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    1 / So Far, So Good 
 
    “Gotta go, Zane. Can you help him with the rest of the problem? I have to get to work, have an appointment at 7.” 
 
    I had been helping my oldest son with homework for the last couple hours, but now had to go. I was supposed to be at the Ambassador Hotel bar at 7, for an escort session. My sex was throbbing with the need already. But schoolwork was important. This was a Tuesday school night. They needed the help. I was allowed to play only 3 nights a week because the kids had to remain a priority. 
 
    Zane came over to assume the tutoring duties, wishing me a fun time. His wink said so much about where we were today. And that was mixed at best. It was all in the tone of what he said. Even the wink was done in a way that said, not ‘hope you have a good time’. Rather, it was more ‘sure, I’ll take over from here. You go ahead, run off to play.’ 
 
    I ran upstairs to make sure my tote was packed with my supplies for the night. The client had requested something specific. I was sure the outfit I found was going to please him very much, as I made sure the garment was carefully placed in the tote. 
 
    I looked in the mirror, to make sure my hair and makeup was ready for the client. But that wink… Oh, Zane, where are we going? Was he no longer willing to continue? 
 
    No time to obsess on what might come. Right now, I must concentrate on the client and the special roleplay I have created. But as I looked in the mirror, I could not stop thinking about how we got here. Even now, after three months of being an escort, I am still surprised at how this has happened. 
 
    Our adventures started innocently enough, with the normal occurrence of a husband and wife sharing fantasies. I didn’t have many I wanted to share with him, but Zane was quite imaginative. He had so many he had to focus on the Top 5 to narrow the list. Two of them were full NFW in my mind - No Fucking Way! BDSM and having sex in front of an audience were both out of the question. He had to be insane to think I would do either of those, but the top two… 
 
    Having a threesome had been on my list too, but not with another woman. Not sure I could handle that. Sharing Zane with another guy… now that had some potential! We could talk about that one… 
 
    But his top fantasy… oh yes, that turned me around. He wanted to have me make love to another man, either with him watching or without, becoming his ‘hotwife’, I later learned this was called. If he wasn’t present, he wanted to hear all the details of it later. He would become, as they say, my ‘cuckold’. 
 
    I rejected the hotwife idea completely… at first. I had never cheated on him and wasn’t about to start. Zane assured me there would be no cheating. We would both know what was going on, I would tell him everything about my experience, and thus there would be no cheating. 
 
    Still… think about it… hitting the bar scene, getting laid by some strange man, then coming home all covered with his smell. If that’s not cheating, not sure what is. It took me nearly a year to warm to the idea. 
 
    Over that year, I met a couple other hotwives, did online research, watched some hotwife porn and read a lot of erotic stories. By the time I was through this hotwife gauntlet, I was ready to jump any dick that pointed in my direction, absolutely on fire with desire. 
 
    The odd part of this story is that I was happy with our love life before this happened. My husband, Zane Ramsey, is now, and will always be, the love of my life. We were married 10 years when this fantasy sharing took place, in our mid-30s. We met at State U when I came to college here from New Jersey but did not really become serious until several years after we both graduated. I stayed in town for a job at a local bank and we re-met at a friend’s party when I was 23, been together ever since. 
 
    Now, 10 years of marriage, two kids, three moves and two job changes later, I could not believe how lucky I was to snag this man as my husband. He turned out to be a good provider, a loving father to our two boys, a considerate husband, and a good lover. 
 
    Plus, he’s quite handsome, at over six feet, with short sandy blonde hair, crystal blue eyes that shine with glee whenever he has a joke or story to tell, which is often, and... well... a very handsome seven-inch tool that never failed to satisfy. What’s not to like? 
 
    His job overseeing the regional expansion of Wyatt’s Coffee, a popular coffee shop chain based in our Midwest city, put him on the road a little bit, but not too much. We were a happy couple, and I a satisfied wife. 
 
    Beware… you know any time someone says they are satisfied in a story, the opposite turns out to be true. But that was not the case for me. I really was happy with my life, my husband, and our lovemaking. 
 
    Before we go on, I should apologize upfront for my language. I grew up in northern New Jersey. My Jersey accent has washed into another twang since I moved to our Midwest city 16 years ago, but my ‘salty’ language, as Zane’s mother calls it, never quite left. My husband loves it. His mother... not so much. Hope you don’t mind. I have found it a hard habit to break. 
 
    Anyway, I now look at my lovemaking satisfaction as a function of ignorance and love. I had some experience playing around while I was in college. Did some one-night stands and even made out with a girl once. Zane was as good as anyone I had been with, a sensuous and tender lover. I cum frequently and seldom am left unsatisfied as we cuddle at the end of a session. Plus, I love him, with all my heart. He really was my dream partner for life. Still is… 
 
    But once the image of hotwifing, big cocks, and random lovers had seeped into my mind… that satisfaction disappeared. I wanted to experience all of that. And Zane did as well. It began as his fantasy, remember? Zane’s fantasy had become mine as well. 
 
    And Zane didn’t help slow things down either. He would tell me stories while we made love, of being taken while hitchhiking, while he pushed into me on top of the car trunk on a country road, or ‘forcing’ me to promise to do whatever some bull wanted while Zane draped me over the back of the sofa, pounding into me. After 12 months of this, I was whipped into a sexual frenzy. 
 
    We finally decided to take the leap. I went to Alfredo’s Tavern, a downtown bar near the convention center, hoping to snag a visitor to our fair city. This was a solo run, without Zane along. I told him at the time it was because the bar was quite small. He would have been too obvious watching me while I tried to pick someone out of the crowd. 
 
    The truth was not as simple. I wasn’t sure I wanted him staring at me while I put the moves on a total stranger. Gave me the creeps, actually… 
 
    I lucked out that first run, attaching myself to a veteran from Texas, named Brady. He gave me all I could ask for. He had a cock like I had never seen, large, thick and he knew how to use it. 
 
    Remember my talking about being satisfied? That was gone after Brady. An entire level of sexual pleasure opened to me that has yet to be fully pacified now three months later. 
 
    After I came home after the session with Brady, Zane could not have been happier. I told him what we did, made fierce love to him, and we were suddenly a hotwife/cuckold couple. 
 
    What a night that was! But now, I had to concentrate on what was coming tonight. I made sure everything was ready for my session this evening, grabbed the tote in my hand and walked downstairs. Both our sons gave me kisses, wishing me to have ‘fun’ at work. We had told them I took a hostess job at a restaurant three nights a week. The oldest was only 10. We hoped that story would hold for a few more years, at least. 
 
    Zane walked with me to the Uber. “Maybe you need to take a week off of the sessions soon, call it a vacation.” 
 
    “You unhappy about what we are doing?” My face must have shown a distress that shook him, because he wrapped me in his arms, kissing me. 
 
    “Not that… exactly. More needing to digest what it all means for us longer-term. I would like to go to sleep with you, feel your warm body next to mine every night. I miss that.” 
 
    “Me too. I am fairly booked up for the next month. How about after that?” 
 
    “Sure… that would be good. We can work out a time when I can take some time as well. Have fun.” 
 
    He helped me in the Uber, but I could see the look on his face was not really about me having fun. The memory of our follow-up night with Brady came to mind, hard and unwanted. 
 
    You see, all was not rosy, at first. After I left Brady’s hotel room, I discovered he had slipped $500 into my purse. I was outraged when I found it on my way out of the hotel, ashamed he thought I was a prostitute. 
 
    Ashamed… maybe… but wanted to do it again, giving him my cell number if he came back to town! When Brady called the next day to see if I wanted a return engagement that night, I could not turn him down. I wanted to feel that pleasure again. Though, I had to confess being a hotwife, not a pro, and asked if I could bring my husband along. He reluctantly agreed. 
 
    We discovered a lot of truths about Zane that night. He was a true cuckold. Got a rock-solid hard-on when we taunted and humiliated him. You know: ‘I need a real man.’ ‘Finally, a cock that can satisfy me.’ It was all roleplay, we both knew it, but he loved the thrill, that terrifying match of arousal and jealousy. 
 
    It turned out my little cuckold struggled watching his hotwife in action for the full session. If it were a fantasy he could think about, my being a hotwife was clearly his No. 1, but when he saw me in action, essentially making love to another man, he got really upset, crying, struggling to control his fear of loss, of losing me to the pleasure. My Zane is not a crier. I was shaken by the experience. 
 
    I also learned a hard lesson about myself as I began my hotwife journey. I noticed the crying early, but I was so deep into the pleasure with Brady, I refused to stop. To my eternal shame, I left Zane to feel that torment for over an hour because he had vowed not to interfere. Fortunately for me, we did not have to stop that night. It was the tender moments he could not handle. He decided to leave the room during those portions and return when Brady got more aggressive again. 
 
    But the damage had been done. He knew what I was like. A switch had been turned on that I was struggling to turn off. For the next few weeks, we talked and talked about what to do. He decided not to participate much going forward, knew it would be too much for him. 
 
    Now days, I often must remind him that he was involved in the escort planning from the beginning. Something inside his cuckold nature allowed him to think about me going out with other men. He just knew, instinctively, he shouldn’t be there. It touched something that was tender and threatening. 
 
    Yet, he had seen me in action, how much I loved it. He became more convinced, as we talked, that the switch would not be easily turned off now that the desire has been ignited. And I knew he was right. Every time I think about continuing to play while Zane cried next to the bed, I am filled with shame, but the reality of that act was not missed. I REALLY wanted to do it. The sexual frenzy of the last year was burning bright and needed cock to keep it blazing. 
 
    So, he suggested I become an escort. Seems strange, right? For him to suggest his wife become a full-time sex worker… I was quite angry when he first outlined his plan, like he was going to become my pimp and I his ‘ho’. But inside… 
 
    I knew he was right. I had this startling dream about walking downtown naked, coming up to a three-card Monte dealer who made me choose between stacks of cards. One stack had Zane, the other Brady. Once again, I chose Brady and the dream devolved into a nightmare. 
 
    Despite all these warnings, the switch HAD been turned on. He knew from watching me with Brady that I would not be able to stop. If we didn’t build a mechanism for expressing that need, I would REALLY start cheating on him to scratch my new sexual itch. In my bones, I knew he was right. 
 
    The plan was for me to quit my job as branch manager at the bank and become a full-time escort. We settled on a maximum limit of 3 play dates a week, using Tuesday, Thursday, and Saturday as our designated days. There was flexibility there. If I had something that could only happen on a Wednesday or Friday, that was fine, but I had to sacrifice another day that week as compensation. 
 
    I knew Zane considered 3 a hard limit for a week and never discussed an exception. We both knew one request would lead to another. My pussy tingles every time I think about playing, and Zane knows that.  
 
    Once I agreed, everything came together very quickly. Zane is a planner by training and temperament. He had carefully thought through every conceivable contingency. We had established a website to handle contact and cash transfers, that we jokingly named ‘sweetfreedom.com’, setup email and work cell phones, built a wardrobe of escort clothing and toys, and even printed up business cards. 
 
    I had taken on the name ‘Brianna’ for my professional efforts. This was close enough to Bree that if someone heard one or the other, they would think Bree was a nickname for Brianna. I always went by Brianna when I worked. 
 
    And that brings us to where we are today. I have been operating as an escort for three months, been getting some incredible sex, and everyone seems happy. Or at least I knew I was! By now, with all the different cocks I had tasted, I wanted as many as I could get. It was already getting hard not to want it every night. My cock addiction was now in full flower. 
 
    

  

 
   
    2 / I Love Being an Escort 
 
    As I drove to the Ambassador Hotel to meet my client, I couldn’t help but wonder what Zane was thinking about the week off. He knew I wanted, even needed, this play time. My desire for cock had grown exponentially in the three months since our session with Brady. It was becoming an addiction. I knew it. He knew it. Turning this off was going to become harder as each session passed. 
 
    Yet, his feelings remained a difficult mix of excitement and dread. He had turned out to be a true cuckold, got sexual excitement at the thought of me sleeping with these other men, but as each month went by, I could see it wearing on him. No doubt, the added responsibility with the kids was a major factor. 
 
    Regardless of his increasing discomfort with the choice we made, he still helps me prepare for every session he can. He does not help pick out garments, which was no longer needed as I gained more experience, though he did shave my pubic hair and helped scrub me in the shower whenever he was available. 
 
    Getting me ready for the clients made his cock as hard as ever. I would usually reward him with a blow job, though my other openings were off limits for the night. 
 
    This was quite different for us. I had always offered him what I called ‘open access’. I had made it clear, early in our marriage, that when he was ready, I offered myself to him. I was not one of those wives with headaches, or too much going on, or too tired with the kids. If my man needed relief in that way, I considered that one of my primary responsibilities as a wife. I was his. The fact that he brought me so much pleasure along the way might have contributed to my commitment... oh yes. Such pleasure. 
 
    Now that I am an escort though, he has assigned those access rights to someone else for three days each week, though he helps prep for my sessions to tease his cuckold side with some good old-fashioned denial... Sometimes, I even do it on the other days. I tell him he is not allowed to touch, that real men have first dibs, that I need much larger cocks to satisfy me! He eats up this kind of roleplay... 
 
    Truthfully, I seldom do that anymore. I do not want to have any frustration building for him. We make love a lot on those non-workdays. Especially Friday nights. That has become our night. After the kids go to bed, we will often make love deep into the night, as I recount my stories to him and talk about what arrangements have been made for the following week. 
 
    As I park and enter the lobby this time, I am not doing the usual mental prep in getting ready. I am thinking about Zane and how long he will allow me to do this… He originally thought I would not be able to go past 5 years or so. I am 35 now. Older women do not have the same demand as an escort. Guys want firmer tits and fewer wrinkles around the eyes. This every woman knows. Zane described women as perishable commodities in one tough conversation! Hurtful in some ways, though true. My Zane was never one to beat around the proverbial bush. He had a famously brusque manner that said what was thought was true. 
 
    I glimpsed Alfredo’s Tavern down the street as I walked into the lobby. Warm memories of Cole and Derek came to mind. 
 
    My first scheduled escort gig was a bust. I gave the guy his money back, finding my way back to Alfredo’s to sulk, striking up a friendship with the bartender, Cole Hilliard. He turned out to be the owner as well. He had purchased the bar from Alfredo when he retired a couple years before. I gave him a stack of business cards in case he knew anyone. The next day, he recommended me to a family friend and Saturday night was one of the best sessions I have had as an escort. His friend, Derek, was a black man in his 50s. He fucked me till I struggled to stand, till I was gasping at cumming so frequently. 
 
    Since then, Cole has become a strong referral source. I’ve had to take new stacks of cards back to him twice in only three months. Cole is a very handsome ex-Marine, a tall black man, very fit. I have salivated over him many times. With all his referrals, I have joked with Zane that I need to give him a free session as a reward! Zane chuckled, knowing exactly what I really meant… 
 
    Derek had become something much more. He had become a friend and mentor. He hired me multiple times, hammering me with a skill few others had shown, along the way becoming my favorite client. If truth be told, he was more a lover than a client. We would spend as much time cuddling and talking as we did humping. 
 
    One of my times with him, knowing I was new to the trade, he took it upon himself to train me. He worked with me to deep throat a large cock. I had struggled to take him in during our first session. Instead of the marathon fucking typical of our time together, he had me going up and down on his cock, instructing how to relax my throat, change the angle, suppress the gag reflex. By the time we were finished, he gave me the gift of his cum down my throat. In later sessions, he taught me how to edge a guy to maintain his erection and how to take a hard cock in my rear, while enjoying the experience. 
 
    For my typical client, after the initial contact, unless they have some specific thing in mind, I meet them at a restaurant or bar near where we will play. Often the hotel bar where they are staying. We have dinner and drinks, get to know each other, then go back to their hotel or home. I dress conservatively for the dinner, then change into something revealing when we are back to the playspace. 
 
    One guy wanted me to go total slut, straight to his room. I wore hot pants, a see-through blouse, no underwear, of course, and stiletto high heels, wrapping the ensemble under a long coat for the walk to the door. Zane and I purchased a wide range of slut outfits for many such purposes. 
 
    After the slow first couple weeks, the cards handed out at Alfredo’s and the marketing on escort sites began to pay off as I saw a steady stream of clients. I am still not at 3 every week, but at the pace I am going, I will be at full capacity in another couple months. 
 
    For now, I had to push all these other thoughts out of my mind, paying attention to why I was walking into the Ambassador. I entered the restaurant, my red rose lapel pin prominently on display, looking for my client. 
 
    But my mind was still on Zane and how long he will go along with my playing. I knew in my gut this would be a difficult decision when it comes. Would he give me the full 5 years? Judging from that wink at home, I would guess not. Turning off my growing thirst was difficult enough to keep me inside 3 days a week. What would happen if he wanted to quit forever by year’s end? 
 
    My knees quivered at the very thought as an older man with white hair waved in my direction. “Fred, good to finally meet you,” I said, as I walked to the table he had reserved. I adjusted my shoulder bag to hug him, then followed his lead, sitting at the table. 
 
    Fred, as it turned out, was a lawyer in town for some client meetings. He contacted me for something specific. He wanted to relive the glory days of his youth, telling me what kind of clothes he wanted me to wear. Underneath my conservative skirt, blouse, business jacket combination, was an old-fashioned scoop bra that barely covered my nipples, a garter/stocking combo with no panties. He apparently had a girlfriend ‘back in the day’ that liked to wear that. I had to run over to a Macy’s on the other side of town to find such a combination. I was always happy to provide the client what they wanted. 
 
    I sat next to him, the conversation of typical introductions. He was a genuinely nice man, here from St. Louis for two days and was glad I had room in my schedule. He was friends with another client that had met with me last month, spoke highly of the quality of my service. I assured him he would get the same treatment. 
 
