduced him, and he fucked me right here in the kitchen. He was good. His big, thick cock felt amazing stretching my pussy.”

I wanted to protest, but I knew her words were the truth. I loved getting fucked by the burly plumber. His cock felt amazing in my mouth and pussy. I felt myself drift deeper into the mirror’s depths, and my psyche shifted back into the doppelgänger’s control.

“Veona!”

I was surprised at the doppelgänger’s brazen honesty with my husband. I would never have told Jarrod about the fantastic fuck with the plumber. I would have hidden it, been wracked with guilt and shame. Hearing my voice tell Jarrod the truth was shocking but also liberating. I didn’t need to hide what I’d done, and Jarrod needed to know about my sexual needs—needs he hadn’t attended to in years.

“Jarrod.” The doppelgänger reached down and cupped his cock through his khaki pants. He was already hard and still growing, and I felt a flash of arousal as my body responded to my husband’s thickening cock. He was aroused at the thought of the plumber fucking me. Feeling confident, my lips spread in a wicked grin while she taunted my husband with the details of my affair. “Robert filled me with his cum, and I loved it. Do you want to fuck me now, Jarrod? Robert’s cum is still dripping from my pussy.”

“Veona, babe.” Jarrod looked hurt, and his voice cracked. “Did you really fuck the plumber?”

“I did,” the doppelgänger laughed as she unbuttoned Jarrod’s shirt without a stitch of shame. “I’m in my sexual prime, honey. You ignored my needs, and I couldn’t help myself. He looked handsome, and he was so strong. I lost track of how often I came.”

“Veona,” Jarrod sighed, and his eyes narrowed. I was worried he’d get more upset, but the doppelgänger kept stroking my hand along his shaft. I didn’t remember the last time I’d felt my husband’s cock this hard—he was excited at the thought of his wife fucking the plumber. The doppelgänger’s body pressed against him, feeling his need grow, his eyes full of confusion and lust. “D-do you want a divorce?”

“No, honey. Don’t be silly.” The doppelgänger took his hand and led him upstairs. “I can tell it excites you that another man fucked me. Your cock is so hard just thinking about it. Can you admit it?”

The next flight of stairs was silent as Jarrod struggled to answer. “I’m a little jealous,” Jarrod confessed, “but also—yes, it turns me on that Robert fucked you in our kitchen.”

My mind flicked back, and I looked at my stiff reflection in the mirror. Jarrod’s confession spun me; he was aroused at the thought of Robert fucking me. He liked it. Would he want to share me? My mind spun as I felt the doppelgänger pull me back into the mirror, and my vision returned to hers.

The doppelgänger squeezed Jarrod’s hand. “You’re my husband. I love you, Jarrod, but Robert satisfied some of my sexual needs—something you haven’t been doing. I think you can satisfy some of my needs too. I think this will be fun, Jarrod. You know you’ve fantasized about me fucking other men. I can feel how hard you got when I told you about Robert. Do you want to hear all the lurid details, or do you want to reclaim your wife?”

“Babe,” Jarrod said as we entered our bedroom. “Y-you don’t know how many times I’ve wanted you, but you always seem uninterested. You’ve pushed me away so many times, I stopped thinking you needed sex. I’m shocked about this, but I love you. Explain this to me.”

“Jarrod, I love you, but you stopped trying to satisfy my needs. You were busy, always busy, with work or writing. I didn’t know how to talk about it. Something between us broke years ago. We can’t go back and fix that. I’ve decided to be bold about my needs, so you can either hear me and change or continue our frustration.” The doppelgänger pulled my nightgown over her head, and I watched Jarrod’s eyes take in my naked curves, heavy breasts, and hard nipples. “Robert fucked me hard, and he filled me with his cum. I need you to fuck me—now. Show me that you can fuck better than him. Fuck me and reclaim me as yours. Do you want to? Am I still yours?”

Jarrod’s eyes roamed over my curvy, naked body. The doppelgänger posed for his inspection and turned, giving him a full view of her body.

“Damn, babe.” Jarrod pulled his shirt off and opened his belt. I felt my pussy flood at his lust, and the feel of doppelgänger’s knowing smirk stretched my lips as Jarrod stripped frantically. I marveled at him. We’d been together so long that I had forgotten his lean, muscled body. I’d never appreciated the way his muscles flexed as he moved. “I’ve always worried about your needs, Veona. I guess we’ve been too busy and drifted apart.”

“Robert made me feel young and sexy.” The doppelgänger pushed his pants and underwear down his hips. “The way you’re looking at me now makes me feel sexy. I want you, my husband. Fuck me, retake possession of me. I love you.”

“Veona.” Jarrod lifted me and carried her to our bed. His eyes were intense, and his voice sounded possessive. He leaned and kissed my mouth and, through doppelgänger, I felt a flash of emotion that might be renewed love. “I’ve always loved you, babe. I’m going to try and be a better husband.”

The doppelgänger giggled as Jarrod pressed her against the mattress, and I whimpered in need as his large hands gripped my thighs. I felt his cock, hard and insistent, as it pressed against my soaked pussy, and the doppelgänger flexed my hips as she spoke my words to Jarrod. “You’re an amazing husband, darling. I need you to be a better lover. I need you to use me to fill your needs instead of masturbating when you think I’m asleep. You need to satisfy my needs, too, my love. Now, fuck me. Reclaim this sexy body as yours.”

Jarrod’s cock pressed into my core, and we felt my pussy stretch. I marveled at how hard his cock felt and gasped at the throbbing girth, the firm thrusts of his hips slamming his cock into me. I was thrilled by his possessiveness over my body as he fucked me with more vigor than ever before, harder than Robert with feverish intensity. His hands gripped my hips, held me down on our bed, and completely dominated me. I was delighted at how he powered into me, his grip and strength setting my nerves on fire.

“Damn, Veona,” Jarrod growled deeply as his hips slammed against mine. My hips jerked to meet this thrusts, my pussy walls squeezing around his cock. “Your pussy feels amazing.”

“Mmm, goddess, Jarrod.” The doppelgänger arched our back, and we writhed under my husband. “Harder. Mark me—leave bruises on my body, on my hips. I want to look in the mirror and see how you’ve claimed me. Fuck, babe, you feel so good.”

Jarrod growled again, snapping his hips. It felt feral and wild as my body shook under his lustful assault. His hands gripped tighter, and we felt the pain and wondered if we’d get a bruise. I felt the swirling of the doppelgänger within me, our spirits dancing behind the mirror, all the entities springing to life inside of me. We felt Jarrod’s repossession of our body, and the doppelgänger delighted in Jarrod’s need to dominate and claim. I felt my pussy clench, flooding around Jarrod’s shaft, and the doppelgänger ground her hips to push his cock deeper.