    The blush on his face at that was almost adorable, like a young boy wanting to kiss his girl for the first time. The meal was excellent… Over the last three months, I had come to appreciate the chef at the Ambassador very much. This was a popular place for my clientèle to stay. Maybe I should offer the chef some services for all the pleasure he has given me?! 
 
    There I go again… in the back of my head, everything turns to more sex. I simply could not turn it off anymore. Somehow, my pussy had become my most valuable possession. Now that I was free to use it as I chose, I wanted to spread the joy around. 
 
    And Fred was very willing to be the object of my affection. He was the perfect gentleman above the table, but underneath, his hand would occasionally graze my thigh. Before the dinner was up, I slipped my pumps off, stretching my foot out to brush his crotch. I thought he would jump out of his chair at the sudden touch. 
 
    Already, as I gained more experience, having done over 50 sessions by this point, I was able, after just a few moments with each client, to tell what kind of session this would be. Tonight was not going to be a big-dick affair, full of pleasure, multiple orgasms, and marathon fucking. 
 
    Fred was going to want sweet and a little dirty. I could do that. Truthfully, my acting the role of an escort had become one of the best things about the job for me. Almost as good as the sex in some ways. I got plenty of pleasure in the end, would cum at least once, likely more, but tailoring every sexual action to be what the client needed was an incredible thrill. I BECAME what they wanted, what they needed. 
 
    And I loved the roleplay. No different, in many ways, than the cuckold language I do with Zane. He likes it, gets off on it in ways that remain a mystery to me, but I can do that… be the hotwife he wants. Inside me, somehow, I become what they want. It’s not pretended or a nuisance. This is why I do this. 
 
    Ok, maybe that’s a bit strong. I LOVE the sex and enjoy the roleplay, really enjoy it. What I like is the pretending I am someone else, being the escort each ‘Fred’ needs. For him, I will let go of myself and become the demure girlfriend he misses. He will be shocked at the outfit I brought. In my bag, I have a suede skirt and peasant blouse straight out of the 60s. I hope he doesn’t have a heart attack when I come out of the hotel bathroom! 
 
    When the meal was finished, and the check paid, I put my hand on his leg under the table, gently squeezing his thigh, suggesting we go on up to his room, to ‘see what comes up’. I swear he started panting. Yes, indeed. This is going to be fun. 
 
    

  

 
   
    3 / Meeting Their Needs 
 
    On the way to the room, I became bolder, leaning into him, wrapping my hand in his arm, gently pulling him in closer. Not overt, nothing that would draw attention, but he knew. I could see the extension in his expensive slacks already starting to form. 
 
    This is not what he paid for exactly. He paid for me to be nice at dinner and fuck him afterwards. Many of my fellow escorts did just that. I have watched them at various restaurants around the city. They were so disinterested in the client at dinner, I could only speculate, once the client got off, how soon they were packing up, thanking them for the contribution to their checking account, and walking out the door. 
 
    For me, this was something different. This was the same roleplay I did with Zane. I became this guy’s old girlfriend. When we went into the room, I leaned in to kiss him demurely on the cheek, excusing myself to change into something more comfortable. I made a snap decision to skip the bra under the peasant blouse, coming out of the bathroom, my hair in a ponytail, the peasant blouse a size too small to stretch the material across my breasts. 
 
    The suede skirt was not a mini, as was popular in those days, but I found this skirt that was long enough to cover the garter and stockings. I was so looking forward to seeing his face when I dropped the skirt to the floor, revealing my bare mound encased in what he requested. 
 
    Before I walked out though, the image of that wink stuck with me another time. Maybe I needed to include him more often. I pulled my breasts out of the peasant blouse, leaning slightly forward so my ‘girls’ hung in their full glory, taking a short video as I moved, allowing them to sway and jiggle in front of me. 
 
    When I first started, my biggest fear was my own body. I had not put on much weight over the years, especially considering I had two kids, but the large boobs for which I have always been so proud had started to sag as I moved into my 30s. At least, more than they used to. The 36D perfection of my youth has become the 36DD measurement of a woman with two kids. Luckily, my nipples remained as sensitive as ever... and Zane loves them, saggy or no! But I was still worried the clients would find them too much. 
 
    Brady’s worshiping of my breasts changed this self-conscious obsession with sagging. I knew at that point my breasts were not a liability, but a major asset. Ever since, I have taken every opportunity to display them to the client. None have expressed disappointment in that tactic. 
 
    For now, I wanted Zane to see me ready to play. I attached the video to a text. 
 
    [Brianna]: Ready to play. You like? 
 
    [Zane]: Lovely, as always. 
 
    [Brianna]: You still ok with this? 
 
    [Zane]: Yes, have fun. We can talk later. No need to worry. 
 
    It was like a balloon had been pricked, releasing my tension. Thank God! I was so afraid he was going to require me to stop. I replaced my girls back in the blouse, doing one final check of my costume, then walked out of the bathroom door. 
 
    His face made all the effort worthwhile, as I emerged looking like the 60s hippie of his dreams, in my stockinged feet. 
 
    The look didn’t last long. Once he saw me, his hesitancy disappeared. He was on me, wrapping his arms around, kissing me like I WAS that long-lost girlfriend. And in that moment, I became her. I gave myself completely to him, to the past he was trying to relive, to the memory of a love long gone, to the pleasure he remembered. I became all those things. 
 
    His hands were on my breasts. I knew his mind was on that girlfriend because he did not reach under the peasant blouse. I was sure she would not have allowed that back in the day. He massaged them over the blouse with both hands, caressing them with his face and lips, as he broke away from the kiss. 
 
    I was in no hurry, so waited for him to finish, then led him to a chair beside the bed. Before he could sit, I helped him undress, slipping his shirt off, unbuckling his belt, pants, and underwear, pulling them down and off, shoes with them. 
 
    When he sat, I moved in between his legs, gently taking his cock and balls in my two hands, massaging them with as much tenderness as I could. He groaned, laying his head back against the chair. 
 
    I’m still dressed at this point. His eyes were closed, his lost girlfriend gently touching him, so I started talking. “I have missed you, Fred. You feel so good to my touch. I want to take you in my mouth, to feel you get hard at my caress again. I always loved that.” 
 
    My mouth came up, taking his shaft fully down my throat, as I continued fondling his scrotum, pulling the sac away from his body. A gasp came out of his mouth as he pushed his crotch at me. I didn’t want him to cum, so was not purposeful or strong. Just moved my mouth across his rod, loving the velvety feel as he grew hard at his desire for me, or should I say, his lost girlfriend. 
 
    He was groaning actively now, so I pulled back at a frustrated moan. “Fred, I think it’s time for you to take my clothes off, don’t you?” 
 
    I stood up in front of him. He did not even get off the chair as he moved forward, pulling the peasant blouse over my shoulders. My breasts swayed with the movement, his eyes never leaving them. I knew I had him now. 
 
    Before he could touch them, I took a step back, unzipping the skirt, sliding the suede slowly down my legs. His eyes grew to saucers as he saw my shaved mound, surrounded by garters and stockings. 
 
    I did not say a thing, just stood there. He really surprised me then, standing abruptly, taking my arms, and flinging me aggressively on the bed. I was giggling at the sudden movement, loving it. I thought for sure he was going to try and mount me right there, reaching for the condom I had placed on the nightstand, but instead, he crawled on the bed, his face went straight to my sex. He was looking for an appetizer before the main course. 
 
    And he knew what he was doing. I was soon squirming under his onslaught of sensations, pushing myself down onto his lovely tongue. My release came shortly after. Fred did not wait for me to recover, moving quickly to wrap his rod with a condom, finding a welcome reception, my arms spread to take him. 
 
    Regrettably, he did not last long, but I didn’t care. I was pulling him, encouraging him to give me all he had. His age caught up with him at that point. He was panting at the effort he had put in, rolling off me, with deep breaths of recovery. I cuddle up next to him, not speaking, just touching him with my entire body. 
 
    I think we laid there for 20-30 minutes, feeling the warmth of his fantasy come to life. He was stroking my hair, my arms, occasionally touching my breasts. 
 
    “You are quite a lover, my dear,” he said. 
 
    “Thank you. You were no slouch yourself,” I giggled. 
 
    “Can you sleep over?” he asked. 
 
    “No,” I said, “but I can stay longer if you want. As long as you want to play.” 
 
    “Not sure I have another go in me,” he laughed, “but this was sure fun. Thank you.” He stroked my hair again. “You have the touch. Jack was right.” This was his friend that had been a previous client. 
 
    “He was fun too. Glad you had an enjoyable time. Better let you get to sleep, Fred. I’ll be going. Let me go change. Be right back.” 
 
    I decided to keep on the hippie outfit for the ride home. It wasn’t very revealing. Though, without a bra, my nipples had been so aroused all night, they stuck out proud and firm. I stuffed the outfit I wore to dinner into the tote. By the time I came out, he had on a pair of shorts and a t-shirt, with another $500 in his hand, offering it to me. I just said thanks and placed it in my purse. 
 
    “You made this a very enjoyable evening, Fred. Thank you.” 
 
    And I left, walking out of the lobby. I looked at my watch, it was only 9:30! Instead of arranging for the Uber, I started walking, as if on autopilot, toward Alfredo’s. I wondered if Cole would be there? The glow of the successful session made the walk a slow dream. This is what I was experiencing nearly every night I played. Most were like Fred, someone who just wanted to experience something special. And I was more than happy to give that to them, the satisfaction of my releases incredible, night after night. 
 
    When I walked into Alfredo’s the place was hopping! Must be a convention in town, I thought. Cole winked at me with a hurried wave as I walked in. The bar was packed, but seats opened as I approached. Must be a law of nature. When a petty girl walks up to a bar, men offer them their seats. I looked at the possible candidates, ended up accepting a man with longish hair and cowboy boots. Visions of Brady came into my mind as I sat down. 
 
    The convention was a Farm Machinery show and he owned a large farm in central Ohio, in town to see what was new… and to play, he eventually admitted. As I finished my drink and got deeper into the conversation, I looked at my watch again. I had never done two in one night before. Maybe my farmer would be the first time. 
 
    One pleasant thing about using condoms. You didn’t have to worry about the next guy feeling another man’s leftovers… Listen to me. Talking like an old pro! 
 
    My sex tingled with the possibility that my farmer would give me the rough session to perfectly bookend the gentle roleplay with Fred. 45 minutes later, Cole waved at me with another wink as I walked out the door with my farmer. 
 
    And he gave me all I could ask for. It wasn’t that he was so large, but he was aggressive. He didn’t last long for each go but could rise again and again. The soft releases of earlier soon gave way to powerful orgasms I screamed into his room. This guy could give me all I wanted! I didn’t even ask for money. This was just for fun! 
 
    My farmer could have cared less about me. I was a willing woman and he used me as he wished. In a fundamental sense, I felt more like a prostitute that night than I had for the previous 50-plus sessions. He paid no attention to my pleasure. Though, as I thought about it later, it didn’t really matter. I still came repeatedly. Obviously, I am very suited to this work. My body didn’t care. If the cock was stiff, I was ready to go. 
 
    Two hours later, the Uber was dropping me at the house, still relatively early for me, before 1 o’clock. What a night! Two separate men, two separate sessions. I wondered at that moment if this would be possible going forward… scheduling two in a night? No, I decided in the end. Fred ending early was the exception, not the rule. 
 
    On the Uber ride, a certain sadness began to seep into me. Yes, I had great orgasms that night. Yes, I thoroughly enjoyed the contrast between the sweet and gentle Fred and the rough and tumble farmer. But what was it about my personality, my perversion, that allowed me to spread my legs to all comers, enjoying the sex in whatever form it was delivered? What was wrong with me? 
 
    Maybe that’s what Zane is starting to pick up. I was becoming so in love with the cocks that I needed them more than I needed him. He was sensing the change in me. What is really happening, I wondered? I went from one to the other without even a thought of whether I should. I wanted it and that was all that mattered. 
 
    I could have gone home to Zane, cuddled next to him at a reasonable hour, felt his love, or even made love to him! But no. I needed something else, something more. 
 
    I could feel it inside me. A change was happening. I wanted more, needed more, hungered for more. How could Zane compete against a near-constant flow of pleasure, three nights a week? I knew in my heart that I should worry about this myself, but it was now all I could think about. I needed my regular fix. 
 
    

  

 
   
    4 / Zane Struggles to Adjust 
 
    As the three months of my escort life stretched to six, then seven and eight, I was getting such a compelling reputation for my services that I was booking all three days every week with constant calls to add more dates. I resisted, knowing what impact this would have on our marriage. 
 
    But the draw of the play continued to exert a strong pull on my soul. I could not get enough of it. From the roleplay to the powerful orgasms and pleasure, I was struggling to stay focused on my family and husband in the face of what was happening every night when I would leave the house on my own. 
 
    And I was experiencing all that mankind could offer, from soft and gentle, to hard and rough. I only had a couple sessions that were difficult and that was mainly because the guys didn’t want me to leave at the end… and frankly, neither did I. We argued about why I had to go. I finally had to grab my tote and escape the room. Playing was now much of my life. 
 
    Zane knew this, could sense it in my disconnection from the day-to-day life of the kids and his needs. He had predicted this would happen after watching me in action with Brady, but to see it happen so quickly was hard for him to watch. 
 
    We never did take that week off he suggested. Actually fought about it several times. There would always be an excuse. The calendar would already be filled up, maybe after this group was finished, I would always say, but a new set of appointments seem to find its way in before we could have the break. 
 
    Mind you, his career was going great. Wyatt’s Coffee was about ready to pass 50 stores. They were getting write-ups in entrepreneurial magazines and talking seriously about going public. In these interviews, Wyatt Newman was always generous, crediting Zane with a large part of the success. 
 
    Zane told me they had moved the chain from a range of different units to one standard ‘Wyatt’s Coffee Shop’ with a uniform customer experience. No matter which Wyatt’s you entered now, there was a similarity of look, feel, and experience. Workers all wore the same uniform. There was now a standard color scheme across all stores, plates, cups, the works. Customers always knew the coffee would be good, but now they could count on the same quality of service and other amenities as well. 
 
    Wyatt’s Coffee private shares were rolling into his accounts as the process moved forward. The wealth that would eventually bring to our family was more than anything I could make as an escort. I was happy for his success. 
 
    My 3-day maximum per week turned out to be critical as Zane pushed the pace of growth for the company. When I was out, he was home. When I was home, he was increasingly out. We saw each other only for our own Friday night play sessions and on weekends. 
 
    Yet, I had disappeared as a person to share his success. As each month went by, I became more focused on the pleasure of the play. When I wasn’t involved in playing, I was getting ready for the next one. Nothing else really mattered to me. 
 
    I kept to our 3-day maximum per week limit, but this was in action only. By the end of eight months, my mind was playing all the time. I did get up every day to help the kids get ready for school, but after they were gone, I was off to the gym for my workouts, visiting stores to buy the next outfit or supplies, and out of contact. Zane and I mainly conversed via text messages and sporadic phone calls. 
 
    When I came home from a session, I would still crawl in bed with him, cuddling close all night, but more often than not, I fell asleep imagining the face of my latest lover, not the man sleeping next to me. 
 
    This ate into me at times, guilt washing through me, wondering how I could be so disloyal to my loving man. The struggle was hard. How could I make love repeatedly with one man during the evening, then come home and sleep the rest of the night with my husband, without thinking of all that happened earlier? I failed at this task more with each passing week. 
 
    Only Friday nights remained sacred to our relationship. Here we reconnected mentally and physically, but even on those nights, much of our conversation was about my playing that week and what was coming the next. 
 
    One of those Friday nights, after we had made love, we were lying in bed, feeling the glowing moment of our coupling, when he asked me a direct question. “Will you ever be willing to stop?” 
 
    I gasped at the question, fearing he would ask that. He knew me too well. “Not sure I will want to,” I said, trying to keep my voice calm. “My age may make it a requirement someday. Why?” 
 
    “Just curious if you ever thought about stopping. You seem to struggle just taking a break.” 
 
    I cuddled into his arms, head on his chest. “Do you want me to stop?” 
 
    “No… not now, but all the outside play is creating some space between us that I can feel. I don’t really like that. We spend so much time apart now, three nights a week, then I travel some of the other nights. It seems like Friday nights are the only time we get a chance to connect.” 
 
    “I thought you liked me to play. Enjoyed the cuckold buzz. You always seem interested about…” I causally rolled his scrotum in my hand, working his shaft. He never failed to respond. “… hearing my stories. Wouldn’t you miss that?” 
 
    “I like it, I must confess. But week after week… I’m feeling a distance between us that is growing stronger. I don’t like THAT at all.” 
 
    “I am here, my love,” I assured him, “will always be here. No matter what happens outside, nothing will separate me from our love.” 
 
    As he hardened again, I got on top, lowering myself on his rod, offering everything I had to him. He took me at my word, but I wondered after I said it whether it was actually true. The pull WAS getting stronger and stronger. 
 
    My practice was certainly lucrative. When you combined pay and tips, I had quadrupled the amount I had been making as a bank branch manager and having a lot more fun doing it. But my own estimation of success was coming from the comments pouring in from everyone that had experienced a session with me. I was indeed talented at this work, loved it even. Fred was just one example of how far I would go to please the client. 
 
    And it wasn’t all the sexual stimulation. Over time, it became less about that and more about the roleplay. Ok, not exactly. I still needed the pleasure, but I also enjoyed the sessions themselves. The creativity I could bring to the play, the appreciation I received from each client, through tips, compliments, repeat business, and referrals. Let me tell you, working at a bank was never this much fun. 
 