“Take me, Jarrod.” The doppelgänger looked into his eyes, and I watched him stare back at me through her vision. “I’m yours. Take this body, own it, and use me.”

“Damn, right, you’re mine, babe. You’re not fucking Robert’s.” Jarrod’s eyes narrowed, and his lips tightened. My pussy fluttered around the emptiness in my physical body, trapped in the closet just outside the bedroom. Still, I felt my husband’s cock driving relentlessly into me when the doppelgänger pulled me back into her psyche, and I was overcome with lust as I felt his cock pounding into my needy cunt.

“Yes, fuck me. Treat me like your slut! Make me come, Jarrod, please!” My pleas poured out of the doppelgänger’s mouth as I stared into the dark eyes of my possessive husband.

Jarrod punished my body with intensity as his hips thrust faster, punching his blunt tip into my depths. The doppelgänger and I reveled in Jarrod’s dominant side, and we felt a climax building. My husband growled, slamming my body into the mattress, and I shuddered as he reclaimed me with heated passion. I felt his love and devotion as his cock twitched and his body shook. I felt his carnal need for me as his cock flooded my pussy.

“Take me, Jarrod.” The doppelgänger clenched its pussy around Jarrod’s throbbing cock, shaking as her body tightened close to release. “Claim me. Take what belongs to you. Fuck, Jarrod, fuck me!”

Jarrod growled, and my husband rutted into me like a beast possessed. My body shook as our climax shattered my mind. The doppelgänger giggled and looked into my husband’s eyes, feeling his love and possession. My connection with Jarrod deepened even as our mind was pulled deeper into the mirror’s magic, weaving through the host of spirits behind the glass.

“Damn, babe,” Jarrod said as he pulled his cock from my core. His lips captured my mine. “That was amazing.”

The doppelgänger squirmed and pushed my body down Jarrod’s body, licking his cock, tasting his cum and her juices. Her eyes glowed with sexual hunger. There was one step required to complete this unknown ritual; I sensed this truth as I stared into my reflection before my gaze snapped back to the doppelgänger’s vision. “Lick my pussy, Jarrod. Robert emptied his balls into me, and I want to feel you claim me again, clean his cum from me. I know you want to.”

“Veona.” His growl told me that hit the mark, and Jarrod sat up, looking down at my body as I squirmed between his thighs. “You’re mine, completely. I’ll show you.”

“Mmm, please, darling.” The doppelgänger rolled and pulled my knees up her chest, displaying our soaked, stretched pussy. “I love your cock, but I love getting my pussy licked. Clean me, Jarrod. Lick Robert’s cum out of my pussy, and then fuck me again.”

Jarrod’s eyes widened, and his hands gripped my thighs as he bowed between them. I felt his hunger, and my mouth fell open as I watched my husband press his mouth against my slick pussy. The doppelgänger moaned and closed its eyes, feeling Jarrod’s tongue slide through my soaked folds.

“Damn, Veona.” Jarrod’s tongue lapped my used and stretched pussy. I felt his possessive need to claim me again, and we luxuriated in his loving attentiveness. “There is so much cum.”

Jarrod moaned, and his tongue lapped my soaked core. The doppelgänger delighted as we felt his determination, thrusting his tongue deeper, collecting more of the sticky sweet cum inside me. I felt his love as his tongue slid through my folds. I quivered as his nose pressed firmly into my clit. I felt his hunger and the doppelgänger’s hunger combine with mine as his tongue slid inside, eating all the cum out of my aching pussy.

In the closet, I sat frozen and helpless, staring into the mirror, watching my husband’s head between the doppelgänger’s thighs. Her fingers gripped my husband’s hair and ground her hips into his mouth. I felt my orgasm build with the doppelgänger’s delight as it luxuriated in Jarrod’s eager sucking and licking. I felt the doppelgänger’s back arch, its fingers tightening in Jarrod’s hair to keep his mouth where she needed it.

“Fuck, Jarrod,” the doppelgänger screamed as she came, and my physical body shook, her juices flowing into Jarrod’s hungry mouth while my orgasm puddled at my feet. “Clean me, eat my pussy. Mmm, fuck, yes!”

Jarrod’s growl pulled me into the mirror. My fingers gripped his hair as his lips sucked my soaked core. I ground my hips into his mouth, gasping in blissful delight as we marveled at his love and possession while he devoured my pussy.

“Mmm, yes, Jarrod.” I blinked, then opened my eyes to see doppelgänger looking out the mirror at me, the smile on her reflected lustful face looking triumphant. The mirror shimmered, and I was in the bed, on my back, my husband licking my pussy. I moaned as the spirits in the mirror told me what I needed. “Now, fuck me! Fill me with your cock, then flood me with your cum. Reclaim me, husband!”

Jarrod’s cock slid inside my core, and I arched my back. My fingers gripped Jarrod’s shoulder as I dug my nails into his skin. I felt Jarrod’s firm chest compress my breasts, my rigid nipples tingling as his body shifted over me, his hips slamming in deep, making me ache with each hard stroke. We felt our hips flexing, meeting my husband’s thrusts. Our body was overtaken by the sexual need overriding our thoughts. We came continuously around my husband’s cock, thinking of how things would change as we combined the magic from the mirror with my mind, body, and soul.

“Take me, Jarrod,” We gazed into my husband’s eyes. “Make me yours. Own this body and fuck me whenever you need.”

“Damn, babe.” Jarrod’s eyes were intense, and his hands gripped our thighs, pulling us against his thrusting hips. “You’re damn right this pussy is mine.”

“Fuck yes, Jarrod,” We felt another climax building. “Use me, take me, claim this pussy. It’s yours. My body is yours. I’m your slut, honey. Fuck me anytime you need. Admit it—you liked that I fucked the plumber.”

I needed to hear him say it. I wanted more than just my husband. It shocked me that the doppelgänger admitted my dirty desire to my husband, but I wasn’t ashamed, and I’d be honest with him from now on.

“Damn, babe.” Jarrod’s cock twitched as his hips thrust harder, and we shook as Jarrod’s possessive lust drove us into the mattress. “It was hot thinking of you seducing Robert. I can’t believe you fucked him. Damn, Veona, his cum was inside you.”

“Mmm, yes.” We grinned and looked into Jarrod’s eyes. “I loved feeling his cum flooding me. I need to be filled. Use me, take me, and claim this pussy. Admit you want me to fuck other men. You know I’ll always come back to you.”

“Jesus, Veona.” Jarrod’s hips thrust harder, and his cock hammered our pussy. We felt his love and acceptance of this new facet of us as his cock twitched and his body shuddered. “I love it, baby. I fucking love thinking of another man losing control and filling you with his cum. You’re mine, and I’ll fuck you anytime I want, but I’d love to share you too.”