    Over time, the money I was making began to seep into our lifestyle. My clothes were upgraded. I bought us both new cars. The kids had name brand clothes and shoes, the latest toys and video games. We signed them up for every possible activity. 
 
    Zane even began to feel less of a success because I was making so much more near-term money than he could produce. There was no way, once Wyatt’s went public, that would be true in the long run, but for now, I really did make almost double what he did. 
 
    By the 9th month, I was so wrapped up in the play, I hired an afternoon au pair to take the boys around to all their activities and help with homework. I was too busy to pay attention. 
 
    And because the demand for my services was now so high, I could be quite picky with who I accepted. By then, soft roleplay sessions like Fred had fallen to the bottom of the priority list. I was seeking more focused, hardcore action. The clients started getting younger, bigger, and the cocks larger. I needed more vigorous action to make the night a success. 
 
    I would even ask them how big they were before agreeing to meet. This turned off a few regular customers, but I didn’t care. The pleasure was all that was important. 
 
    Now that I look back on it, I think this was the source of Zane’s growing concerns. He saw the clients. I kept notes on each client so I could refresh my memory if they came back again. He could see those comments. He knew where my focus was going. 
 
    Truth is, I had to admit to myself. The roleplay that dominated my early going was falling away as the hardcore nature of the sessions became more pronounced. 
 
    Memories of Derek often drove my choices. He was a repeat client several times, becoming one of the best lovers I ever had, even better than Brady, who started it all. He had been my first paid customer. He took me multiple times that first night with a handsome tool that brought me incredible pleasure. 
 
    Derek could take me places like no one else, not even Zane. I considered dropping the fee several times to allow Derek more frequent use of my time, but Zane managed the books for my business. He would see me going out with no payment to match. Derek was very addictive. 
 
    In the end, I was finding it difficult to share my escort business success with my loving husband. Instead, I turned to my clients and the fun I was having. Zane and the family became less a part of my need as each week passed. 
 
    

  

 
   
    5 / Braylor Takes It to Me 
 
    We were now deep into November. I was coming home extremely late from a particularly long and satisfying session. The client was a professional athlete that was in town for a game on Thursday night. He stayed over to play with me on Saturday. He had contacted me after getting a card from Cole at Alfredo’s during his last visit to town. He knew Cole from his own playing days, though Cole was a few years older. 
 
    Braylor Winston was an exceptionally large black man, tattoos up both arms, a scruffy beard and a wild afro hair cut that framed a perfect male face. Must have been late 20s. He had risen to the top of the football world with physical power, quickness, an unerring sense of where the play was going, and a smiling, generous personality that brought him legions of fans. He was unfailingly polite to fans and spent so much time on charity work, fans often speculated he would do that, instead of the broadcast booth, after he retired. 
 
    When Zane found out who my client was, he assured me I would love him. Big, strong, likely a big dick to boot! 
 
    He was so famous now that he asked me to come directly to his room, without the usual foreplay of dinner and drinks. I agreed with this, not wanting my picture displayed all over the newsfeeds the next morning, either. Instead, he had room service sent up to his suite. 
 
    I wore my now standard conservative skirt, silk blouse, jacket (with the red rose lapel pin, of course) and garter/stockings with 4” stilettos. In my bag, I was prepared with full-out slut: miniskirt, see-through knit top, and lots of toys. Though I doubted, from our conversation, that I would get a chance to change into them. He seemed more focused on getting inside me, than what I would be wearing. 
 
    His team had won, much to the chagrin of my husband, and Braylor had made the tackle that secured the victory after a late-game drive threatened to turn them back. This put him in an especially good mood for playing with me after his required day to get over the soreness of the game. 
 
    I walked into the suite, remembering the research I had done online. His pictures made him look so sexy, but the reality was much more impressive. He was indeed as handsome as promised… I walked in and my nipples began to harden. 
 
    “Come in, come in,” he said, taking my arm. I saw the room service table set in the main living space, candles burning. It smelled delicious, but that was not the only smell that was attracting my attention. He may be using a cologne because my nose could smell his manliness as I came in, earthy… arousing. 
 
    He turned me around abruptly, taking me in his arms, a kiss forcefully pulling me into his orbit. “We gonna have some fun tonight,” he laughed, as he released me, panting, to stumble the rest of the way in. 
 
    “Take your clothes off. Do you have stockings on like I asked?” I just nodded my head. “Good, then take everything else off. I don’t wanna see you in nothin’ else the rest of the night.” 
 
    Without hesitation, I moved to the center of the room, slowly peeling my jacket off, trying to be as sensual as I could. 
 
    “Girl, we ain’t got all night! None of this strip-tease shit. I want to eat and get to humping. Just take them off.” 
 
    It was like my pussy had sprung a leak, quivering with the surge of arousal I was feeling. I was practically tearing the buttons off as I tried to remove the rest as fast as possible. He was grinning at the sudden change. 
 
    “That’s better,” he laughed, coming up to grab my breasts, gently caressing. “How you like it? Soft or hard?” 
 
    “It depends on what you mean by…” 
 
    “Hey, bitch,” he cut me off, chuckling, “I ain’t gonna beat you up.” The question mark on my face just made him laugh harder. “Some women like to be treated tender, loving, soft caressing, that kind of shit. Others like a little more manly treatment, rougher, more forceful. Which are you?” 
 
    “Definitely harder,” I said, my meaning clear. “I want you to fuck me so hard I can’t catch a breath.” This was roleplay again, I knew, but roleplay for myself. I really wanted this guy to manhandle me. It was like all the previous sessions had been training me for this one moment. I walked up to him, naked except for the garter, stockings and stilettos, no panties, wrapped my hand around the shaft in his pants, already hardening. “I am yours to take as you please.” 
 
    “Good,” he said, pushing me roughly away. “Now that we have settled the style for the night, let’s eat.” 
 
    It was an odd experience for me. One that I would seldom repeat. We have had several sessions since that first night, and we always start with me being naked, he fully clothed, while we eat. My nipples were always pointed and hard, my sex dripping with anticipation, during the meals. 
 
    The conversation was fun. I had never been much of a football fan, but knowing I was going to see him on Saturday, I made it a point to catch the last minutes of the game when I returned from my Thursday session. Little did I know, I would watch his crowning moment to preserve the victory. 
 
    He was a fun guy while we ate, with lots of football stories, about his playing days at Ohio State, the various TV interviews gone wrong, how he had ended up with his current team. He had asked to be traded after they changed quarterbacks. He wasn’t a fan of the new one, did not think they would win many games. He bragged how right he was. His old team was 2-10 for the season so far! I enjoyed this banter with every client, so kept the conversation lively until we were done eating. 
 
    When Braylor was finished, he crooked his finger at me, signaling to come to him. I got up, walked around to his side of the small table, standing on display in front. 
 
    “So… Cole thinks you the best in the bizness. Are you?” 
 
    “I try hard,” was all I said. 
 
    He reached up, taking one nipple in each hand, twisting them sharply. I groaned with the sudden pulse of pleasure. His eyes were fastened on mine. “I can do whatever I want with you… you good with that?” 
 
    “Yes… please… I enjoy the… manly treatment.” 
 
    That got a grin from him, using his own words. He stood, pushing his chair back. “Good. Then take my clothes off. I want to see how good you are at taking some black dick down your throat.” 
 
    I stepped forward, removing his silk shirt, caressing his muscled chest and abs as I pushed the material away. His pants, underwear and shoes followed, as I knelt in front of his now erect cock. Not as big as Derek, but still a good 8-9 inches and wide. After the training from Derek, Braylor would be no problem. 
 
    His eyes got big as I took him deep, barely hesitating for some saliva to cover the shaft, before going all the way down. 
 
    “Girl… shit! You a pro, that’s for sure.” 
 
    I started humming while I had him all the way down, coming up occasionally for air, but humming a song while I sucked him. He groaned and pushed on my head as the vibrations pleasured his rod. 
 
    “Oohh… you gonna be so much fun.” 
 
    He pulled himself out of my mouth, threw me over the armrest of the nearby sofa, my ass in the air, and drove himself inside. I gasped at the sudden entry, only then realizing he was not using a condom. I had tried to be consistent with using one in my sessions, but it was too late now. I was so turned on I wanted to feel the blast of his spunk. 
 
    There was no warm-up or getting ready. He was on me from behind, hard thrusts of pure manly power, as I moved my hands up to the sofa cushion for support, and to push back at each plunge. 
 
    “Oh, babe. You have no idea how long I have wanted to do this… since Cole told me how beautiful you were. Your pussy is fine. I am going to use it all night long.” 
 
    “Yes… yes…” I cried out. “Take me… use me…” 
 
    I was thrashing underneath him, helpless as he ravaged me from within. I milked his every inch as his power drove me harder into my release. When it came, I screamed at the ferocious wave, flopping against him. I could not get enough of him. He did not take a break after I came. By the time he let me off the sofa arm, I had two more orgasms and my legs were feeling wobbly. He hadn’t even cum yet. 
 
    

  

 
   
    6 / No Recovery from This 
 
    He took me in his arms, carrying me to the bedroom. I had never been with someone his size before. Wasn’t sure I could support his weight on my chest, but that wasn’t what he had in mind anyway. He sat me on the bed, laid on his back, then said a graphic “Mount up!” 
 
    I was still trembling at the releases that had already been ripped from me, but I scrambled up, slowly dropping my welcoming sex onto his spear. The pleasure that coursed through me while I slowly lowered myself heightened my already strong need for more… I closed my eyes, allowing all the sensations to spread through me. 
 
    When he was all the way in, I laid down on his chest, my face reaching up to kiss him. I couldn’t get there on my own. He was too tall. He lowered his head to mine, kissing me ferociously. Soon, we were kissing while I slammed him repeatedly into my hungry sex. My arms held him tight. 
 
    After I came the first time, he pushed me up to full cowgirl. “I’m going to take a break. You do the work for once.” I smiled down at him. I knew how to do this. Gone was the constant up and down. Now I gradually moved vertically while I rotated my hips gently to spin his cock inside me, stimulating my clit on each rotation. So nice! 
 
    And judging by the groans coming out of Braylor, he was enjoying it too. Two climaxes later, I was having trouble breathing from all the cumming, my motions slowing on top. That didn’t matter to him. 
 
    He pulled me down to a slight angle, my breasts swaying in front. They ached for his touch. He did not disappoint. He grabbed one in each hand, pulling at them. I moaned at the harshness. Each pull was harder than the one before. Then he really started roughing them up, pulling nipples, slapping them on the side. I was openly groaning my pleasure, pushing them out at him for more. My tits are so big, they swayed as he struck them, bouncing against each other. I had never had anyone do this to me before. Every strike sent electric jolts to my pussy, now revived to grind on his cock. 
 
    More blows rained on my mounds. I was groaning, twisting my body on his rod. Then, he pinched my nipples hard between his fingers, pulling them away from my body as he used his hips to push into me at the same time, cumming with a grunt as he flooded my canal, but he did not give up on my tits! 
 
    I gasped at the pain of the pull, the pleasure of his thrust upward, and the glory of his spunk washing my inside. I came so hard my body was shaking as the sensations pulled the orgasm higher. The outcry at the peak caused him to release my nipples as I collapsed on top of him, panting heavily with my own repeat cumming. 
 
    Gently, he rolled me onto his side, stroking my hair, allowing me to calm down. 
 
    I looked up at him. “I have never had anyone abuse my breasts like that. It was like… fuck… pushed my orgasm. So strong!” 
 
    “You ain’t seen nothing yet, my little slut. We just startin’.” 
 
    And he wasn’t kidding. We went on and on. I kept wondering whether Zane would be worried if I was out too late but didn’t really care. Every time I thought about leaving, Braylor would get hard again as my mouth took him deep, and we would start again. He came in my mouth, in my ass, and twice more in my sex. We took a shower together, where he banged into me against the wall, and he abused my tits some more. I had no idea a male could cum that often in a night. 
 
    The last time, I was on my back. He had my legs up above my head, body bent in half, as he slammed into my sex. I was groaning, then came so hard at his penetrations, and the constant cumming, that I passed out. I woke up later, with him lying next to me, gently snoring, his arms around me. His multiple loads of white cream were still dripping out of my sex. I presumed he came again while I was out. 
 
    I looked at the clock. Oh shit! It was past 4 in the morning. I had slept for two hours. I had to get home before the kids woke up. Zane was going to be so pissed. 
 
    I tried to get myself out of his arms without waking him, but he stirred as soon as I tried. “Braylor, I need to go… must go home.” 
 
    “What’s the hurry?” he asked, gripping me closer to him. I melted into his embrace. “Thought we could order some breakfast.” 
 
    “I’m sorry. I cannot stay over. I have other obligations.” I didn’t want to tell him about the two kids and husband about ready to wake up, still 45 minutes away. 
 
    “Ok… ok… I’m good.” He let me go, rolling out of bed, helping me gather my clothes, picking up his phone. “I hired a driver for the weekend. I’ll ask him to take you home.” 
 
    “Thank you.” As I got dressed, he reached into his backpack, grabbed a piece of paper, scribbling something, pulled out a big wad of bills, gave me the whole stack. “Cole was right. You the best, babe.” 
 
    I took the stack, pushing it into my tote, went over to hug and kiss him again. “You were the best I have ever had as well, Braylor. And I have had some experience now. I have no idea how many orgasms I had tonight. You were spectacular.” 
 
    “Glad you had a fine time. Let’s do it again next time I’m in town.” 
 
    “I would like that.” At that moment, a text went off on his phone. The driver was here. 
 
    “Take the staff elevator to the lower level,” he told me. “There is a staff-only entrance down there I use to slip out from under the press. He will be waiting for you there.” 
 
    “Thank you. Do give me a call. I would love to do this again,” I said, then rushed out the door. 
 
    It was close to 5 in the morning by the time I walked in the door, trying to make as little noise as possible. Regrettably, Zane naturally rises early. I was peeling my clothes off, getting into bed, when I saw him staring at me as I laid next to him. 
 
    “Jesus, Bree! 5 o’clock?! What if one of the boys had been up early?” 
 
    “I’m sorry, love. I lost track of time.” 
 
    “I guess you did. Braylor give you what you needed?” 
 
    “Oh yes… and then some.” 
 
    He turned toward me suddenly, a look of disgust on his face searing into me, as he saw my breasts. He threw the blankets off, grabbed his robe, then stomped out of the bedroom. I knew I should follow him, we needed to discuss what had happened, but I could barely hold my head up, I was so exhausted. Moments later I was gone. 
 
    

  

 
   
    7 / Zane No Longer Sure 
 
    I awoke the next day to the sound of kids and Zane in the kitchen. Looked over, it was almost 10. I got up, reaching to put a robe around me, to go downstairs. The pain in my breasts shrieked as the robe material touched them. I rushed into the bathroom to look at my girls. Sweet Jesus! Red, raw, bruises already starting to form. Braylor had done what I asked, but at a terrible price. 
 
    The problem with having large breasts is that they press on whatever garment you are wearing. I could not find anything that wouldn’t hurt, so I left the robe around, trying to lean forward a little to keep the material from pressing so hard. 
 
    “Hey, Mommy,” our youngest said, as I walked into the kitchen. “Bobbie is coming over to play Minecraft. You want to watch?” 
 
    Just as I walked in, Zane gave me that same look of disgust, walking out of the kitchen to the home office at the back of the house. 
 
    “Sure, Baby. I’d like that. But first, Mommy must get a shower. What did you guys eat?” 
 
    “Cereal,” the other son said. “Dad didn’t want to fix anything. Said he was too tired. We always have pancakes on Sunday!” 
 
    “Let’s have them for lunch, ok? We can make it breakfast-for-lunch, what do you say?” 
 
    They both agreed. The oldest looked at me with a quizzical stare. I had to look totally exhausted… because I was. “How was work last night?” he asked. “You look really tired.” 
 
    “Lots of activity,” I told him. “I’ll probably go back to bed for a bit. Really exhausted.” 
 
    They both headed for the family room and their video games. I walked back to Zane’s office. 
 
    “What the fuck happened to your breasts?” was the first thing out of his mouth. “I knew you liked them to be roughed up, Bree, but Jesus…” 
 
    “He started playing with them, slapping them harder, pulling on the nipples. I went crazy. Had one of the hardest orgasms ever. It wasn’t until this morning I realized how hard he had abused them.” 
 
    “You’re going to have to cancel your appointments this week, you know. Those bruises will be here at least a week.” 
 
    I hadn’t even considered that. “Ok… I will.” I paused a bit, looking at him. He pretended to be looking at emails, but I could see him seething inside. 
 
    “Why are you mad, my love?” I asked, as I walked up to put my arms around his shoulders. 
 
    He forcibly pushed me away, turning toward me, genuine outrage painting his face. “What the fuck is going on? What’s next… staying over for weekends?” 
 
    “I’m sorry, Zane. I didn’t…” 
 
    He cut me off… “The agreement is you coming back so the kids do not know you were gone all night. Was there something about that you did not understand?” 
 
    “No… I understood perfectly.” 
 
    “Then you just didn’t give a shit about the rules… is that what you’re telling me?” 
 
    I bowed my head. He was right, but after 10 years, I knew when he was in a mood like this there was no arguing that would soothe. Just needed to let it burn out. 
 
    “I am going back to bed. When you are ready to talk to me, you let me know,” walking out, heading for the bedroom. 
 
    I was in the bed only moments before a fitful sleep took me. I woke a little past noon. Another buzz of activity could be heard in the kitchen. I got fully dressed this time, trying my thinnest bra to take the pressure off my nipples, under yoga pants and a loose tank top. What was I thinking, allowing him to abuse them so much?! 
 
    When I walked down, pancakes were cooking and the kids were arguing over something that had happened in Minecraft, who got which score, or something. I only got the tail end. 
 
    They both turned to see me, now dressed, and at least partially refreshed. I walked over to help, pulling syrup out of the pantry, dishes and silverware for the table. Soon we were sitting at the table just like the family of old. 
 
    Nevertheless, there was a chill in the air. The kids could not tell, they were still too young. But I could. Zane’s every eye roll and caustic glance etched into me. Had the time come to cancel all future play? Had my neglect finally caused him to make the decision? I dreaded my hearing those words from his lips. 
 
    Could I quit if he demanded it? I knew in my heart… the answer was no. Especially after last night. There is no way I can live without that pleasure again. 
 
    Surprisingly, we had no activities that Sunday. Soon, the boys were running down the street to play with friends and Zane was back in his office. 
 
    “Can we talk now?” I asked, as I leaned against the door. 
 
    “Truthfully, my love. Is there really anything to talk about?” 
 
    “It was a mistake, Zane. That’s all. I won’t let it happen again.” 
 
    “Sure, you will. Who are you kidding? Certainly not me. This has been coming a long time. You can barely contain yourself inside the 3 days. I keep wondering when you are going to ask for more.” 
 
    “I can only apologize so many times. I’m sorry, ok? It was just a mistake.” 
 
    “Now… here’s where you’re wrong, Bree. Not a mistake. You couldn’t pull yourself away. I got into your tote, as I always do, to get out the dirty clothes. Found this.” 
 
    I looked at the desk where he pointed. There was a stack of bills there, on top of which was a sliver of hotel stationary with a phone number written on it. 
 
    “I assume that’s his cell phone, though I haven’t called to find out. That’s $3200, if you’re interested. On top of the $1,000 he paid for you to come to the hotel. You must have really rocked his fucking world, love. And from the comments you keep getting on the website, I would say you rock a lot of worlds. You have found your calling, that’s for sure.” 
 
    I sat on the chair next to the desk. “Ok, what does that mean?” I was getting angry. Why don’t you just call me a whore, you jerk! I almost said it but held my tongue. 
 
    “We were always compatible, you and me. Had a great sex life, I thought…” 
 
    “Still do… judging by last Friday night,” I protested. 
 
    “Yes, we do. But it’s not enough for you any longer. You’ve moved to another level or something. You have indeed found your calling. The way you rocked old Fred’s world… have you read his review? Amazing. Now this, for Braylor Winston, for fuck’s sake… wow! Not even sure how to address that one.” 
 
    “You have known what I was doing at every stage…” 
 
    “Of course, I have, and in my own perverted way, really get off on it. I jacked off last night while re-watching the game, knowing you were with the guy that destroyed our chances at the playoffs. Mixed feelings on that cumming, I can tell you…” 
 
    I bowed my head, not sure what to say about this turn in the conversation. “What are you saying?” 
 
    “Not sure what I’m saying, because whatever it is, it wouldn’t work.” 
 
    Tears started to form in his eyes. The shame of what I had become washed through me. “I’m so sorry, Zane.” 
 
    “Bree… frankly… I’m not even sure what to do about it. I blame myself, mostly. It was my own Top 5 fantasies that got us here. But we are way past that now. Come on… you know as well as I do you could not stop. Especially knowing you have moved up-market to people like Braylor fucking Winston. Who’s next? How can me and the kids possibly compete against that?” He was pointing at the pile of money on his desk. 
 
    I pulled out my phone, getting onto the website. I sent cancellation notices to all the appointments this week and next, telling them I had a family emergency that had to be taken care of. Hopefully, we’ll be able to get together again after that. Will post up when I am available again. All money was automatically refunded. 
 
    “Ok… I canceled all appointments for the next two weeks. Maybe that will give us a chance to discuss this some more. For now, I’ll let you brood in here. Come and see me when you are ready to talk.” 
 
    “Bree… Don’t go. We need to talk. Truth is, I’m just not sure I can do this any longer… be second fiddle to all your other men. It’s gotta stop.” 
 
    My breath caught. The time I had worried about, when Zane would decide to cancel my free pass, had suddenly arrived. I gasped, running from the room and did not stop running until I had my purse, flying down the street in my car. I had no idea where I was going, but I could not stay there and have him watch me cry. I had come to a crossroads. Real choices had to be made. 
 
    

  

 
   
    8 / The Uncertain Future 
 
    I drove for several hours, stopping to grab a burger at a drive-through, ending up sitting at a state park, crying the afternoon away. How could I do this? Either stop or leave him? Neither was a welcome alternative. 
 
    Zane called me several times that afternoon, but I refused to pick up. Frankly, I did not know what to say to him. I loved that man, knew my life would be nothing without him and the boys. But how could I survive without the pleasure I had become so used to... like I had just received from Braylor Winston last night. Was this the end of my free pass? The crying just would not stop. 
 
    Finally, as if of its own accord, my car started up again and drove me to Derek’s house. I wasn’t sure if he was home late Sunday afternoon, but I needed someone to talk to that knew my situation. It was him or Cole, and I was too afraid with Cole that I would end up in bed with him. That guy just punched every button I thought about having. 
 
    [Brianna]: You home? 
 
    [Derek]: Yes. What’s up? 
 
    [Brianna]: I am outside your front door. Can I come in? 
 
    The front door opened, and his head poked out, seeing me sitting in the car. I got out, running to him, as he let me in the door. I was sobbing at this point, holding myself against his chest, my sorrow now unable to be contained. He just wrapped his arms around me, allowing the crying to find its own end. 
 
    By this time, Derek had become a close friend as well as a client. He was a divorced father of three. He had hired me four times already and had become somewhat of a mentor. He knew my family situation, even helped me with my craft. Along the way, he became a close adviser. We had lunch once a month, always at Alfredo’s, all without sex involved. Frequently, Cole would join our lunches. I knew he would be able to help me decide where I should go. 
 
    Once my crying had slowed, he took me into the kitchen, fixing a pot of coffee, Wyatt’s Special Roast, of course! I told him the story of Braylor Winston, coming home late, and how this was the last straw in a string of signs that my husband was not liking. 
 
    “Tough decisions ahead, little one,” he said, then grinned. “But did it have to be Winston? That sonuvabitch cost us the playoffs this year!” He was trying to get me to laugh, but I was too deep in for even the attempt. He paused a moment then finished. “The tough decisions are more for you, than Zane.” 
 
    “I don’t want to change anything!” 
 
    “What you want doesn’t matter… change is here. You need to address this with him or split up. Considering what you do for a living, the courts would never allow you to have custody either. Splitting from Zane means losing your kids as well.” 
 
    I started crying again, head buried in my hands. “How could I be this stupid?!” 
 
    “Stupid ain’t your problem, Brianna. Your lust is just out of control. Good to have some, but yours… no longer near the reality of your situation. I have seen you in action. You really get into it. So much, that everything else drops to no importance.” 
 
    He was stroking my back and hair, trying to sooth me. Then he picked my chin up, forcing me to look at him. 
 
    “Is that really the way you are? A total slut… out of control to your need? Like some kind of drug addict?” 
 
    “I sometimes wonder that myself…” then started crying again. My entire life was being ripped apart and I saw nothing but despair at every step. If I went back to Zane, I would never be able to play again. If I chose play, I would lose Zane and my kids. 
 
    He grabbed my chin another time, this time more forcefully, a stern look on his face. “Enough with the crying shit. Time to face the issue and pull yourself together.” 
 
    He flung my chin aside to get the finished coffee, coming back to the table, pot and cups in hand. His sudden forcefulness had snapped me out of the crying turn. I took the coffee, sipping as I looked up at him. 
 
    “I’m sorry, Derek. There just seems to be nothing but despair no matter which direction I turn.” 
 
    “That’s not even remotely true,” Derek said, his tone one of disbelief. “You have a husband who loves you… and who you love just as much. He is also… God bless him for this… one willing to give you freedoms like no other husband I could even imagine… two great kids, and a wonderful life. All you have to do is stay within the fucking boundaries he has set.” 
 
    “I know…” 
 
    “No, you apparently do not. Or you would obey those rules. I’m sorry if this is hard for you to hear, but I think a little tough love is in order right now.” 
 
    He was looking at me like my own father would have. “Is free cock so important that you have to have more and more... some is not enough? It’s got to be all of them! Would you really want to throw away your family for another cock or two a week? Really?!” 
 
    “When you put it like…” 
 
    “What other way is there?” he cut in. “You have choices to make. They’re hard ones… but clear. If you don’t want to be married any longer, and this is just a way to get out of the marriage, that’s one choice. If you do want to stay married, then stay… inside… the fucking… lines. Could your choices be any clearer?” 
 
    Looking up at him, I was caught by surprise at the strength of what he said. My dad was a little like this. I would come to him with a problem. Instead of listening to me and letting me work my way through, he would try to immediately solve it for me. I didn’t think Derek would be like this. Still, what he said was too true. 
 
    “I’m sorry, hon. I’m being too harsh on you,” Derek said. “I am reacting as much from my own situation as yours. You see, my wife had an affair five years ago. Why we ended up splitting.” I did not know that. I couldn’t imagine divorcing this wonderful man… and his wonderful cock. 
 
    “She swore it wasn’t serious, that she would never see him again. All was forgiven and then she did… several times. She should have just said so in the first place or kept her fucking word. Either choice would have been good. Instead, she poisoned our relationship forever by that deceitfulness. Now, I can’t even talk to her without feeling hatred. Our kids don’t deserve how terrible our family gatherings have become. Please don’t be that way. The choices seem pretty clear to me.” 
 
    “Now that I think about it,” he went on, “you have to consider time as well. What’s going to happen when you are too old to bring in the kind of guys you get now? You told me yourself you had only about 5 years’ worth of eligibility. Old prostitutes do not live in the style to which you have become accustomed, hon. Please think really hard before you choose the cocks over your family.” 
 
    And at that moment I knew he was right. It was like Cher slapping that kid in Moonlight, screaming ‘snap out of it!’ A clarity came over me that caught my breath. Giving up Zane and my boys was too much for a few extra cocks. I looked at him, tears forming again. 
 
    “Thank you, Derek. You really have helped me. I was just not willing to face what I always knew was the truth.” 
 
    And it was true. By giving me straight advice and making sure I understood what my choices were, he had helped me clarify my next step. “Time for me to go home and face the music,” I told him. 
 
    “What if he says no more playing?” he asked, sympathetically. 
 
    “If he doesn’t want me to play anymore, so be it… But if he allows me to play, then I will stay within the rules. You’re right, what other husband would allow me to do what I do already? I need to stop being greedy. My kids are too important for me to play roulette with them.” 
 
    I jumped up, heading for the door, then turned back to Derek, running over to give him a big hug. “You may have saved my life, my friend. I knew this would be the right place to come. And I don’t care what Zane says, I will never allow you to pay another time. You are too important to me… ok?” 
 
    “Sure…” he chuckled. “Now get home.” He was pushing me toward the door with a shushing motion. “Do whatever groveling is needed to get him to take you back. If he allows you to continue playing, then stay inside the lines. Enjoy the time you have. Ok?” 
 
    “I will…” as I dashed for the car. It was already 9:30. The kids must be in bed. Hopefully, that will give us a chance to talk. 
 
    I drove straight home to find lights in his home office window, but dark everywhere else. The kids must already be in bed. He had to hear the car pull up, so I let myself in, walking straight to his office. 
 
    He did not wait for me to speak, running over, wrapping me in his arms. “I am so sorry, Bree. Please forgive me. I was just mad. That’s no excuse, but…” 
 
    “Just shut up and sit down, before you say something you will regret later… isn’t that your line I hear all the time?” 
 
    He sat back at his desk. I pulled another chair around to sit facing him, taking his hands in mine. 
 
    “No, my love, it is I who should be apologizing. The rules of my outside play could not be clearer. I promised to obey them if you allowed me to do this and I broke that promise. For that, I am truly sorry, and I promise you now, on my own mother, that it will not happen again. No amount of outside pleasure is worth losing you and the boys.” 
 
    He looked at me with a quizzical look. “You would stop if I told you to?” 
 
    “I would not like it, but yes. I love you with all my soul, Zane Ramsey. I would never trade you for a strange cock. Never! I want us to grow old together.” 
 
    That look again, of complete surprise. “That seems awful firm, considering how much you like it… sorry, if I am a bit skeptical about complete stoppage.” 
 
    “I didn’t say I would like it, or that it wouldn’t be hard. Just that I would do it. Ok?” 
 
    “Look,” he said, “that’s what I wanted to apologize for. I know you really like it, and I don’t want you give it up. In my own weird way, I like it too. But I don’t want the kids to be caught either. They are too young to understand the choices we have made. The reality is terrible for us. Before you do stop, they won’t be too young. We must protect them at all costs. This must be our top priority! Understand?” 
 
    “Of course… and I further promise to you here that you will not regret trusting me like this. You will never regret it.” 
 
    We went upstairs and made love like we used to. No stories, no fantasies. Just the physical incarnation of the love we deeply share. I told him what I had done, and who I spoke to. He was surprised but understood. The guy really knew my situation in a way that no one else did. I told Zane that I would never charge him again. He just chuckled. ‘Should he be the next one I go to watch?’ he laughed… I would like that, I told him. Though, Derek and I spend so much time cuddling and kissing, I wasn’t sure he would be a good candidate for Zane… 
 
    My two week ‘breast’ break turned into four weeks. It was just what I needed. I broke the spell of all the pleasure and reattached to the boys. We kept the au pair for afternoon tutoring and activities, but otherwise, I was with them whenever they weren’t in school. 
 
    Toward the end of the third week, I posted to my website that I would be back in another week, was accepting appointments again. It did not take long to get my business up and running. I was back to three a week in no time. Derek was my first gig back. He fucked me so hard I thought I was going to die of too much cumming! He was becoming my favorite client! 
 
    Somewhere along the line, we started talking about Cole. He was a much more complex man than I expected. He did go into the Marines as an officer after graduating from college. State U, I asked? No Yale. Yale? Why is he running a bar, I had to ask? 
 
    His parents are quite wealthy, Derek told me. Dad runs a hedge fund. Mom a senior exec at an HMO, back in Connecticut. In the billionaire category. As to why he went into the Marines and rejected the lifestyle, Derek wouldn’t say. You’ll need to ask Cole, he said. He was quite insistent he would not violate Cole’s privacy for me. I told him I understood. 
 
    My escort schedule blew right through the holidays, into spring. I seldom even switched dates from our Tuesday/Thursday/Saturday routine, much less come in late. 
 
    The next time Braylor came to call, I chewed his ass out for getting me into a lot of trouble, being so late. He gave it to me just as hard, but I was home by 2 at the latest every time, and I told him he had to take it easy on my breasts. I loved what he did, but I had to take off a week afterward because of the bruising. That made him laugh. The next visit, he bought out my whole week so he could do what he wanted, and I could take the week off. My breasts hurt like hell afterwards, but I came and came. That guy is off-the-charts good. Though I wished he played for our team, not the other one! 
 
    

  

 
   
    9 / A New Claim on Me 
 
    Once I was back on the job, the money continued to roll in. With basic fees and tips, in only the first year, I had paid off one kid’s college fund and was deep into the second. More importantly, I became quite accustomed to eating at fine restaurants, visiting first class hotels, and wearing the finest clothes. No one wanted to pay $1,000 for an escort that shows up in torn jeans and t-shirts. I had an image to maintain! 
 
    And did I ever. Upscale department stores and clothiers from around the city knew me by name as I walked in with my business credit card. Even Jackie B’s, the escort clothing store, would call me when something appeared I might like. I was liking the lifestyle. 
 
    I went back to stressing a range of clients, across age and ‘vigor’ so I kept all my sexual and roleplay skills intact for the long haul. After a while, I had a stable of regular clients, an occasional unexpected one, and even picked up a couple on open days during my regular visits to Alfredo’s for my lunches with Derek and Cole. 
 
    Our lunches together, and the continued referrals he had sent my way, created the basis for a strong friendship that grew over time, especially after Derek helped me with my challenges last fall. They had become, in an odd way, my ‘partners in crime’. 
 
    I would frequently drop by Alfredo’s before or after a downtown gig, chatting with Cole if it were not too busy. Truth was, I wanted to bed Cole in the worst way. I wondered if I could get away with adding him to the ‘Derek/no pay’ plan. I sure wanted to. Regrettably, he always worked his bar on my allowed Tue/Thu/Sat schedule. We would have to work out another plan… 
 
    In early May of that year, a new client signed up that I had never met. As was my practice, I had him call me before the session, asking about preferences. He surprised me by saying he didn’t have any preferences, but had heard from friends how good I was, wanted to experience it himself. We made a Thursday appointment the following week. 
 
    At the designated time, I arrived at the Ambassador Hotel restaurant. The maître d’ led me back to the elevator. They had a special room for Mr. Heller. 
 
    He personally escorted me to the penthouse, where a restaurant table and chairs had been setup for the dinner. This wasn’t a room service portable table. No! An actual restaurant table had been brought up to the balcony of the penthouse suite. It was a gorgeous night with the sparkling cloudless sky only slightly drowned out by the city lights surrounding our 20th Floor location. We had waiters and candlelight, the works… this guy knew how to set a mood! 
 
    Over dinner, he introduced himself as Harrington Heller, from Massachusetts. He never mentioned any of this our first night, but I later learned he was the heir to the multi-billion-dollar Heller mutual fund dynasty, though not personally involved in the business. He took care of the family and company’s philanthropic efforts, he told me later. 
 