“Mmm, yes. God, fill me. I’m yours. I love you!” I gasped, feeling mixed emotions as my husband held me tight yet promised to give me to other men. His cock throbbed as he emptied deep inside me, like sealing that promise with his hot seed. I stared into his eyes, and then my vision shifted to my reflection in the mirror, and I saw my satisfied smile. I knew my life had changed drastically.
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The next morning, I woke up to the feel of my husband’s tongue sliding between my pussy lips, my legs over his shoulders. I moaned, arched my back, and gripped my breasts, my fingers pulling on my nipples. I was already close to a climax.

“Fuck, Jarrod,” I cried, feeling the first wave of my orgasm. “You love your slutty wife’s pussy, don’t you?” I was in complete control of my voice, body, and actions, the doppelgänger back in the mirror as my husband feasted on my drenched pussy. I was thrilled at the self-revelations I’d gained while under the doppelgänger’s control. She showed me what I needed, exposing what I’d hidden behind shame and guilt, allowing me to embrace my deepest desires. I wasn’t ashamed of my needs anymore. “I want your cock inside me, babe. You pick which hole.”

Jarrod growled and crawled up my body, his cheeks gleaming with my juices, smearing them across my breasts as he sucked one nipple before gnawing my flesh to feast on the other. He rose over me with lust in his eyes and kissed me deeply. I tasted my juices as he thrust his tongue between my lips, capturing my mouth in a possessive kiss. I squealed when he pulled away, flipped me onto my stomach, pulled my hips up, and plunged his rigid cock into me from behind.

“God, yes,” I cried, thrilled with his passionate possession of my body. I trembled in my building lust as his cock stretched my needy, throbbing pussy. “I’m yours, honey. Use me, take what you need. Fuck your wife, fill her with your cum.”

Jarrod grabbed my ass and thrust into me again, smacking his hips into my round cheeks. My fingers gripped the sheet as I twisted my torso to look over my shoulder. “That’s it. Fuck me hard, then empty your load deep inside me.”

This was real—I wasn’t trapped in a closet forced to feel what the doppelgänger did to the plumber or my husband. This wasn’t a fantasy from one of the romance novels I read while I masturbated out of frustration. I was getting fucked—ravaged by my husband, moaning in delight and need. I was a slut for my husband or anyone he allowed to use my body to sate their lust. The doppelgänger had unlocked my passions and freed me to be the divine sexual creature I was deep down inside.

Jarrod pushed his fingers into my hair, grabbing a chunk of my locks and yanking my head back. “You’re a needy slut, aren’t you, baby? You need my cock, but you want more, don’t you?” His voice was raw, lips vibrating behind my ear, his growls filled with emotion, like he’d had a similar revelation during the night as we slept together, naked in our marital bed.

“Yes!” I shouted. “I can’t help it. I love you, but I need more.” Jarrod growled and fucked me harder, slamming me into the mattress and craning my neck with his grip on my hair. I felt possessed and adored, his to use as he needed, and I felt his love and acceptance of what I’d become. “Take me, honey,” I squealed, my body jerking as his cock hammered into my pussy like a piston. “Fuck, you feel so good.”

“Oh yeah, baby. You need it, don’t you?” Jarrod growled as he flexed his hips, driving his hips harder, slapping into my round ass. “I’m going to share your needy pussy with our contractors today.”

“Fuck, babe.” I heard the doppelgänger’s giggle in my mind as her presence awoke behind the closet door and joined her psyche with my mind. Delight echoed in our heads, and we squealed at the thought of the strong contractors who were working on our old house. “All of them?” We gasped as we came again around our husband’s driving cock. “I don’t need to ask?”

“No.” Jarrod slapped our ass, and we squealed as our pussy flooded. “Any contractor you want can fuck your pussy, your ass. You’ll suck and clean their cocks. You’re my hotwife, and I’ll share your needs.”

“Mmm, honey.” I looked over my shoulder, my mind my own again as I felt the doppelgänger watching us from the mirror, and my eyes sparkled. “I love you. You’re the best husband ever. I love being your hotwife.”

“Damn right!” Jarrod growled as he rammed his cock deep. I watched his face tighten as his shaft pulsed, jetting his hot seed into my clenching cunt. “I love you, I accept you, and you’re mine.” He ground his cock into my tight, pulsing walls to milk all of his cum into my throbbing pussy. “Now, clean me up. I need to get back into town to work.”

“Yes, honey,” I giggled as I turned, pulling his spent cock into my mouth. I loved how his cock twitched while I cleaned him of all the juices from our impromptu fuck. Under my diligent attention, he stiffened again as his fingers combed through my hair, and his eyes gazed lovingly down at me. I pulled off his cock, licking the pearl seeping from his slit. “You’ll be thinking of me until you’re back home. I love you.”

“You know I will, lover,” Jarrod said, kissing me deeply before stepping back and turning toward the bathroom.

While Jarrod showered, I cooked us breakfast. We enjoyed the short meal, and I kissed him deeply before he left for his office. I felt loved and accepted without any shame or guilt; my husband wanted me to freely explore my sexual needs with others. It was a surprise to know he understood the changes in me. I couldn’t deny it any longer—I was Jarrod’s hotwife. I wanted to explore my fantasies with men other than my husband. My head spun at the changes we’d accepted in each other after the doppelgänger showed us my truth.

I returned upstairs, showered, dried off, and rubbed scented lotion into my soft skin. I draped a nearly transparent babydoll top over my torso and, in my reflection, I could see my stiff nipples expose my arousal. The negligee hung past my waist, tickling my thighs, the shadow of my pussy visible as I posed in front of the magical mirror.

“You’ve accepted your true self, your feminine divinity, haven’t you?” I felt the doppelgänger in my mind and nodded at my reflection. “That’s good. You’re free to explore those needs today. I’ll stay in the mirror, but we’re connected now. As you felt what I did, I’ll feel what you’ll do.” As I looked at my reflection, I felt a click in my mind, like two separate pieces snapping into place—what was once separate minds were now combined. We’d merged. The magic of the doppelgänger stirred inside my mind, and we couldn’t tell who was who anymore. We were one—we had become us.

The thought made us shudder, and we nodded into the mirror. We grinned at our reflection, feeling our pussy tighten at the thought of being so free with our sexual needs. Our house was isolated, and no one would hear our cries of passion as we fucked our way through the contractors finishing the renovation. We heard the door open and close downstairs, and we slipped a silk robe over our shoulders, leaving it open, feeling more alive than we had in years.