    For our session, he had flown into town on his private jet, and always stayed in the Penthouse at the Ambassador when he was in town. The staff all knew him by name. 
 
    I was mesmerized from the start. He was one of the handsomest men I had ever met in person. He reminded me, in some ways, of the lead actor in the latest round of Superman movies. He had a face made for the movies, with a prominent chin, brown hair always just the right length, blue eyes that were almost hypnotic in their intensity. He sported a 2-day beard, but even this was impeccably groomed. His body was a chiseled mass of muscle with almost no body fat and every piece of clothing carefully tailored just for him. 
 
    Surprisingly, he was only in his early 40s. We hit it off right from the start. And less you think this was some rich fop who was, as they say in Texas, ‘all hat and no cattle’, you would be mistaken. This guy fucked my brains out, giving Braylor Winston a run for the ‘best Brianna lay’ crown! 
 
    It was an amazing night. After we finished the meal, staff took the table and food away, we walked into the bedroom, and he made love to me for nearly four straight hours. His cock was a solid 8 inches at least and he had a command over it like no one else I had ever met… and the skill to use it! 
 
    Hard and fast, soft and slow, we did them all that night. He gave me everything I could take. Missionary, cowgirl, hands and knees, oral, anal, I could go on and on. 
 
    And the funny thing? He was much more focused on me, than I on him. Who was the paid escort, I often wondered, after my umpteenth orgasm? I came so often I was struggling to clear my head after each one! 
 
    Around 1 in the morning, he stopped abruptly. I was lying on the bed, breathing heavily from the latest orgasm which had scorched my very soul. He brought his cock close to my face, beating himself calmly, but firmly, and dropped whatever he had left that night all over my face. 
 
    I was breathless with the sexual pleasure of the evening, scooping his white cream into my mouth one finger full at a time, my eyes never leaving his. I was a sexually satisfied woman that night, for sure. His eyes captured me like no client before. 
 
    Then the real Harrington Heller began to emerge. I glanced over at the nightstand to see the time. “I have enjoyed our time together, Harrington, but I need to go now.” 
 
    He laughed, “Why? Wondering if Zane would be upset if you were late?” 
 
    I gasped. How did he know about my arrangement? The look on my face must have told the story. 
 
    “You should know, I am very security conscious,” he said. “I want to know about everyone I sleep with. There are important safety considerations for someone in my position.” 
 
    That might be true, I thought to myself, but for a paid escort? “Seems a bit much for a paid escort,” I scoffed. 
 
    “Not really. I need to be cautious in my position. I know a lot about you. I only came to you after reviewing your latest STD medical report, that I know you do every other week, and are religious about using condoms. That’s why I did not use any tonight. You are always safe with me. They were not needed. You are special to me, my dear.” 
 
    Another surprise. “In what way?” Worry now painting my face. 
 
    “I have been following your progress since you started last year. Heard rumors in the circles where I run that there was a new escort that was so much more than that. Decided to give you a try.” He laughed. “Now that I have done the research, I am happy to tell you the rumors were true. You may be the best lover I have ever had… and I have had a few!” 
 
    I appreciated the comments, but it was also creepy. 
 
    “You’ve been following me for a year because you heard I was a good lay…” I said, incredulously. “Kind of creepy… don’t you think?” 
 
    “I can see why you say that…” Harrington said. “But I come at the question from a unique perspective, perhaps. I see myself as a connoisseur of perfection. I seek it wherever it can be found. You, my dear, are the best. You are sensitive and thoughtful with your partner. You cum easily and repeatedly, something few women can do. Your breasts can only be described as utter perfection. They are a little tiny bit saggy now, because of your age. I can only imagine how great they were when you were 20. I would love to have seen that. And… as if all that is not enough, you have a lustful hunger for sensual pleasure that allows you to bring all these together into one slice of perfection in bed.” 
 
    I looked at him… is this guy serious? 
 
    “The one thing about you that intrigues me now is the untapped nature of your potential. You have yet to do so many things that I could show you… I look forward to discovering those with you.” 
 
    “Like what?” I was intrigued again, though still concerned about how he knows all this. 
 
    “We will need to talk about that later. For now, Mr. Ramsey has need of your arrival. If you don’t mind, I would like to drop the pretentious ‘Brianna’ and call you by your real name, when we are together alone. Would that be ok… Bree?” 
 
    I was still so shocked; I could only nod my head. 
 
    “I have asked my driver to bring the car around. He will take you straight home. Is it acceptable for me to see you again?” 
 
    It didn’t occur to me till later that he did not ask my home address. He knew it already. But the way this guy took it to me, I was more than happy to see him again. I nodded my head. 
 
    “Good,” he said. “I would like to book you all three nights for the next 6 weeks. Would you be able to clear your calendar for that period?” 
 
    This guy never ceases to surprise. “I will have to look. I am pretty fully booked with clients already scheduled.” 
 
    “I will triple your rate for the 6 weeks, making it worthwhile to postpone the other sessions.” 
 
    I just nodded my head. Triple the rate?! “Ok…” I said. “Why 6 weeks?” 
 
    “We should be able to cover some good ground in that time. We might want to continue after that, but I will have the money deposited to your website early tomorrow for that period. Do we have a deal?” 
 
    “Yes. I will send the postponement emails out tomorrow.” 
 
    “One other thing,” Harrington said. “I may not be willing to come to your fair city for every session. I would like the flexibility to send my plane to bring you to where I am. I know you have this hard limit at the end of the day, so I was wondering if Mr. Ramsey would have a willingness to let you go earlier? I was thinking a pickup around 9 each morning and then your return safely before the 2 AM deadline that evening. That would give us a long stretch to explore fresh territory. Would that work for you?” 
 
    “I will talk to Z… Mr. Ramsey to see what he says. I have no objections. Before I do that, though, let me make sure I understand. You are going to book all my available slots for the next six weeks. You will have exclusive rights to my services during that period?” 
 
    “Yes, except for Mr. Ramsey, of course. He has marital rights still, yes?” a smile forming on his lips. 
 
    “Yes, he does…” I grinned back. 
 
    “Understood. Though some hotwife/cuckold couples use denial of the husband to enhance his pleasure when they finally do make love. The husband is forbidden from ejaculation until the hotwife gives permission. You do not practice this with Mr. Ramsey?” 
 
    “Not really. He is only denied making love to me on my workdays. I frequently give him oral sex before I leave for the session.” 
 
    “Surprising. No denial on any days? That is quite rare in my experience. Some hotwives even employ chastity devices to prevent erections and ensure compliance. The hotwife will carry the key to his device so he cannot remove it himself. They make ankle bracelets specifically for this purpose.” 
 
    “No devices… did not know those even existed. I have tried denial on some days, he likes to be taunted and humiliated for some reason… seems to really get hard when I do that… the device wouldn’t hurt him when he gets hard?” 
 
    “I am told it is quite uncomfortable, though not painful for the cuckold. It is said they are quite pleasurable in other ways… the humiliation and denial adding to the cuckold’s experience. You might want to employ this technique during our sessions. I would be happy to supply a lockable device during our time together if you wish. I would prefer to have exclusive access to your body during our sessions.” 
 
    “I’ll have to think about that one. Mr. Ramsey is not your typical cuckold.” 
 
    “Understood. If not possible, then so be it. In any case, I can have a device messengered over on the same day you let me know. Pending his approval of your early departure on our play dates, of course.” 
 
    As I got up to dress, he sat on the edge of the bed, still naked, his glistening body covered with the sheen of the effort he had put into the evening. I was now quite excited about the prospect of 6 weeks with this man. He took it to me with such skill, I could only imagine what other untapped experiences he had in mind! 
 
    “While I am paying for all three days of your week, our sessions will only be on Tuesday and Thursday. I would not want to deprive your children of their mother on Saturdays.” Knows my children too? I physically shuddered suddenly. I wondered who I was getting into bed with. 
 
    A buzz came over his cell phone. The driver was ready. 
 
    

  

 
   
    10 / A True Cuckold? 
 
    By the time I got home, Zane was asleep, and I cuddled close to him. What a weird night it was. 
 
    The next morning, I asked Zane to stay a little later, wanting to talk to him about something. After the kids were off on the bus, I told him about my session with Harrington Heller. 
 
    “Harrington Heller? Of the Heller Funds family? Wow! And I thought Braylor Winston was moving you up-market. These folks ARE the up-market.” He sounded impressed. 
 
    “He has paid for my next six weeks exclusively. Wants me to experience new things.” 
 
    “What does he mean by that?” 
 
    “Not sure, but he had a stipulation. And here’s the scary part. He knows all about you, our arrangement, our real names.” 
 
    “Not all that surprising. My name is attached to the website. Anyone that checked would see me as the owner of the domain name. It wouldn’t take much digging to discover our attachment. Maybe he was just making some educated guesses.” 
 
    “Maybe… but he seemed awfully sure about his information. Even about our kids, the days we play, our deadline for me to come home. Says he even read my latest STD medical test. The whole thing got kind of creepy at the end.” 
 
    “You don’t have to do it, Bree. You have plenty of clients if you think he is being unreasonable.” 
 
    “Not unreasonable, just a little creepy. Makes me nervous knowing someone is checking up on me.” 
 
    “I guess… but a man in his position, with his wealth… You expect them to be more cautious. I have no problem with your going to him for the sessions if you want to…” 
 
    “He wants to do them on Tuesdays and Thursdays only. Is going to pay for Saturday as well, for exclusive rights during the period, but does not plan to use me on that day. Didn’t want to deprive my children of their mother for the entire day… see… weird?!” 
 
    “I see what you mean… again, you don’t have to do this, if you are uncomfortable.” I could tell, he was getting a little nervous now as well. 
 
    “There is one last stipulation that I need to discuss. He does not want to be required to come back here for every session. We will play on Tuesday and Thursday, but he knows we have a hard limit in the early morning. Wants to have your permission to pick me up after the kids go to school on those days. His private plane will take me to wherever he is. I will spend the day there, then he promises to have me back by the 2 AM deadline.” 
 
    “He told you to ask my permission?” 
 
    “Yes…,” I said. “See what I mean. He sure knows a lot about us.” 
 
    “Well, what do you think? Want to go?” 
 
    “He was an incredible lover. Sure, I’d like to, but I am not willing to violate any rules… want to make sure this is all done upfront.” 
 
    “I appreciate your sensitivity to the issue,” Zane said, “but I think this will be acceptable. Even if flight delays get you home a little after the 2 AM deadline. I will know what’s happening. You can text me with status and where you are in transit.” 
 
    “Ok… I hope we are making the right decision with this guy. Kind of giving me the creeps.” 
 
    “Then don’t do it! Don’t take any risks you shouldn’t…” 
 
    “It’ll be ok. He very publicly dated me at the Ambassador. If I suddenly disappeared while I was with him, questions might be asked.” 
 
    “I hope you enjoy your time with him. Running with a tony crowd now days. I hope you won’t be embarrassed to come back to our humble abode when you are done.” 
 
    He was teasing me… but not really. I could see it in his eyes. After Braylor, and the late arrival, we were living on a knife’s edge of acceptability for us both. I wanted to discuss the cuckold questions, but Zane had a scheduled meeting, had to run. 
 
    That Friday night, we made love so long and fierce that I knew he was thinking about Heller the whole time. I told him all about the session and about his prowess, actively employing the cuckold roleplay of teasing him about how much better Heller was than him, bigger, could last longer, the works. He ate it up. Came twice during our time, a rarity for him. 
 
    Saturday was one of my regulars, a nice man who likes for me to dress up like a nurse and give him exams. By the end of the night, he gives it to me good, so I do the roleplay as warm-up. Kind of fun actually… This time out, I was a little distracted. All I could think about was Harrington Heller and his plans for Tuesday. 
 
    It was Sunday before I had a chance to discuss being a cuckold with Zane. After the kids were in bed, I fixed us drinks, asked Zane to meet me in the family room. By this time, I had done a lot of research on denial. I thought Zane would really get off on it. 
 
    He had no idea what was coming, so I wore a very revealing nightgown with nothing underneath, and put our tablet next to me, with ads for chastity cages. Harrington had already sent me the one I had chosen, with an ankle bracelet to hold the key. It was in a box behind the sofa. I had even lined up some porn that showed guys with their cocks in one. 
 
    “Have you ever thought about becoming a true cuckold?” I asked, as he sat down next to me, gently rubbing my nipples through the nightgown. 
 
    “Not sure what that means. Aren’t I allowing you to have sex with other men? Doesn’t that make me a cuckold?” 
 
    “Yes, but there is a whole other side of it. I know you like the taunting when we make love. Have you thought about denial?” 
 
    “Denial?” 
 
    “You know… no cumming for periods of time while I am playing. We do a little bit of that already, when I won’t allow you to make love to me on the days I play outside, but I just as often give you a blowjob. Maybe we should not do that. Just allow the pressure to build. Supposed to make the orgasms very intense when the cuckold finally does. I could send you pics while I am playing… of what we are doing… that would really get you excited. But you are not allowed to cum.” 
 
    “No beating off or anything? I get so aroused when you are out…” 
 
    “That’s the point. We have such great sessions on Fridays… imagine what they would be like after waiting a few weeks!” 
 
    “Not sure I could stop myself.” 
 
    “And there is an answer for that. They make these cages that fit over your penis that prevents you from getting hard, or from relieving yourself.” I picked up the tablet to show him the online ad for the one I had chosen, a wire frame made of ultra-fine stainless steel. The spiral design allowed the penis to sit comfortably inside but was curved slightly and too short to allow a full erection. A solid ring fit around the scrotum, preventing it from being removed. There was a lock on that ring. It was made to be worn 24/7. He could shower in it and even sleep with it on. 
 
    “These are designed to be worn all the time. I would hold the key so you could not take it off.” 
 
    He stared at the picture like it would shock him if he touched it. 
 
    I switched the tablet to a porn website, and we watched a couple videos of cuckolds in cages. These were ones where the hotwife actively taunted the cuckold. You could see the cuck in pain as the erection pressed against the cage. 
 
    By the time the videos were over, Zane was hard as stone. I wasn’t about to waste a good erection, pulling his gym shorts down, my nightgown up, and straddling his lap facing him. I was sopping wet by this time, easily taking him inside me. 
 
    While I was pleasuring him by moving up and down, I started taunting him. “See, my cuckold, while I am getting pleasured by real men, with huge penises, yours would be in a cage where it belongs, pathetic and unused. You would not be allowed to cum until your hotwife approves, and I will have the key on a bracelet around my ankle. The bull will see the key and know you are caged, that he is the only one getting access to my pussy.” 
 
    Zane was panting now, the roleplay image I was painting infecting his every cell. Whatever mysterious cuckold gene that existed inside him was now coming into full flower. I knew I had him at that point, beginning to rock seriously on his cock. 
 
    “Such a pathetic little thing you have. Unable to satisfy your hotwife. It needs to be caged, unable to be used…” 
 
    I could not go on, my own arousal exploded with a monstrous orgasm as he grabbed my hips, pushing himself higher as he came with me. It was all I could do not to cry out with the burst of pleasure. Zane loudly grunted himself, as he sprayed my canal with his powerful release. 
 
    I collapsed on his chest, head on his shoulder. We were both panting so hard you would have thought we had just run a marathon. 
 
    “Oh, my love…,” I said, in between gasps for breath, “if denial created this kind of pleasure when we were just talking about it, imagine the release when I take that cage off after a few weeks!” 
 
    He pulled my head up to his, our lips finding such hunger for contact. “Have I ever told you how much I love you?” Zane said, then back to kissing again. 
 
    When we broke for some air, I told him I could hear it a few more times, then he went into one of our running jokes, that he picked up from an old Woody Allen movie we saw together when we first started dating. “Love is not a strong enough word,” he said, “I luuurve you… I loave you… I luff you, with two F’s!” 
 
    By this time, I was hugging him close, and we were laughing like we had just started dating. God, I loved this man… 
 
    I got off him, immediately dropping to my knees, licking all our combined juices off his cock and scrotum, then I reached down to my own crotch, taking the cream he had left behind, moving the excess to my mouth while our eyes were locked. I continued scooping until the dripping stopped. 
 
    “Well, my cuckold. What do you say? Want to try it?” 
 
    “Yes… I will do it.” 
 
    “I propose you stay in denial during the next six weeks with Heller. I will do everything I can to get you aroused during that time. Your cumming when it is over will be one for the record books! Oh god… this is getting me so excited, my love.” 
 
    I reached around the arm of the sofa, bringing out the cage in the box. Zane’s eyes went wide. It was one thing to discuss, another to see it right in front of you. I unwrapped it from the box, pulling out all the pieces. It came with several different ring sizes. Once we had the one that fit Zane, I fitted the ring firmly around his scrotum, pushed his shaft inside the cage, then locked the thing in place. 
 
    I attached the key to the ankle bracelet, then gave it to him, lifting my leg up so he could do the honors of attaching it to my leg. We then went up to take a shower. I scrubbed the new cage while we kissed under the flow of water, falling asleep later with my hand resting on the cage, as if it was my possession. 
 
    Little did I know that this was exactly what Heller had planned all along. And what damage this innocent start would do to my relationship with Zane. It felt like an erotic game at the time, but later proved to be a stainless-steel wedge between us as Heller put his plan in motion. 
 
    

  

 
   
    11 / Freedom from Choice 
 
    Late Monday, I received a text on my personal cell from an unknown number. 
 
    [Heller]: This is Harrington. A car will pick you up at your home tomorrow at 9. 
 
    [Bree]: How did you get this number? 
 
    [Heller]: Why keep asking useless questions? 
 
    [Heller]: My plane will bring you to my ranch in Michigan. Only 2-hour flight. 
 