We walked down the stairs slowly, listening to the sounds of men inside our house. We thought about the future. If we were opening an inn, would we fuck our guests? How many men could we take at once with only one physical body? Would we ever act on our bisexual fantasies of kissing a woman and licking her pussy as she licked ours in return?

The possibilities were endless in this new life we were starting. It felt like we’d been reborn, Veona Baker, the accountant’s wife, was now Veona, Jarrod Baker’s hotwife slut. We were a collective hive mind of ancient, doppelgänger divinity and modern-day, housewife harlot.

“Yes,” I heard the doppelgänger’s voice in our mind, and we giggled at her encouragement. “Now you’re seeing your future, dear girl. Now you have reconnected to your inner divinity and accepted the sexual truths of being a woman worthy of male worship.”

We giggled again joyously. We were no longer shards of separate psyches, but a united whole, a complete entity who knew her purpose. When we turned and started down the next flight of steps, we saw movement just past the bottom of the stairs. Robert said he’d be back to finish, but who else was here? We saw three bodies in the kitchen drinking coffee as we stepped barefoot onto the wood floors. We leaned against the kitchen doorway, watching the men drink and gossip.

“Oh, there she is.” Robert smiled at us, and we felt a rush of excitement as the two other men turned. We posed for them in our lingerie, feeling like a wrapped gift for the tall, strong men gaping back at us.
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The three contractors were here to finish the renovations, but we wanted to use them for our pleasure first. The oldest of the three was Bill, who was in his early fifties and looked like a lumberjack with his gray beard and strong shoulders. The second man, Kyle, was the youngest, an intriguing mix of shyness and confidence. He had a slim, wiry build and was the most attractive, reminding us of Jarrod ten years ago. The last man, Robert, who we’d fucked yesterday, was the most muscular, and we remembered his vigor when he gave into his lust and fucked his boss’ wife. His eyes roamed over our body and lingered on our rigid nipples pushing against the transparent lingerie.

“Back for more?” Robert boasted, and we could sense he’d told Bill and Kyle what happened the day before.

We nodded, feeling shy and bashful. We hadn’t done this type of seduction before. One man, we knew we could handle, but three? Our pussy clenched in anticipation, and we pushed the silky robe off our shoulders, feeling it flutter down our body and pool at our feet.

Robert lifted his cell phone, showing us a screen full of text messages. “Jarrod told me all about your needs, and we discussed how to treat you like the slut you are.”

We blushed, and Bill and Kyle stepped close. We felt nervous excitement as Robert smirked, and his cell phone darkened as he turned it off. Jarrod had sent instructions to these men, telling them how to fuck us. We felt humiliation mixed with empowerment, all while under the dominance of our husband. Our body trembled with anticipation, the knowledge of our husband offering us on a platter for these men to fuck only amplifying our rising arousal.

“Kyle,” Robert addressed the youngest handyman, “you’re first. The boss wants her pussy eaten.”

“Yes, sir.” Kyle smirked, pulling our body against his hips. His eyes were bright blue, his hands calloused, the texture heaven sliding along our soft skin. We felt our need rising and completely accepted what would happen and how the pleasure would feed our mounting need.

“You can call me slut, or whore,” we said aloud without hesitation. Hearing our voice using those terms would have made the old Veona speechless, unable to voice the need she felt and the shame her mind associated with sex. She would have hidden in her closet away from these masculine men. The new Veona Baker? We were thrilled at the truth of who we were, and we stood tall and proud, claiming our status as a sexual being.

We felt our heavy breasts pressing against Kyle’s strong, young chest and slid our hand behind his neck. We pulled his mouth down to meet ours in a kiss we deepened immediately. We worked our tongue between his lips, feeling him stiffen at first before his arms tightened, and his tongue drove between our lips with a growl. We heard Robert and Bill laugh bawdily as Kyle possessed our mouth, his hand dropping to squeeze our ass through the sheer negligee.

“Do you want to eat my husband’s cum from my pussy?” we asked when Kyle pulled back from the kiss, looking at him with lidded eyes. “Jarrod fucked me hard this morning, knowing you three would be here. He knows I’m a needy slut for cock, but I’ll take your talented tongue first.”

“Damn, Mrs. Baker.” Kyle’s hands slid up our sides, and he pushed our large breasts together, lowering his mouth to suck on one nipple and then the other through the transparent netting of our babydoll. We felt his deep pulls in our core, and the first drip of wetness eased out of our pussy and down our thigh. We felt Robert and Bill behind us, their hands sliding along our body, touching us everywhere, and we marveled at Jarrod’s acceptance and support of our desires.

“She’s so hot for you, Kyle,” Bill laughed as he pulled the negligee above our ass. We felt the cool air on our pussy, and his fingers spread our folds. “She’s soaking.”

“Let’s get her upstairs,” Robert said, and Kyle picked us up in his strong arms, taking the steps two at a time in his eagerness.

“You’re such a sexy slut,” Kyle said as he laid us on our bed then stripped naked.

We watched, arched on the bed, as his body moved, strong muscles pushing down his jeans. His thick cock bounced free and we moaned, thinking about what was next, giggling in delight when Kyle pushed our negligee up around our waist. His mouth went to our pussy, and we moaned, arching our back, feeling his mouth slide through our soaked folds.

“You taste so good.” His growl of delight triggered another pulse of arousal.

“Fuck yes. Lick my pussy, Kyle!” We ran our fingers through his hair and pulled him tighter against our pussy. Our thighs tightened around his head as his tongue pushed into our opening. We were so close already; we shivered with need as we watched Robert and Bill remove their clothes while Kyle lapped our leaking juices. We moaned like a needy whore when his nose rubbed against our clit.

“Oh, Kyle.” We encouraged the young stud as we felt Robert and Bill crawling onto the bed to join us. Their hands pulled at the babydoll top, and we lifted our arms as they stripped us bare. They grabbed our naked breasts, and their fingers pinched our nipples, rolling them between their fingers. We felt like a sultry goddess of sex as their lips lowered, their mouths sucked, and they bit our sensitive nipples.

“Fuck, that’s good. I’m going to come quickly, Kyle. Keep licking! Yes, goddess, fuck yes!” We squealed and bucked our hips, feeling Kyle’s tongue curling inside us. We ground our clit against Kyle’s nose, our pussy gushing our release, coating his face. In ecstasy, we indulged the sensations, and part of us knew we were growing stronger. The sexual energy from the three men encircling us was pulled into the dark void behind the mirror. It was like an out-of-body experience, feeling our hunger growing while we came all over Kyle’s hungry mouth.

“Damn, Mrs. Baker.” Kyle crawled up our body, his face glistening with our juices. We giggled and pulled his mouth to ours, tasting ourself as we sucked his tongue then curled ours around his. Kyle pressed his hips between our spread thighs, and we shuddered as his cock slid over our sodden pussy lips.

“Fuck her pussy,” Bill growled as he gripped our breast, pulling and squeezing our nipple hard while Robert did the same from the other side. “Give her your cock, Kyle.”

“Fuck, she’s tight.” Kyle’s hips flexed, and we felt his cock stretch our pussy. We moaned and lifted our hips, groaning at the feel of his cock flexing deep before retracting. Our fingers combed through Bill and Robert’s hair, pulling them to our breasts as they feasted on our nipples. Kyle punched his cock into us with staccato beats, which made it hard to breathe.

“Oh fuck! Yes! Fuck me! You feel so good… pump that cock deep… fuck my slutty pussy.” We were lost in lust and only wanted more. We felt delight at the encouragement of the doppelgänger psyche within us as we surrendered our body to the passionate fucking.

“Fuck yes, take it.” Kyle fucked us harder, his hips flexing as his cock plowed into our clenching pussy, his balls slapping against our ass. “You’re such a needy whore. Jarrod sent Robert pictures of your pussy, and Bill and I got so hard thinking of how fucking sexy you are. Now, I’m fucking you. God damn, your pussy feels good.”

“Mmm, I’m your slut, Kyle.” His exuberant words only heightened our lust, knowing that we were making his fantasies come true. We loved watching the lust paint his face as he jerked his hips into our welcoming body. We felt his possessive grip on our hips and luxuriated in his enthusiasm. “Oh fuck, I’m gonna come again, I want to feel your cum shoot into me.”

Kyle fucked our body harder, flexing his hips, pounding our pussy into the mattress. Robert and Bill sucked our nipples, and their hands slid along our body, feeling our curves and gripping our flesh.

“Fuck, I’m gonna come!” Kyle’s cock hammered into us, and we felt his hands grip us as he hammered deeper. “I’m gonna fill your needy pussy with my load.”

“Yes, Kyle,” we screamed, feeling our pussy clench as our body shook. “Fuck, yes, fill me, come inside me. Give me your cum, Kyle!”

“Yes! Fuck!” Kyle’s hips flexed, and we felt his cock throb, loving the feel of his heat. “Dammit, take my cum, whore.”

“Fuck, yes,” we screamed and shrieked as a host of psyches ignited in unison within our shattering mind. Our body shook, and Robert and Bill sucked our nipples harder. Thrilled at becoming a whore for Kyle, we pulled him into a deep kiss as he hit his peak. His cock pulsed, jetting heated seed into our throbbing core, and we fed on the sexual energy we all rode.
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Kyle staggered back after pulling out of our pussy, collapsing on a chair where Veona used to read books before we became a cock obsessed slut, thanks to the doppelgänger’s leading. We grinned at him, delighted to see how much he’d enjoyed fucking us.

Bill pulled off our nipple and pushed up onto his knees. “My turn now, Mrs. Baker.” He growled, grabbing my thighs and spreading them open.

“Y-you can call me by my name now, Bill. Veona, slut, whore—pick one.” We grinned, trying to catch our breath as we watched Bill’s eyes rake across our body. We trembled at the lustful look of the older man, his dark eyes seeming to light our skin on fire. “I just gushed over Kyle’s cock. I need more, Bill. I want you to show him how a real man fucks.” We quivered, our orgasm fading into tingles as we watched lust paint Bill’s expression.

Bill grinned darkly, setting his jaw as he positioned his cock at the entrance to our still-pulsing pussy. We felt Kyle’s cum ooze out, watching Bill’s eyes focus on a pearl of Kyle’s creampie. The feel of Bill’s cock sliding through our folds, stirring his tip into the messy cream and teasing us, made our needy pussy clench. We were having a wonderful time satiating the sexual desires of these studs.

“I’m not sure Jarrod would want me calling you Veona, Mrs. Baker. You’re still my employer,” Bill growled, finally moving his eyes to our face.

We giggled momentarily, then moaned whorishly as Bill punched his cock into us, stretching our pussy with his girth.

“Fuck, Bill!” we cried out. “Jarrod wants you to fuck me like a whore. Call me dirty names. That’s what he wants.”

Robert moaned, and we felt his head nod as he sucked on our nipples. We felt his strong chest pressing into one heavy breast as he moved across our body to suck on the other one.

“She right, Jarrod said that in his texts.” Robert managed between hungry licks of our rigid nipples.

We felt surrounded by male need and basked in the power we absorbed from these virile men. We felt our magic grow as we fed on the growing sexual energy. We needed more, and our mouth was empty. We looked at Kyle, still dazed, resting in the chair.

“Kyle,” I purred, and Robert released my nipple as Bill slowed his fucking. They watched us as we beckoned Kyle to the bed. “Come here, honey. I need to clean your cock.”

Kyle stood up in a daze and stumbled onto the bed. His spent cock swung toward our face, and we curled our tongue around the tip, catching his cock with one hand as we opened our mouth, welcoming the taste and feel of Kyle’s spunk and our juices coating his shaft.

“My husband loves when I clean his cock, and I love to clean up my messes,” we moaned, sucking and licking to capture all the yummy juices. Trembling as another wave of sexual energy pulsed into our senses, feeding the insatiable void behind the mirror, we sucked hungrily on the young man’s cock as Bill’s relentless fucking of our insatiable pussy made our body rock to his tempo.

Kyle grunted as he kneeled beside our head, steadying himself on the headboard as his cock stiffened. He pushed deeper into our mouth, his hips twitching. Bill’s hips flexed, driving his thick cock deeper into our needy pussy, all while Robert continued to suck on our sensitive nipples. The different sensations of these three men swirled within us as they used our body for their lustful desires, all while feeding our slutty needs.

“Mmm, damn, Bill,” we cried, feeling his cock stretching deeper inside our clenching walls, massaging his thick pillar. “Fuck, you’re thick.”

“Thanks, Mrs. Baker.” Bill’s hips flexed, and his hands gripped our thighs, pulling them open and pushing them back. With more access to our tight, wet pussy, he pumped his cock deeper, his heavy balls slapping against our ass.

“If you can’t call me by my first name,” we paused to grunt out a moan as we felt a coil of bliss building deep in our core from Bill’s expert fucking, “at least call me a dirty name instead of boring Mrs. Baker. I’m your slut for the day. Treat me like it.”

“You want me to call you a slut?” Bill’s hips flexed as his cock hammered my pussy. “You want me to treat you like the fucking whore you are?”

“You’re damn right! Yes!” we squealed, loving his degradation. The humiliation fed into our psyche as we owned the label Bill growled into the air. The pride in what we’d become only fed our needs.