    [Bree]: ok 
 
    [Heller]: Ranch wear. But something easily removable. You will not wear it much. 
 
    The next morning, at 9 sharp, a town car came to the house. The car drove me straight to the municipal airport where a Gulfstream was waiting for me. The flight was smooth and easy. The attendant offered me a beverage. I chose champagne, despite the hour, thought it might settle my nerves a little. 
 
    We landed at the airport in Michigan, though truthfully it could have been anywhere. It was an airstrip in the middle of a vast forest. I had no idea where we really were. A car pulled up to the jet. The logo of Heller Ranch on the side. 
 
    “Good morning, Ms. Ramsey. I will drive you to the lodge.” He did not seem surprised there were no bags. I only brought my tote with a change of clothes; in case it was needed. I had on blue jeans, a tight cashmere sweater, with no bra, of course, and a light jacket. I suspected Spring in Michigan could still be chilly, though it was quite warm today. 
 
    We went around a gorgeous lake, approaching a building. It wasn’t a mansion, at least not like any I had seen. More like a lodge at a national park with a massive staircase to the front porch, wooden beams across the building and a green roof like you see in Colorado. There did not seem to be anyone around, except for the driver and a lone figure standing on the front steps. It was Harrington. 
 
    “Thank you, Charles. That will be all for the day. I will take her back to the strip later this evening. Leave the car when you are done.” 
 
    “Very well, Mr. Heller. Have fun Miss.” 
 
    They walked up the steps. My sense of unease got stronger as we moved into the building. 
 
    “Where is everyone? A place this big has got to have people to maintain it.” 
 
    “I gave them the day off. We will be in various stages of undress during our time here. Would not want you embarrassed, would we?” 
 
    “You’re worried about MY embarrassment?” I giggled. 
 
    “No, not really. Take your clothes off now. You will no longer need them. I will expect you to stay nude most of the time we are together. Leave the shoes on. We may walk around outside.” Then he just waited there, in no hurry, with full of expectations that I would obey him. 
 
    I looked at him. This is all happening so quickly. Yet… there was something very erotic about it. His dominance… my need… the promise of pleasure. I looked around one last time, then pulled the sweater over my head and pulled my jeans off. I laid them on a hall table by the entrance. Only my sandals remained for coverage. I had yet to enter the house. 
 
    During all my time with Heller, I never wore clothing inside any of his houses. 
 
    “I have a series of sessions planned,” he began, as we walked toward the back of the house. He clearly had a destination in mind. We approached a room with a plaque across the door transom. 
 
    It read: “Freedom” in very ornate letters. 
 
    “What does the sign mean? Freedom?” 
 
    “Freedom from choice, of course.” He opened the door and we walked in. It was a large room with a four-poster bed, crosses, spanking benches, and all kinds of ropes, chains, and pulleys around the ceiling and walls. Plus, cabinets were laid across the side with large drawers, then racks of whips, canes, and floggers across one wall. A full-wall mirror on the other. 
 
    “This is a free-use room. Are you familiar with the concept?” 
 
    I shook my head no. “Free use?” My hesitancy at seeing all the BDSM equipment was plain. 
 
    “When we enter this room, you are giving me permission to do whatever I want with you. Your acceptance of this is implicit in your choosing to enter. You will obey my every command. Is that understood?” 
 
    “Hold on now. I was clear… up front… about not wanting any pain play. That was never part of our deal.” 
 
    “And I agreed. I will not strike you unless you ask me to. But bondage is used to enhance the pleasure. We will be using that. There will be a safeword, of course, in case you are uncomfortable. But understand this very clearly. If you use that safeword, all play will stop. And I mean ALL play. I will give you back your clothes; the plane will take you home, and our future plans together canceled. You will be able to keep the money as previously arranged, but our play together will be over.” 
 
    “What does free-use mean?” 
 
    “It means I can use you for my pleasure anyway I want. Every hole is available for me to do whatever I want with it. Sounds ominous when laid out that way, but it will be the same as we did in the suite at the Ambassador, for the most part. You did what I told you then.” 
 
    “Ok…” My uncertainty was still obvious. 
 
    “But I have other plans as well. We will experience that this afternoon.” 
 
    I must have been fidgeting in place because he put his hand on my naked shoulder, then turned my body to face him. 
 
    “You did not know the rules of the room when we entered. So, I will give you this one chance to leave with no commitment. There are many rooms in the house where we can play. This is the only free-use room. If you choose to stay, you will accept the terms. Do you?” 
 
    My sex was dripping with arousal. All this talk of new experiences and rough play, bondage even, had me quivering with desire. “I’ll stay. I am always willing to try new things.” 
 
    “Good. Now, let’s review. You have chosen to stay in the free-use room of your own accord. You accept the terms of this arrangement. Is that correct?” 
 
    “Yes.” 
 
    “Good. I noticed the key on your ankle. Does that mean Mr. Ramsey accepted the cage?” 
 
    “Yes.” 
 
    “For how long?” 
 
    “We are going to try it for the full six weeks.” 
 
    The look on his face should have been my second clue. It was one of pleasure, of his gotten me to do something for him. 
 
    “I think he will enjoy this play very much. I assume you made love to him before putting it on?” 
 
    I just nodded yes, wondering where this is going. 
 
    “Good. Get me your phone.” I walked out to my tote bag, bringing the phone back. He took it out of my hands. 
 
    “Go over to lean across the bed, legs on the floor. Spread your ass cheeks so Zane can see your arousal… I know it’s there. I can smell you.” 
 
    I was like a puppet, immediately obeying his commands. He took pics of me from various positions, while I exposed myself to him. Then he instructed me to remove all his clothes, get down on my knees and suck on him. 
 
    I did, the pleasure of seeing this fine instrument again driving my arousal even higher. I took it in my hand, felt the heft, the length, the huge head. This cock had given me so much pleasure last Thursday I could not wait to have it inside me. Once both hands were in place, I buried the monster down my throat, all the way to the base, then gave him a blow job that I had been perfecting with great care over the last year. He groaned at the treatment. God, I loved sucking cock! Especially with a handsome piece of work like Harrington’s. 
 
    While I did that, he took a stream of pictures, often asking me to look up at him so the camera would capture my eyes at various stages of in and out. 
 
    As soon as he was hard, he had me go back to the bed, on the side like I did for the first pics, ass over the edge, feet on the ground, and slammed himself into me. I was so aroused by that point; I almost came as soon as he entered. But in the back of my mind, I heard the camera continuing to flow, pic after pic. He took them as he entered, as he pulled back, fully in. 
 
    Then he pulled out, a grown of frustration coming out of my mouth. 
 
    “Don’t worry, little one. You’re going to have plenty of cock today. For now, we want to stoke Mr. Ramsey’s engine a little.” 
 
    [Heller on Bree’s phone]: This is Harrington. Will be sending pics during our sessions over next weeks. 
 
    He selected several that showed me in all the positions he had taken, then sent them to Zane. 
 
    [Zane]: Wow! Really giving it to her. 
 
    [Heller]: She will get a lot more today, this week. A lot more. 
 
    [Zane]: Tell her to have fun. 
 
    Again, that look on Harrington. I stared at him for a moment, trying to figure out what that meant. It was some form of triumph. He knew he had already won a game we did not even know we were playing. 
 
    Throughout the day, through all the incredible things we did, he would occasionally pull the phone out, take a few pics, sending them to Zane. I had no idea what this was doing to Zane, but at that moment, I didn’t care. When he was taking the pics, I was so full of pleasure, I barely knew he was taking the pics! 
 
    

  

 
   
    12 / Learning to Share 
 
    After the first time he took the pics, he dropped the phone on the bed and simply took it to me. He hammered me so hard and so often I was screaming with my release. And they never seemed to stop for the next… I don’t know how long it lasted. 
 
    Then he picked me up, flung me across the middle of the bed, crawled on top of me, and started again. The staying power of this guy was unbelievable. We changed positions a couple more times, on my knees again, lying on my stomach coming in from behind, but he still didn’t cum. He just let me have it! 
 
    When he finally did cum, with a grunt of his own pleasure, I looked back at him. He had barely broken a sweat. The guy was a machine. 
 
    “Let’s take a break, grab something to eat,” he said. “What do you say?” 
 
    I wasn’t sure what else I could do; I was so tired by this point. Thoughts of changing my workout routine pervaded my thinking, to focus more on aerobics. Up until then, I was more interested in shape, making sure my body looked good. If I’m going to spend more time with this guy, I thought to myself, I’m gonna need lung capacity and endurance. 
 
    He ordered me to raise my ass in the air as high as I could, keeping my face on the bed, spreading my legs. He came up to do a real close-up of the mess in my crotch. Sent it off to Zane. I really regretted that one. So far, I had done very few sessions without the use of condoms. Harrington did not plan to use them at all. Zane would not be happy about that. 
 
    I never heard answering pings after the first set. I guess he knew they would keep coming, didn’t need to reply to every pic. 
 
    Harrington threw me a washcloth, telling me to wipe myself off, then put a robe on and started out the door of the free-use room. I looked around for something to wear. 
 
    He just looked at me with surprise. “You don’t listen well do you. You don’t wear clothing in my house.” 
 
    I shivered at the control I was giving him. I could feel it seeping into me, the need to give him what he wanted in all things. But I did it. Walked right behind him, toward the kitchen. Some absent staff member had a meal for us on the kitchen cabinet. Meat, cheese, bread. Very healthy, very light. We sat their eating, me naked, him frequently staring at my breasts. They didn’t disappoint either. I think they were pointed and rigid the while time we ate. 
 
    The contrast of his controlling behavior in the free-use room and in every other part of the house could not have been greater. In the room, he was domineering, controlling, brooking no disobedience. But everywhere else, he was the consummate gentleman, asking my opinion, listening to what I had to say. 
 
    This contrast reinforced what happened in the room. At least, that’s how I rationalized it later. When we crossed that threshold, it was as if a switch would go off in my mind. 
 
    By late afternoon, we had gone through this cycle three times. Hard fuck session, then break, and return. I had come so often I was struggling to breathe after each release. It was like my body was starting to fight me, resisting another release. But I couldn’t help it. He would do me in such a way that I couldn’t stop. I came and came. 
 
    Around 6 in the evening, we took another break. This time we had drinks on the patio. It was a little nippy outside for being naked, but I had such a workout that I didn’t really mind. I was sweaty and warm. The cool felt great. 
 
    After a couple glasses of wine, he looked at me with a smile on his face. “I think it’s time for you to go to the next level, don’t you?” 
 
    “What do you mean?” I asked. 
 
    “You’ll see…” was all he said. 
 
    When we returned to the free-use room, there were two men standing there. One was a relatively large black man, though nowhere close to Braylor in size. The other looked Latino, about the same size. As soon as we crossed the threshold of the room, Harrington grabbed my arms, pinning them behind my back. Quite forcefully this time. I quivered in sudden fear. 
 
    “I think now it is time for you to earn your money, my little slut. Remove these men’s clothes, then get on your knees and suck them until they are hard. Share them while you suck. Then we are all going to fuck you at the same time.” 
 
    Oh my god! I wished Zane were here. This was one of his favorite fantasies. Just as I walked over to the men, Harrington reached over to the bed, picking up the phone. The stream of pics began again. 
 
    The pics had me removing their clothes, getting on my knees, sharing them together, taking them all the way to the base each time. He started sending short video clips of me burying them all the way down. 
 
    Once they were both hard, I turned toward Harrington. He was already hard. He got on the bed, lying flat on his back. “Saddle up, beautiful Bree. We’re gonna give you a ride.” 
 
    I didn’t hesitate. I so wanted this! Jumping on the bed, impaling myself on his shaft, I moaned deeply at the pleasure of his entry. The two men behind me chuckled at my reaction.  
 
    “Got a hot one this time, Harrington,” one of them said. “She gonna fuck us good.” 
 
    Before I could even enjoy the movement a few times, one guy dropped some lubricant on my rear opening, using his fingers to open me up, then pushed himself inside. I could feel them both touching through the thin membrane between. 
 
    Then Harrington pushed me up a little, the third man moved forward, pushing his cock in my mouth again. This was my first real three-way. At first, I tried to move with the group, but that proved impossible, so I let them move in and out of me, concentrating only on the pleasure. 
 
    I had never felt anything like this before. Every fiber of my being was on fire, with all holes sending pleasure waves to every other. When my first climax hit, I was flopping against the three men, pleasure exploding in me like a hurricane blasting the jersey shore. I couldn’t absorb it all, groaning around the cock in my mouth. 
 
    But they didn’t stop pumping into me, though they moved fast then slow to keep themselves from cumming. After the first release, the force of each that followed grew more intense. I was shaking at the pressure. The three men were not close to tender, fucking me with force and purpose. Bliss consumed me as I trembled between them! 
 
    Finally, the cock in my mouth pulled out as I screamed with the power of my latest. He started whipping his cock, blasting his cum all over my face. Then the one in my ass came, spraying my anal canal. Then Harrington. 
 
    I simply collapsed on his chest, drawing in deep breaths, trying to remember where I was. What an experience! Vanilla sex with one man would never be as attractive as this. I wanted to do this much more. 
 
    Once they came, the other men left immediately, leaving only Harrington in bed. As he softened, I rolled off him, cuddling close to his body, still trying to recover a semblance of reality. My mind was still spinning with the constant cumming. 
 
    “How do you like the next level, my beauty?” Harrington asked. 
 
    I could barely respond. “I can’t believe I have never tried that before. I loved it… so much!” 
 
    “Indeed, I told you it would be fun. In this room, you always do what I say, and I will reward you with more and more pleasure.” 
 
    I could only shake my head as Harrington reached over for the camera to capture my face, still drenched in cum. He reached for a washcloth on the side, washing the cum off my face. 
 
    “That will be a good send to finish the day. You need to get back in the air, my dear. Time to go home.” He showed me the clock on my phone. It was well past 11. 
 
    I was a little wobbly getting off of the bed, my legs cramped from being in the same position for so long, but my mind was simply alive! I was excited about this new discovery. 
 
    As we walked to the front door, Harrington now fully dressed, my clothes still out on the front porch, I asked, “Are we going to do more group play?” Should I make my wishes so clear? 
 
    “Nearly every day my friend. I have a full roster of play for you. Have you ever tried a BigPlay session?” 
 
    “Heard of it… Aphrodisiac for the woman, right? There are some clubs around town that specialize in it.” 
 
    “Yes. On Thursday, I have arranged for you to discover what that means. You will have a pill and then five guys will be on you constantly for over 2 hours. I do not know, for sure, since I am not a woman, but they say the orgasms are off every known scale. Would you like that?” 
 
    I leaned in to hug him, “Yes, please. If it is like today, I want to do it as often as possible.” 
 
    He just chuckled. “I think we can arrange that.” 
 
    The Heller Lodge SUV was parked at the bottom of the steps. Harrington allowed me to get dressed, then rushed me to the plane. It was already warming up when I arrived. 
 
    As he walked me to the plane, he told me about the future. “Each day for the remaining sessions, we will add new experiences to your repertoire. I think you are going to like many of them. Just stay open minded about the possibilities.” 
 
    “I will,” I promised as I ran up the ladder to the cabin. We were off the ground moments later. 
 
    

  

 
   
    13 / Zane vs Harrington 
 
    I was so exhausted after the day that I was asleep as soon as we were in the air. This was NOT a smart idea, because when I arrived back home, everyone was asleep, and I was now wide awake. The day had been beyond anything I could have imagined. Over 12 straight hours of sexual pleasure with promises of many more to come. 
 
    On the way back, I looked at all the pics Harrington had sent to Zane. I cringed at the thought of what happened inside his poor cage when he saw them. He was either going to be very unhappy, demanding I take this damn thing off him. Or groveling at my feet because he had the best cuckold experience ever! I had no idea which it would be. 
 
    Though, as the town car wound its way to our house at 1:45 AM, I began to worry about where this was all going to end up. More days like this, I knew I would struggle to stop. I had already had trouble when it was only one guy at a time. If we were going to do group play every session, all day twice a week, for the next 6 weeks, I was going to be beyond recovery. Could I ever stop after that? 
 
    The car pulled into our driveway. I thanked the guy then ran up the steps. The house was dark, as expected. Even Zane was in bed. He could not stay up late every time I played. 
 
    When I cuddled next to him in bed, he rolled over to me, still in his sleep, putting his arms around me. The coolness of the cage brushed my thigh. I lifted the blanket up to look at him. He did not seem red or raw. 
 
    It did not take long for me to fall back asleep, but the comfort of feeling Zane next to me was all I wanted. We slept tangled together the rest of the night. 
 
    The next day, Zane took the day off. We talked the entire day, about how we each experienced the day, me in play and him in a cage. 
 
    Surprisingly, he did not mind it. Got hard and uncomfortable when the first pics started arriving, but after that, his body seemed to adjust. He would get excited with each pic or video, but his penis would not try to become fully erect. The excitement became more mental, than physical. He was going deeper into his cuckold fantasy, weaving images of my pleasure in his mind, but this time, without the usual masturbation release. The desire kept building. 
 
    I tried to explain to him about the play, what I had done, how I felt, but I could tell, he couldn’t really identify. 
 
    Being a woman in a group setting is a fundamentally different experience than for men. Each penis is INSIDE your body at the same time. One story I read claimed men deliver, women receive. The woman claimed that the multiple cocks tipped her into full receive mode, that nothing mattered except the cocks inside her. 
 
    That is exactly what I was feeling, I tried to explain to Zane. Every other thing in my life was pushed away. My mind was consumed by the cocks and the pleasure. 
 
    The hard part this time around was the cage. Not that he found it uncomfortable or unpleasant. The denial turned out to be quite erotic for him. The difference was with me. 
 