Kyle’s cock hardened, pressing into our willing mouth. He fed his cock deeper until he hit the back of our throat, our verbal encouragement muzzled by cock as we moaned around his growing shaft.

Robert sucked on our nipple and pinched the other between his fingers. Our fingers combed through Robert’s hair, guiding him as he explored our soft, round breasts. Our other hand reached between Kyle’s thighs, cupping and squeezing his balls. We felt surrounded and possessed by these men, and we glowed with their sexual energy, knowing that it fed the mirror’s magic we needed to survive and grow.

“You’re a filthy whore, Mrs. Baker,” Bill growled, fucking us harder, his cock stretching our tight pussy. We squealed and moaned around Kyle’s cock, feeling his hands grip our hair and pull our mouth deeper onto his shaft. “Jarrod is smart sharing your pussy with us. We’ll give you what you need.”

“Fuck yeah, Bill.” Robert pulled off my nipple and looked at him. “Fuck her hard. Breed her pussy.”

“Damn, you’re a needy little slut. Is that what you want? Our cum?” Bill’s hips flexed, and his cock hammered our body, pounding our pussy. “Tell me you want me to breed you, fill you with my cum.”

We laughed to ourselves. The idea of a woman our age being bred by an older man like Bill was absurd after our failures with Jarrod. We were a magical creature, which made the concept even more outrageous. The more we enjoyed his cock thrusting into us, however, the more the idea of being impregnated sparked our fantasies, and we moaned out in hunger, pulling our mouth from Kyle’s hard cock. “Goddess, yes, Bill, breed me. Fill me with your cum.”

“I will, you needy fucking whore.” Bill’s hips flexed, and his steely cock hammered our pussy as his heavy balls slapped against our ass. “Take my cum. Tell me you want to be bred by an older man like me.”

We moaned, and Kyle stroked his cock, the tip tickling our lips. “Yes, Bill. Fill my pussy with your seed. Breed me, fill me with your cum. Oh goddess, yes!”

Robert released our nipple, and he and Kyle kneeled, their cocks level with our eyes as Bill battered our body. We reached for Bill’s hips, wanting to pull him deeper, ready to feel him lose control and buck into us. We craved the sensation of his hot cum pumping into us, filling us with his seed. Our head turned, mouth opened, sucking Robert’s straining cock deep, looking at him so he knew we wanted him next. We felt Bill’s cock pulse and knew he’d lost control, his need overwhelming his thoughts as his body jerked and his cock throbbed.

We gasped, pulling off Robert’s cock. Our hand moved to stoke Robert’s rigid shaft, still slick with our spit. Bill’s aura filled with pleasure and bliss as his cock throbbed and his spunk jetted into our chalice. Robert’s cock drove into our mouth, and we shivered, knowing his cock would be the next to fill our hungry pussy.

“Take my cum, slut.” Bill slammed in deep, and we felt his cock swell, then throb as his balls finished emptying inside us. Bill slumped forward, his cock twitching as his body collapsed on top of our body. We loved how he gave us all he had, and we relished in his bliss, the energy seeping into the mirror where we collected the sexual magic and healed our ancient void.

Kyle rubbed his cock along our cheek as I sucked Robert’s throbbing cock. We pulled our mouth off Robert’s dick with a gasp before reaching for Bill and rubbing his back. He lifted his head, looking into our eyes, and pushed between his coworkers until his lips captured ours. Bill kissed us with a possessive need that fed our lust, sparking a renewed coil of need inside us. We moaned and returned his kiss, curling our tongue between his lips and feeding on his passion.

“You’re such a needy little slut.” Bill grinned, and we nodded.

“You bet I am, and Robert’s cock is hard and ready, so make room. You’re an incredible fuck, Bill, but my needs haven’t been filled yet.”

Bill laughed and rolled off our body, and Robert took his place between our thighs. He gripped his cock, brushing his fat tip along our oozing lips. The heat of Bill’s cum dripped from our opening, and we knew Robert was watching his tip swirl through Bill’s load. Robert slid his crown up and down, teasing me until we moaned in need.

We watched a feral grin grow in Robert’s eyes as he finally pressed the tip into our leaking opening and then thrust hard into our pussy. Our head tossed back, mouth opening to moan at the sensation of being stretched by another cock. We shuddered when Kyle’s fingers grabbed our hair, pulling our mouth down until his rejuvenated cock slid between our lips.

The more these men used our flesh to satiate their needs, the more energy flowed into the mirror. We gorged on the lust and passion inside the magic looking-glass, lust filling the dark void. We felt our magic building and returning to life behind the dark glass; the magic we’d stored as a seed when we pushed ourselves into the mirror was building again, and we trembled at the quickening of that power exchange.

Robert fucked us hard and fast, amped up from watching his friends use our body. We felt like a slut, like a needy whore, with how badly we needed to be used by these virile men. The ancient spirits danced behind the mirror and encouraged us, reminding us of our feminine divinity granted to us by the Goddess herself. This wasn’t degradation. This was worship. Their filthy words and oaths were their offered prayers to our glorious feminine power and our devotion to ancient magic. We understood—at last—our place in this world: to accept the divine worship of the men around us and use our body to return mortal pleasure to them. With that revelation, our magic continued to grow as our physical body exploded in bliss.

Robert stared darkly down at us, and we met his gaze with a smile. “Give it to me, Robert. Give me your offering. Fill my chalice with your seed. The goddess needs it. Feed us!”

Robert’s hips flexed, and his cock jackhammered into us, making our breasts bounce from his heavy pounding. He growled, and his cock pulsed as his body shuddered.

“Take my cum, Mrs. Baker.” Robert bucked as his cock throbbed, and his spunk jetted into our core.

Robert slumped, his cheek pressing flat against our heaving belly. Kyle jerked his pulsing cock and coated our face and tits with his hot, white cum. Bill helped Robert off our shuddering body, and Kyle backed off the bed. We could tell the three of them were spent. We were energized but needed to rest our physical body. They needed to return to work; the house must be finished before the Halloween party.

As the men put their clothes back on, we curled our body under the messy covers. Closing our eyes, we relished in the feeling of being deeply fucked, used for pleasure, and treasured by the men’s worshipful attention to us. They closed the door as we began to slumber, feeling the entities behind the mirror holding us, warm comfort surrounding us.
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As Veona slept, Jarrod arrived home and headed upstairs. He saw the contractors leaving, and Kyle gave him a thumbs up while Robert smirked. Bill tipped his hat and said, “your wife is amazing, Mr. Baker.”

Jarrod smiled and felt a little twinge of pride. As he watched them leave, he felt more conviction that he could rebuild their relationship by showing Veona that he supported her new sexual confidence. He realized that he loved her more when he heard the praise.