    In the past, every time I would have an outside session, I would come home to reconnect with Zane. Whether through making love, a blow job or even his shaving me, he would somehow reassert his ‘ownership’ of me. Now, with the cage, that reconnection was no longer possible. I could cuddle with him, and he still shaved me, to get me ready, but the real hard, physical connection was no longer there. 
 
    At first that wasn’t a problem, but as the intensity of the Heller sessions increased without a corresponding reconnect with Zane at the other end, I gradually felt my ‘ownership’ transferring from Zane to Harrington. There was nothing overt that triggered the move, nothing I noticed right away, but by the fourth or fifth session, I belonged to Harrington. I would do anything he asked. 
 
    These first conversations didn’t include any of that, of course. Zane was having no trouble with my continuing the sessions, or of his wearing the cage. It was just another journey in his cuckold fantasy. 
 
    Late Wednesday afternoon, I received a text from Harrington, to bring a nice dress on Thursday. He planned to take me to dinner after the BigPlay session. He had been told the woman gets ravishingly hungry afterward. I went with a classic Little Black Dress, short but not too much. I wasn’t sure where we would go, so didn’t want to be in full slut-mode for dinner. 
 
    The more I look back on the experience with Harrington, I realize it was at that dinner where the damage began to seep into my relationship with Zane. And in retrospect, it was by design. Harrington knew the cage would create the physical breach, that our continued sessions would widen the gap, and the growing personal relationship would complete the transition. Regrettably, we had a long way to go before the damage was so severe… 
 
    The one hard question that still puzzles me, to this day, is why? Why did he need to break us? He worked so hard to create the breach. Why did he feel it was necessary? How did I come to his attention? What caused him to put this whole plan together and spend so much, not just money, he had more of that than he needed, but the effort? Why bother? 
 
    

  

 
   
    14 / The BigPlay Rewire 
 
    Thursday morning, I was back in the plane, heading for Michigan again, at least that’s what the pilot told me. When I arrived, it was a repeat of the first day. But this time, Harrington was not as focused on sending the pics. He knew that Zane’s imagination would do more damage than the actual proof. 
 
    Already, the change in me was taking hold. By the time I was naked, in the free-use room, being plundered by Harrington, I was completely there in that space. Kids and husband were not even close to my thoughts. I had become a slut for his cock and the pleasure he could bring. 
 
    After the initial solo session, this time extended into late morning, we took a long break, spending time on the patio overlooking the beautiful lake on the property. Harrington said the lake had 7,000 acres of surface water and was brimming with freshwater fish. The property had been owned by the family for 70 years. 
 
    He had done an easy morning because, after lunch, we were going to do a BigPlay session. On the table next to my food was a small box with the BigPlay logo on top. Harrington had arranged for 5 men to take me in the free-use room. I was to take the pill one hour before the session was to begin. 
 
    He had told me about wanting to do this during our Tuesday marathon, so Wednesday evening I did some research on BigPlay. The new compound had been developed by BigLabs Pharmaceutical, originally as a new anti-depressant. Along the way, the team leads, Ryan Smithers and Sophia Rizzo, had discovered that one variation of the new compound made the female rats in the experimental groups crazy for sex. They tried it on human females and the world’s first true female aphrodisiac was born, now one of the biggest selling drugs in BigLabs history. 
 
    The challenge for BigPlay is that it works SO well, that one man could not satisfy the need. The woman taking the pill would want so much cock that one man simply did not have the stamina to provide the physical satisfaction her body would demand under the drug. Once taken, the female has only one thing on her mind - penetration, and lots of it. 
 
    This gave rise to BigPlay clubs around the world, where women would sign up, take the pill, then typically five men would go at them. 
 
    Five appeared to be the magic number because three cocks would be in use all the time. The female would demand one in every opening for, on average, two hours after taking the pill. When one man came, he would drop out and the spare take his place. When the first guy recovered, another would be ready. Five could repeat this until the woman collapsed of exhaustion. Any less, there was a risk the woman would still need more when all the men had shot their last. 
 
    That was the one downside of BigPlay, apparently. It created such a powerful need in the woman that if she ran out of cock before the drug wore off, the intensity of the need had been described by such women as nothing short of torture. They would scream in agony as the need pressured them. Every BigPlay club room was equipped with dildos to help women if something like that should happen. 
 
    That’s why I never pursued it before. I did not want to go to a public club to play and had never had five guys at once to make it worthwhile. 
 
    I discovered there was a recognizable four-step process in how it impacts the woman, once she takes the pill. 
 
    At the 45-minute mark, the woman’s eyes start to dilate, as every part of their system begins to align for one purpose: stimulation of the sexual organs. The clit would start to swell and throb, drawing attention to itself. 
 
    At the 50-minute mark, their bodies would start exuding a soft pheromone that would attract the attention of every man in the area. I am available, that smell would tell everyone around them. 
 
    At 55 minutes, and this has been almost to the minute for every woman in published reports, the look on the woman’s face would change. The smiling and laughing after having a couple drinks, would transform to become the vixen huntress. Every man that sees it instinctively knows what just happened. Most are drawn to the woman like moths to a flame. 
 
    By 60 minutes, the woman is almost powerless to stop the need. She needs penetration RIGHT NOW! If guys could not be identified by that time... well... there would be a serious problem. 
 
    “Are you ready for the next level again?” Harrington asked me. “BigPlay will give you an experience like no other.” 
 
    It didn’t take much thought, after the threesome on Tuesday. I was very ready. 
 
    He pointed to the box, telling me to take it when I was ready. The guys will be here in 45 minutes. Play will begin in one hour. I reached over, took the pill with a glass of water, then we went for a walk. It was a little cool for me to be walking naked around the grounds, but it was beautiful. 
 
    Harrington would frequently pull me in to hug or kiss. We had only been together for a week at this point, but the physical connection was undeniable. I would melt into his arms every time he touched me. After the intensity of that morning, I couldn’t help myself. 
 
    Around 45 minutes later, I started to feel an extraordinarily strong attraction to him. When we were not walking along holding hands, or arm-in-arm, I began to rub against him, caressing his chest with my hands, or stroking his shaft through his pants. I couldn’t help myself. You know it’s the drug causing the reaction, but it does not matter. You feel the need just as strong, no matter the cause. 
 
    He laughed, saying we better get in before I start humping the trees! Truth be told, I was about ready. 
 
    We were running a little late. We didn’t get back into the free-use room until the 55-minute mark. By that time, I had a thirst for cock. I had felt fervent desire in my life, had always been a sexual woman, but this was the same feeling plugged into an amplifier. Harrington had called ahead, telling the men to undress and prep themselves a little, that I was going to need things to happen very quickly. 
 
    Once we crossed the free-use threshold, I launched myself at the first of the five naked men standing in the room, desperate to have something hard inside me. My mouth flew to his cock, a groan of deep satisfaction rising from my chest. The men then surrounded me, and I was alternating between each one until they were all hard. 
 
    Harrington was only watching this session. He planned to go back to his photographer role. Then I was on the bed, a cock in each opening, and one in each hand. Nothing had ever prepared me for the BigPlay need, and the pleasure that comes having that need satisfied… My body was simply on fire. Each plunge of a cock inside me, no matter which hole, was like an electric shock of pleasure driven into the heart of me. 
 
    I gripped every opening to increase the stimulation. One guy couldn’t take it anymore, blasting into me after only a few minutes. Thankfully, there was another waiting in line. For over two hours, I could not get enough, cumming repeatedly with orgasms that shook me to the core, satisfying a primal need that BigPlay had created. The thirst for release was insatiable. 
 
    As we approached the third hour, though, physical exhaustion set in and, even with five, the men started to flag. They began to drop off one by one, until I dropped on the bed a used-up wreck. Like the previous session on Tuesday, when each man was done, they left the room. 
 
    At the end, only Harrington remained. I was panting with the last vestiges of lust that remained when he laid me on my stomach and entered my sex on top of me, from behind. This Harrington was tender and loving, in contrast to the strong and hard of the session and his treatment of me this morning. I responded immediately, moaning at the desire that had been opened. 
 
    I was almost blind with the need. “Oh god… you can make love to me anytime you want... I love you inside me… give myself to you.” The climax that came exploded in me. Not with the wild pleasure of the session, but with a soft firmness, like he was supposed to be there, that I was supposed to be in his bed, feeling this pleasure with him. The change in ownership had already begun. 
 
    After he came, we took a shower, caressing each other, feeling the glow of being together. My attraction to him, already heady from our previous sessions, began to bloom into something more. 
 
    I changed into the black dress and his jet whisked us off to Chicago for an exclusive candlelight dinner overlooking Lake Michigan. The food was fantastic, the company warm and friendly. I could feel it in my bones. I was falling in love with this man. 
 
    He rode with me on the jet back home, with the car dropping me in front of the house at almost exactly 2 AM. By this time, the guilt was consuming me. This was long past hotwifing now. And I knew it. Yes, there was lust and sex, but now, real feelings were emerging. I could feel it… growing unwanted. 
 
    I wrapped my arms around my husband as I got into bed, holding him tight, trying to wish away feelings that were happening in my heart. But it was hopeless. I had to go back to Harrington, back to the pleasure. My mind was full of him, of what came when he was around. What was I going to do? 
 
    

  

 
   
    15 / Forced Choices 
 
    Zane could sense it almost immediately. There was a coldness to me that I could not control, like I was suddenly uncomfortable with my own husband of 11 years. My betrayal of him was just beginning, but I could already feel the impact growing. 
 
    During the day, when we were alone, he would ask me how the sessions were going. I told him about BigPlay and how intense it was… but I did not tell him about the candlelight dinner in Chicago, the trip home where we spent the whole flight kissing and cuddling, making quiet love one last time before we landed… just like two lovers. 
 
    That had to be the source of my coldness. I knew my heart was in danger of being won over by another man. I was already on my way there. I could think of nothing but the next five weeks. At the pace I am going now, I would never be able to leave Harrington at the end. This knowledge ate into me. 
 
    Zane would hold me, or try to kiss, and I would allow it, but the response was cold, short. He did not know how to respond. Was this just part of the whole denial thing? Withholding my affections at the same time? He did not respond or ask me what was going on. 
 
    We drifted further apart over the next two days. He had a business trip that Monday night. My last night before returning to Harrington, I slept alone. After the kids were in bed, I texted Harrington from my work phone, so they wouldn’t show up if he sent more pics to Zane from mine. 
 
    [Bree]: Looking forward to seeing you again tomorrow. 
 
    [Harrington]: You will love what I have planned for this week. 
 
    [Bree]: Thank you for doing this. Giving me so much pleasure. 
 
    [Harrington]: Totally selfish on my part, I assure you. You have changed my attitude about love. 
 
    [Bree]: What do you mean? 
 
    [Harrington]: When I saw the picture of you, I knew we would connect. 
 
    [Bree]: Me too. 
 
    And that was it. What picture? I put the phone down, starting to cry again. Glad I was in the family room, away from the boys. The last thing I wanted to do now is explain to the boys why their mother is crying over another man. But I couldn’t stop. Everything I ever thought I was… the roots of my life, as wife, mother, daughter, lover… had been yanked out of the ground and shaken severely. Would those roots ever be able to survive after this? 
 
    In my heart, I knew they wouldn’t. My longing for the flight tomorrow was so strong I was quivering. I was glad Zane was gone that night. I was feeling the pull like an addict. I wanted more. And this after only two sessions. What was going to happen after 6 or even 12? 
 
    Over the next four weeks, I fell further under Harrington’s spell. I would do anything he asked, without hesitation. The pleasure and love he gave in return pulled me in tighter, the grip battering all resistance. 
 
    I even let him tie me into a full standing X-position and paddle me, nipple clamps attached in the front. The sensations overwhelmed me at times, especially when a strike was so strong it shook the clamps. But when he was done with the striking, he came up behind, taking me hard with his rigid cock, while still bound in the X. Just before the orgasm took me, he released the nipple clamps. Pain surged through my chest, straight to my sex. The resulting orgasm scorched my mind, my body flopping back against him. I had been launched with the fireworks of pain, then had the sensations of pleasure explode inside me. The combination surged with wild, uncontrolled pleasure… I was screaming out loud at the power of the release! 
 
    But every day, we either did a threesome with Harrington participating, or a BigPlay session with five different men each time. All these strong orgasms, day after day, began to string into each other, like there was one continuous release. Yet, I wanted more. 
 
    In between the group play, we would make love repeatedly, take long walks around the property, me always naked of course, and get closer. Every Thursday night, he would fly us to a romantic spot, a restaurant overlooking Boulder, a Mexican place in Taos, barbecue in Kansas City. I stopped roleplay and became his girlfriend. 
 
    We cuddled together wherever we ate. He introduced me to friends he would meet. He always flew back home with me now. We would make love all the way there. His smell was all over me every time I walked in the door and into bed with Zane. 
 
    Zane and I would miss each other on the days with Harrington, though the weekends were becoming truly unpleasant. The coldness had spread to Zane as well. We slept together still, though seldom touching and on the opposite sides, turned away. He no longer asked me about the sessions. 
 
    After the third week with Harrington, Zane asked me to go to dinner on the weekend. The strain was almost unbearable. It was all we could do to maintain a civil tone, much less have a conversation. Zane took no time for pleasantries. We had just started eating the food when he asked me a very loaded question. 
 
    “Are we going to survive the full six weeks?” 
 
    How could I explain to him the guilt that was consuming me, but the feeling of powerlessness I felt whenever I was with Harrington. I had become his in every sense of that word, knew it in my very bones. Explaining that to Zane was another matter. 
 
    “What do you mean?” I answered, as if I didn’t know. 
 
    “This thing with Heller is getting out of hand, my love. You are mentally gone every day you go to him and are barely with me when you’re not.” 
 
    “He is a very strong personality,” I told him. “I can’t explain it exactly, but I feel captured by him somehow. When I walk in the door of his houses, I am required to take all my clothes off immediately and from that point forward I am his… I don’t know the right word… slave… submissive… This is why it’s so hard to explain. It’s like I am powerless to stop him. I MUST obey.” 
 
    “What the fuck?” 
 
    “I’m sorry, Zane, I know this is upsetting, but he is not like anyone I have ever encountered before. So strong… so dominating. Yet, a gentleman. Outside the free-use room, he couldn’t be nicer, even romantic” 
 
    “The what room?” 
 
    “Free-use. That’s the term he uses for one room in his house that is designated for sexual play. Before I could go in, I had to swear I would do whatever he told me to do in that room. He has a free-use room in every one of his homes. We are in that room all day when I am with him.” 
 
    The new worried look on his face unsettled me. I was so used to being nude and told what to do around Harrington, it did not occur to me that this was odd in anyway. 
 
    “So, you have adopted a dominant/submissive relationship?” 
 
    “I never thought of it that way, but I guess we have. He has only tied me in the X-position once. That was the only pain play he has attempted.” 
 
    “BDSM is about power-exchange, not always about pain. He has become your dominant and you his submissive, that’s what it sounds like to me, if you do everything he tells you. My guess is you would do pain play in the free-use room if he told you to, allow him to whip and hurt you, wouldn’t you?” 
 
    My face turned beet red suddenly as the realization struck me. I would. I could not even imagine saying no to Harrington in that room. Worse, I couldn’t imagine saying no to him anywhere. Whatever is going on between the two of us, I had surrendered my free will to him. 
 
    I did not answer Zane, just nodded yes, watching as he shuddered next to me in the restaurant. I didn’t understand what was going on, but he seemed to. 
 
    “You don’t belong to me anymore, do you?” he asked. 
 
    I began to shake, but knew the truth, shaking my head no. 
 
    “Jesus…” Zane said. “If I told you not to go on Tuesday, would you stay home? Choose me over him?” 
 
    “No… I’m so sorry, Zane. I must go to him.” 
 
    He signaled to the waiter to get our check, even though we were not close to finishing the meal.  
 
    “He’s a smart motherfucker, I’ll give him that. I see now why he insisted on the cage, used my cuckold fantasy against me. He needed a separation so you could not reconnect to me on the weekends.” 
 
    “I will give you the key right now…” 
 
    “Too late. You already belong to him. Would it make any difference if we made love? You would still go to him next week…” 
 
    I knew it was true. 
 
    That weekend, we stopped sleeping together. He moved into the guest bedroom, only sleeping in our room on rare occasions. 
 
    The fourth week was the most intense so far. Like Harrington knew it was critical that he really take it to me. The BigPlay session had 5 very large men that simply destroyed my free will. I came so hard and so often I would do anything to continue playing. 
 
    He took me tied to the bed, bound over a spanking bench after he used his hand to spank me till I was screaming in agony. But the climax when he entered me on that bench was so strong, I was screaming with the power that shook me, wild pleasure scorching me until I couldn’t breathe. I was powerless against him. Yet, Harrington continued the stream of photos and videos to Zane. 
 
    Coming home became harder and harder as the lonely bed and cold relations worsened. Finally, I asked Harrington to stop sending pics on our way home that Tuesday night. 
 
    Harrington laughed at me. “This is what your husband wants, to see the pics, to know you are being ravaged. Why else would he still have the cage on? Look at you… you want him to know. You love being his slut.” 
 
    He walked up to me, pulling me into his arms. “But you’re not his anymore, my love, are you?” 
 
    I buried my head in his chest, arms holding him tight, shaking my head no. It was finally time to admit it to myself. 
 
    “And he knows that,” Harrington scoffed, secure in his upper hand. 
 
    “What are we going to do?” I asked. 
 
    “We’re going to Amsterdam.” 
 
    “Amsterdam? We can’t get there and back by 2!” 
 