Arriving at the top floor, Jarrod slipped into the bedroom, finding his wife curled up with the covers tossed off her naked body. Her flesh glistened, covered in the men’s spunk and the sweat of her exertions. He grinned and crawled into bed, curling his body around hers. He kissed her neck, and she stirred, feeling his possessive hands sliding along her curves.

“Jarrod.” The doppelgänger’s voice made Jarrod turn and look into the dark closet. The mirror glowed with a brilliant, supernatural light before the image of his wife peeked out of the mirror, her eyes glowing from behind the glass. “You’ve honored your wife’s needs and accepted her true self. Your devotion and love will keep Veona Baker safe and loved. Thank you for letting us exist. We’ve helped your wife find her divinity, and we all will grow in love and power, as long as you honor our feminine divinity.”

Jarrod nodded as the image flickered and the mirror began to fade to black. He saw the doppelgänger bow before vanishing back behind the glass. He didn’t understand everything the apparition told him, but he trusted the results, change in his wife, and the strong love they had for each other. Feeling a deep devotion, he kissed his wife and held her until she stirred.
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We woke to the comforting scent of our husband, his strong arms holding our naked body. We knew we were a sweaty mess, covered in spunk and sweat, looking like a well-used whore. We accepted that truth and smiled into our husband’s eyes.

“Welcome home, honey. Robert, Bill, and Kyle fucked me all day, and I loved every minute. They said they wanted to breed me. Isn’t that absurd?”

“I’m glad you’ve found yourself, babe. I know we failed to have children. If fucking lots of men can give you the child you’ve always wanted, I’ll raise it as ours.” Jarrod’s eyes were damp with tears and filled with love and devotion as he pulled our body against his. We felt his cock growing and pressing between our thighs. “Still have some left for your husband?”

“Always,” we purred and rolled Jarrod onto his back, straddling his hips. We cupped our breasts coated with Kyle’s dried cum and pulled on our stiffening nipples. We moaned as we rocked our hips, sliding our sticky pussy along Jarrod’s rigid cock. “I’ll always have enough for my husband. I belong to you, and it means so much that you’re willing to share me. We may never have the child we wanted, but I’ll always have the husband of my dreams.

We leaned forward and kissed Jarrod, flexing our hips until we sank down onto his cock. His possessive hands gripped our hips as he thrust inside us and pulled us down—showing us how he wanted us to move. We sensed spirits behind the glass watching over us with their approval, felt the coils of magic growing in our core. We sensed the mirror glowing, and we knew our newfound divinity was feeding energy from my husband’s passion and lust into the ancient well of magic. Veona realized her sexual truth was the key that was missing from her drab life, and we danced in glee at her acceptance of us as she rode her husband’s cock. We pressed our hands into Jarrod’s chest, our eyes wide and loving as we worked our pussy up and down.

“I love you, Jarrod,” we sighed, riding his cock, slowly and indulgently. We were making love to Veona’s husband, and we were thrilled at the difference in enchantment spooling in our core. His eyes locked with ours, and we felt a different shade of magic spark in that connection. “Thank you for accepting my needs and letting me explore my truth. Thank you for sharing me and allowing the contractors to use my body for their pleasure.”

“I love you, babe.” Jarrod’s hips flexed, and he slowly fucked me back. We were perfectly in sync as we’d been all those years ago, in sync because we shared our sexual truth. “You’re my beautiful hotwife, and I’m lucky to share you. I’ll keep you safe and loved, I promise.”

“Mmm, yes, my love,” we cried, feeling possessive hands gripping our hips, his cock throbbing inside us. “Make me yours again, please. I want to feel your seed. Breed me. You’re the only man I’ve loved, Jarrod. Forever.”

Jarrod growled as our lovemaking ramped up into the needful, possessive rutting of our loving husband. He fucked us hard, his hips flexing, punching his cock deeper. He hammered into our core, his eyes wide and locked with ours. We loved the feeling of him possessing our body, fucking us to meet his needs. His cock pulsed as we felt him lose control, cock throbbing as his spunk jetted into our clenching core. Bill, Kyle, and Robert might have filled our pussy earlier, but Veona’s husband fed our souls. We belonged to Jarrod—we luxuriated in his pleasure, and the spirits echoed our devotion in the deep darkness of the magic in the mirror.

“I love you, Jarrod.” We curled our tired body into his, feeling his arms wrap around us, holding us tight. We felt his love grow within us and knew that would feed us for whatever the future held.

fin




EPILOGUE - HALLOWEEN PARTY NIGHT
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We were excited for the party to start and for the guests to arrive. We couldn’t wait, so we sucked Jarrod off until he was hard and eager. He pushed us against the glass of our bedroom window and fucked us hard until he bathed our womb in his glorious seed. We stared out at our driveway, which would soon be filled with cars, as Jarrod frantically jerked his hips. The first car turned into our drive, and we shivered, wondering if they could see our full breasts pressed against the window as our husband pulled his cock from our throbbing pussy. We hadn’t wanted to come, only to edge. There would be ample opportunity for orgasms tonight.

We adjusted our costume—a collection of shades of green lace—into a mini-skirt that revealed our toned thighs, shapely calves, and just a hint of our firm, round ass. A month of fucking had molded our body into a supple shape while increasing our flexibility and stamina. The renovations were completed two weeks ago, which showed the dedication of our contractors. We’d been distracting them since that first day with Bill, Kyle, and Robert, and we even added a dozen more names to the Veona Baker fan club. The list of our suitors had grown to include our banker, insurance agent, the car dealership president, and the high school principal.

Our dryad costume was adorned with oak leaves and branches from the copse of trees bordering our ponds. Jarrod shrugged when we told him what we desired. We had already related to Veona’s mind the tale of the dryads and how they pushed the last of the magic into the mirror to preserve it until magic could grow again. We were happy to remind her that her submission to her true divinity catalyzed the rich magic the mirror now possessed. The trees by the pond grew more significant as their roots pushed deeper into the soil, seeking the primordial magic beneath.

We met the first guest, Marge McDonald, as her car came to a stop. She smiled at us with a familiar nod as she exited her vehicle, the driver pulling away, leaving her standing alone. We took her hand, and she squeezed ours. We pulled her into a firm hug and kissed one cheek, then the other, before kissing her lips and teasing them with our tongue, accepting the tip of hers with a sigh.

“Are you ready, lovely?” we asked as we broke the kiss to look into her gray eyes.

“This body is tired. It’s beyond time,” Marge said.

We took her hand and led her up the steps. We were in no hurry. The rest of the guests wouldn’t arrive for another hour. This was a special ritual for our protector; it was time she had her reward.

We chatted about various topics. She had already known about our antics around the town, and she’d accepted it was the best way for magic to grow. We wondered why she’d never chosen to join us until now.

“Focus,” she said, reading our thoughts. “I needed to focus on protecting the magic until the chalice was found. I was so happy when I found you.”

We smiled, recalling the estate sale and her gift of the magic mirror to Veona. “I didn’t realize the gift you’d given me then. Thank you. You know I can never repay you.” Our eyes moistened as a tear spilled from one eye.

“No time for sentiment,” Marge said, stepping into the closet and looking in the gleaming mirror. She paused and looked back at us. “How many are you now?”

“We are three outside the mirror now,” we reported. “We hope to add three more tonight. The magic has grown stronger and will only increase as our numbers do.”

Marge nodded. “The menfolk, they are willing to share? They’ve always been so selfish.”

“Aye,” we agreed. “We’ve learned to demonstrate the benefits to them, and when they see how powerful our magic is, they are eager to share it.”

Marge looked over her shoulder and out the window towards the pond, her wistful expression etched with memories mixed with hope. She hugged us again, and her ancient lips kissed our cheek.

“Okay, then. I’ll see you on the other side.” With that, Marge stepped into the mirror, and we rejoiced at her arrival, mingling with our host in the darkness beyond, with us and part of us, forever.
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To the Hotwife authors and collaborators. This is my fourth Ultimate Hotwife title, and the support and encouragement you’ve given me have been tremendous. I can’t possibly list them all, but thank you to this hotwife lineup:

	Rose Bak (first base)

	Daizy Dennis (right field)

	Sean Geist (catcher)

	Aila Glass (pitcher)

	Poppy Lang (third base)

	Olivia Lawless (second base

	Dilana Rose (shortstop)

	Olive Spencer (left field)

	Alexa Sommers (center field)



And, of course, Lacey Cross (manager/designated hitter).


Love is the most important thing in the world, but baseball is pretty good too.

YOGI BERRA
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SURPRISE TRIP




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

Where is Jason?

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

"Airport? Are we picking someone up?"

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

"Did we even talk about this?"

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

Snow falls in light flurries, and I hope we can board the plane. We hold hands, and I try to relax. But the faces of the twins keep popping up in my mind as the seconds tick down to departure.
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INFLIGHT ENTERTAINMENT
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Everything goes smoothly, and there are no problems with boarding. The plane is half empty, so we have a row from window to window, all to ourselves. Clusters of people are spread out throughout the fuselage. The snow lets up as we back away from the gate, so it's not long before we roar down the runway and lift off into the air.

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

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

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

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

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

"Easy trip for the crew," I mention.

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

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

"Yes, ma'am?"

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

"Who will be there?"

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

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

"Carter and Ethan."

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

"This is going to be a fun weekend." Jason chuckles, shifting to sit and grabbing a towel. I can only nod in a daze as he presses a towel to my cum-filled pussy. My mind buzzes with the fantasy of being with his two friends, and I hope that it can be real.
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When we land in Phoenix, it is already dark outside. Jason pulls down our roller bags while I grab our jackets, stuffing them inside one of the suitcases; we won't need them this weekend. He pulls a pink baseball hat from the suitcase and hands it to me.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

It doesn't take long to fall asleep in the cocoon of his arms.
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Feeling Jason's arms tighten around me pulls me from my dreams. But the firmness of his cock grinding in small circles against my ass is the best part of waking up. I press my hips back to encourage him to continue.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

"It's pretty powerful, huh?"

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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


8
READY FOR POSTGAME




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

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

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

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

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

Ethan: This toy has a remote control.




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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

My phone buzzes, and I glance at the screen.

Ethan: No touching yourself.




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

Full power, please.




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

Fuck, don't stop.




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

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

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




Ignore him. PLEASE!




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




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

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

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

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

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

"Brat." Jason winks at me

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

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

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

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

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

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

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


9
TRIPLE PLAY WITH THE TWINS




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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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




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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

I nod because that sounds perfect. This new hotwife's wedding in July in Dallas will be one hot event.


FREE - CHECKING IN
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Brandon didn't expect this change in plans to rock his world when he checked in to the reception desk. The sexy, hot blonde hostess greets him with a benefit that is hard to resist–her body reserved for his use. Read about Fantasy Unlimited Bed & Breakfast luxury suites and hot hostesses.

https://read.hankdolworth.com/checkingin
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She’s Jenny’s best friend and Felicia’s mentor. She loves to watch her husband Will entertain other women. She’s one part hotwife, one part cuckcake, with a full tank of moxie. One thing about Christi, she wants to be in control. Can she do it with the sexy men and women from Fantasy Unlimited?

read.hankdolworth.com/christi-takes-control
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Encouraging our Hotwife fantasies

I’d spent the last few months improving my diet, and working out to improve my appearance for my husband, Brad. I was beautiful and sexy, and I loved that my husband’s friends always stared at me, while giving Brad envious looks. I couldn’t help my own fantasies swim in my head over the set of friends Brad had cultivated. They were off limits, of course. At least they were until one of them Coach Craig Sprague got divorced.

It was a wake up call to me, knowing that his wife had cheated on him. Now she was gone, and he was single, and I had a visceral reaction to his masculine presence. I felt bad his marriage was over, but my deep secret was that I imaging him fucking me hard. What would Brad say if I confessed my cheating fantasies? Was I going to ruin our marriage with my dirty dreams?

To get a free book, click on the cover or this link Encouraging our Hotwife Fantasies to sign up for Hank’s Newsletter.
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FREE PRELUDE TO FREEUSE STUDY BUDDY
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Lia

Falling on my bed in my dorm room, my eyes closed, I blew out a long breath.

“Fuck, that was a dumb mistake,” I said aloud to no one because my roommate wasn’t there.

I’d fucked up and read a question wrong on the first exam of the semester and tanked my grade. It wasn’t a big deal. I could make it up before the end of the term without undue stress. I was beating myself up because I’d been working hard to do the college thing better this semester.

Fuck.



The first term was all kinds of messy. I’d tried to fit in with the other freshmen, rush a sorority, go to all the parties, find a boyfriend, and enjoy being on my own. I’d made most of those happen, or at least given it the old college try. Har.

But my selection of boyfriend material ended up being a giant douche. I’d met him at the first rush party I was invited to. It was at his frat house, and he was a year ahead of me, so he had his own room. I was a starry-eyed freshman, and I’d been easily seduced by his blue eyes, evil grin, and promising package. I hadn’t been a virgin when I came to college. I was sex-positive and wanted to have more than just a fuck buddy.

Continue reading Revoking the Friendzone

https://read.hankdolworth.com/revoking
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