    “We are going anyway. I have a party planned Friday night. You are to be the star attraction. We will not do the Thursday session but switch to Friday. Hope that is acceptable for Zane. You will be busy, I assure you.” 
 
    “How long will we be there?” 
 
    “The entire weekend, of course…” 
 
    I gasped. This was the moment. I didn’t even know how to bring it up with Zane. 
 
    “The weekend…” I said weakly “This would mean the end of my marriage, you know that.” 
 
    “It’s time…” he scoffed, “that cuckold has been useful. He’s now excess baggage. Time to move on.” 
 
    I looked at him in total shock. “What the fuck does that mean?” 
 
    “Come now, Bree, surely you know we are beyond him now. You and I are a perfect match. I have known it from the start. His accepting the cage was the final sign I was right. Time for us to take our place together.” 
 
    “That is my husband you are talking about. I have loved him for a long time. He deserves to be treated with more respect.” 
 
    “The hotwife comes to defend the cuck… how sweet… Bree, you are being ridiculous. You know what this is. YOU are the Master. He has been your cuckold from the start, doing whatever you wanted. Now it is time to take this to the next logical step. You should have control of your own time. Why does he get to choose? He is the cuckold. YOU need to set limits on who is making the choices. This is the way he is. He thrives on the denial and humiliation. It is your duty as his wife to give it to him.” 
 
    Was he right? Would Zane want this next step? He took to the cage so quickly… Could I do that? Just say to him, ‘fuck off, I’m heading for Amsterdam, tough shit…’ 
 
    I was quivering with the gamble this was for our relationship. I knew I wanted to be with Harrington, but to take a gamble like that, to humiliate a person, despite my changing needs, who I still loved and respected, the father of my children. 
 
    “You’re not leaving him, you silly girl.” Harrington was laughing as the sorrow took control of my face. “You’re helping him. He WANTS this, for you to deny and control him. You tell me it is roleplay when you taunt and humiliate him, but he quivers with desire when you do it. I have never met the guy, but I know this is what’s happening from your stories. He wants to be controlled.” 
 
    Just as this came out, we were landing at our final stop together. “I will need to think about this. Strong step. I need more time.” 
 
    “You will be on the plane to Amsterdam Friday at 9 AM. If you are not on the plane, we are through. I cannot have a lover that has split loyalties. You are either with me, or with him. It cannot be both. And I cannot tolerate sharing you with him any longer. Amsterdam… you will need to choose by then.” 
 
    I got into the town car; my heart filled with the dread of that conversation. Despite my now strong feelings for Harrington, I wasn’t sure I could leave Zane, ever. I had been with him so long now, that I could not imagine a life without him in it. With or without Harrington… 
 
    

  

 
   
    16 / The Experiment 
 
    That weekend, Zane and I hit rock bottom, as if sleeping in separate rooms wasn’t bad enough. We were arguing constantly over every little nothing, something we had never done. The kids were looking at us like aliens had captured their parents. 
 
    Here’s why I made the decision to go with Harrington, at least this is how I rationalized my behavior at the time. Despite all this tension, Zane never once asked me to remove the cage. He seemed content with his position. He might not like my emotional involvement with Harrington, but the sex was driving him crazy. 
 
    More importantly, each night that weekend, he came back to our bed… despite the constant bickering during the day… and we started touching each other, he would move his cage toward me. I would take it in my hand, feeling his shaft and balls through the cage. He would gasp whenever my skin would touch his. I kissed him deeply, while caressing the cage. He wanted this, was now fully immersed in the cuckold denial. 
 
    On that Monday night, I told him about the Amsterdam trip, that I was leaving on Friday and not returning until Monday morning. Harrington was taking me to a party. 
 
    Zane was trembling in front of me. “What are you going to do there?” 
 
    “I am to be the special guest at a party he is having for me.” 
 
    “What kind of party?” 
 
    “He hasn’t told me.” 
 
    “How many men will you have sex with?” 
 
    “As many as he tells me, not sure…” I knew it was true. In the back of my mind, being a guest at one of Harrington’s parties could only mean I was to be the party favor for the weekend. Any cock, any man, any time they wanted. My pussy itched at the desire for this. 
 
    Zane’s cock was pressing against the cage. I could see his discomfort. But the flush in his face told me the arousal was still in control. The cock pressed against the wires, bulging in spots. My god, Harrington was right… 
 
    I looked at him. “Want me to take you out of the cage? You are looking pretty uncomfortable, my love.” 
 
    “No… No…” he said, sharply. “Please leave it on…” 
 
    “All the cuckold roleplay was not really roleplay at all, was it? You are really getting off on this, aren’t you?” 
 
    He breathed heavily, emotions etching his speech. “Yes… I’m sorry I’m such a pervert. It’s all I can think about. What you are doing… The pleasure you are receiving… How you have given yourself totally to him… the cage reminds me constantly who owns me now. It is you, Bree. You own my cock. I have placed it in your cage… for you, my love. Have the fun you want. I get excited by it.” 
 
    “Then, my cuckold, we shall give you even more. Harrington told me to deliver a message. He is going to give you a FaceTime video call at 2 o’clock on Tuesday afternoon. He has a special treat prepared for you. Would not tell me what it is, except that it should be private. Presumably, he is going to broadcast a BigPlay session with five guys. Would you like that, my cuck? To see all those cocks, ravage your wife?” 
 
    He could only nod his head yes. He wanted that very much. 
 
    “Good then, you should probably work from home that afternoon. Give you plenty of privacy.” 
 
    The next morning, the car came as always, and I was whisked off to Michigan again. I had been to his home in the Catskills, to a small retreat in North Carolina and he promised Jackson Hole for my finally week.  
 
    I was on fire for this afternoon. Doing play in front of Zane was driving my arousal to some other level, quivering with anticipation. Harrington took me hard all morning but refused to explain what was going to happen this afternoon. At lunch, right next to the water, was a BigPlay tablet box. 
 
    So, it was to be a BigPlay session… He instructed me to take it. I did, of course. Then he looked at me. “We are going to hold an experiment this afternoon and broadcast it live to your husband.” I had been on BigPlay before, it couldn’t be too much experimentation. In another 60 minutes, I was going to need a lot of penetration. We talked at the kitchen table for most of that time. He never mentioned what he was going to do.  
 
    At about 55 minutes, we walked upstairs to the free-use room. I was already feeling the deep need building. “Lay on the bed, arms spread. I am going to tie you to the bed.” 
 
    “How can we do BigPlay like…” 
 
    “Do it,” he yelled at me. I quaked next to him, shamefully crawling on the bed, onto my back. He fastened my wrists to the upper posts, legs spread wide and fastened below. BigPlay was already having its impact. My sex was tingling, the need growing stronger by the second. 
 
    Harrington walked over to a stand beside the bed. It was a holder for the cell phone. Still, without showing Zane his face, he called the number. I could see Zane’s face at the other end. The phone was pointed to me tied to the bed. 
 
    Zane quietly said, “Hey. Babe. You ok.” 
 
    I was now quivering with the need for penetration. “Harrington calls this an experiment. I took a BigPlay earlier. He is going to send men in to take me in this position. You’ll get to watch.” 
 
    He didn’t reply, just tried to look around the room. I was deep into the need now. Everything that I was screamed to be penetrated. 
 
    Harrington looked at me, a touch of disdain on his face. “You two have fun,” then he left the room. 
 
    I gasped at the departure. I needed penetration! My body was on fire with the need. BigPlay was fully in control of me now. I called out to Harrington, ‘what’s going on?’ There was no reply. 10 minutes later, I was thrashing on the bed, consumed by the demand for relief, crying out with the growing pain of my thirst. 
 
    I had stopped calling for Harrington, suddenly realizing this was the experiment he wanted. To see me tortured with BigPlay, in front of my husband. Zane just watched. He must have thought this is what it meant to have a BigPlay session. I was now screaming out, cries of pain and anguish. “Please… please… I need it…” 
 
    Harrington had placed a large digital clock at the foot of the bed. At 15 minutes, a naked man walked in. I was quivering, needing him. He shoved his cock in my mouth. I hungrily gobbled it in, feeling the pleasure, wanting more. When he was hard, he moved around, flicking my clit. I came almost instantly. The orgasm was almost worse than the torture before, as if the climax were literally torn from my body. 
 
    Then the man laid on top and pounded into me like a pile-driver. I began to cum and did not stop until he stopped, cumming himself. It was like one continuous blow! My body was trembling with the sensations. 
 
    When he was done, he got off, leaving the room. I was panting with the power of what I had just experienced, but the need in my sex never went down. It was like the orgasm simply highlighted to my mind that I needed more of that right now! 
 
    But no one came out. The torture of need returned. I was unable to process everything that was happening to me. “Please… now… please… “ 
 
    At the next 15-minute mark, another man walked out. This a large black man with a cock Derek would be proud of. He repeated the same process, filling my mouth, flicking my clit to orgasm, then hammering into me until he came. 
 
    This pattern went on for an hour and a half. 15 minutes of torture and a few straight minutes of cumming while a man took me hard. It was like the bondage the last session when I was tied in the X. The fire of the paddle and clamps only intensified the pleasure of the release. But now, my body was unable to process the extremes of pain and release. By the hour thirty mark, I was screaming in genuine pain, pulling against the ropes, crying out. Zane was suddenly aware this was unexpected, not like anything I had described. 
 
    A woman walked in, this one holding two vibrators in her hand. One went in my sex, the other in the back opening. She placed something like a diaper over the top to hold them inside. 
 
    The pleasure of the insertion exploded in me when she pulled a controller out of her pocket and turned the vibrations to full. I was thrashing again, orgasm after orgasm yanked from me. I was screaming fully now, as each release sliced through me. 
 
    Then the lady turned them to full and left the room. I came almost constantly for the next 15 minutes. She would lower the vibration remotely until the need began to crush me, then back to full as the release blew out of my core. I never stopped. I was crying out, “No… No… please stop…” then I would cum again. The domination of my body clutched at my very core. 
 
    Finally, three men came out, all with erections. They undid my wrists and ankles. Their intention was clear. I could not take any more cumming, started fighting them. But they were too big. One was on his back quickly, while the other two forced me down on his cock, moving to their positions. 
 
    The entry of the shaft into my sex pushed me over the edge again, as I flopped on his chest with another orgasm. I collapsed on him when I was done, giving the other two men a chance to penetrate behind and in my mouth. 
 
    I could not stop them now, as the BigPlay-fueled desire consumed me again. I bounced between them, feeling the dominance of their control, wanting to feel more, finally releasing every ounce of control to them as they pounded into my every opening. I was no longer a person, just a receptacle for their desire. Whatever they wanted, I wanted. 
 
    Cry after cry of release came out of my mouth. I could hear the moaning over the phone, but it did not register. Only the need… 
 
    Finally, the men began to cum, and I would feel an explosion going off as they sprayed my openings with their own need. I collapsed on the bed, unable to move, exhausted beyond all reason. 
 
    I was barely conscious, but in the back of my mind I heard a voice. “And that will be the end of this afternoon’s programming. Thank you for watching.” I opened my eyes to see Harrington standing behind the phone, reaching around to break the connection, just as sleep claimed me. 
 
    

  

 
   
    17 / Crosscurrents 
 
    I slept for an hour, waking only when Harrington walked in, fully dressed to leave. “Did you bring the black dress as requested?” 
 
    I struggled to even respond, just nodding my head with a yes. 
 
    “Good. Time to go. We are going to have dinner in Dallas.” He reached over to help me rise. The cum from all those men was still dripping from me. He threw me a washrag. “Need to clean up. To get you back by 2 AM, we need to be in the air in 10 minutes.” 
 
    My knees wobbled as I got out of bed, washing myself off, but I snatched my phone off the stand and walked to my tote, where the dress was neatly folded, ready to wear. I slipped it over my head, no underwear needed, as always. My mind was still only functioning at half-capacity. 
 
    Next thing I knew, we were in the lodge SUV, speeding toward the airstrip. We took off as soon as the doors could shut. Three hours later, we were sitting at The Mansion at Turtle Creek. 
 
    All the way down to Dallas, I tried to yell at Harrington, whole tirades would conjure in my mind, but they would never come out. I knew I had given him permission to do whatever he wanted with me. I was fully to blame. The only thing I could get out… “Why did you do that to me? And in front of Zane?” 
 
    His scoff sent chills down my spine. “He wanted to see you ravaged by men. I showed you being ravaged by several things at once.” His laugh was one of open scorn. “You should have seen that cuck! His face was flush with arousal. I will wager his cock was causing great discomfort in that cage. Your Zane has it bad, my love. He wanted to watch that. Loved watching you suffer.” 
 
    I turned away from the man, the man I thought I loved. A chill swept through. Is this the way he really is? Cruel… worshiping another’s suffering… willing to create misery in one person to cause pain in another… 
 
    But all those negative thoughts were washed away with the elegance of The Mansion Restaurant. So elegant, with superb food. Everyone knew Harrington. He introduced me as his girlfriend, to all who would listen. I beamed with the pride of hearing those words. 
 
    I wondered briefly if they understood that this man was torturing his supposed girlfriend only a few hours before that… 
 
    I arrived at home about 15 minutes late, but this time Zane was awake for my return. We talked for the next two hours. He had no idea that was not normal. I had talked about BigPlay before, told him we were going to have a BigPlay session. He thought that’s what it was. I had told him we had done some bondage, he thought this is what I was doing with Harrington. 
 
    By the time I was able to get the truth out, he was screeching with his own rage, screaming I would never go back to him again. 
 
    “Don’t be silly,” I said. “I am going to Amsterdam on Friday… for the weekend, remember?” 
 
    “After he tortured you for 2 hours?” he said in exasperation. 
 
    I was in full rationalization mode now. “His point wasn’t to torture me… though that was the effect. He wanted to torture you. It didn’t work. You just got more aroused. Ironic really…” 
 
    “Do you still trust him after that?” 
 
    “It was uncomfortable, but he did not hurt me. I will be fine.” Turning down two days of endless cock was simply not in my nature at that point. 
 
    The next two days, Zane worked from home, and I was attached to him as if I knew I would never see him again. I touched him constantly, even stroked his cage until he groaned with the discomfort of his hardening cock. 
 
    Mentally, I made some important choices for our future that week. I would never trade this man for Harrington. Never. The torture worked in that sense. I became even more attached to Zane than I was before. The emotional linkage to Harrington was ripped apart, now only sexual. But the sexual part may have ended up even stronger. 
 
    I offered to take Zane out of the cage, so we could make love before I left for the weekend, but he refused. If you are going on, then so will I, he claimed. Instead, we cuddled close all night, me absentmindedly rubbing his cage. He would moan every time I did it, his arousal pushing his cock against the wire control. 
 
    My Zane really is a cuckold. He wants to be denied, to feel the pressure of that denial. I wondered if Harrington would take pictures of me this weekend, to give him even more. 
 
    At 9 AM on Friday morning, I was packed, ready for the car. Zane had shaved me closely, licking me to an orgasm before he started. I was wearing yoga pants and a tight knit top, but brought a suitcase this time, with a range of clothing options. I had no idea what we would be doing in Amsterdam. Zane had been there, but this would be my first visit. 
 
    On the 7-hour flight, he began to discuss the weekend. “I have a house near the Central district. You will be inside the house naked for most of the weekend, except for a trip to a club I have arranged. I have friends in town who will come by to visit. The entire house is a free-use room. Anything they ask you to do, you do. Anything. Is that understood?” 
 
    I understood clearly. My sex was already leaking with my arousal. For the first time, I understood what I had become. I WAS his submissive, his plaything to use as he wished. I had given him permission to do this to me. I looked at him, saying only, “Yes, Master.” 
 
    He smiled softly. “So… you have finally figured it out. Your Master wishes you to take care of his friends in any way they wish. Your reward will be many orgasms and a final treat at a club that I have arranged.” 
 
    I gave in, as always, but there was no longer thought of love or a future together. I was here to serve and be serviced. Nothing more. 
 
    

  

 
   
    18 / Amsterdam 
 
    The car ride to the house was long, a full hour from the airport. All the way there, he told me about his friends and what they would have me do. He had me pull my yoga pants down, spread myself for the driver’s pleasure.  
 
    Occasionally, the driver would reach around, sticking his finger inside my sex. In between those, Harrington would be circling my clit, and pushing his finger in. I had three orgasms before we reached the house. Before I even walked in the door, I was trembling with the need to be taken. 
 
    The Heller home was in the Central District of Amsterdam, a beautiful mansion in its day, but still had been built in the 1600’s. 
 
    When I walked in the front door, I was so used to it now, I simply stopped at the front entrance, removing all my clothing without even saying anything or needing to be asked. Harrington just smiled, knowing his domination over me was now complete. 
 
    As I walked into what I knew to be a free-use house, I had vowed to be his submissive for the entire weekend, no matter what they asked me to do. It did not take long for the play to begin. As soon as we walked in the door, three men came out from various rooms. 
 
    “Harrington,” one of the men said, “so good to see you. And here is the blessed submissive we have heard so much about. I look forward to seeing you in action, my dear.” He reached up to severely twist my nipple, as I cringed. They shook hands, hugging, kissing on each cheek in the European way. It was as if I wasn’t even in the room. No one greeted me or tried to hug me. 
 
    One of them pulled his pants down, taking his shaft out of his underwear. He didn’t say anything. I knew what I was supposed to do, kneeling in front of him, taking his shaft in my mouth. I sucked him to the base. Before he was even close to finishing, the other men had their pants down and I was switching between them, one after the other. 
 
    And this is how it went for most of the weekend. I was neither consulted, nor even asked. They would take what they wanted, and I gave them everything they requested. I was thrown over the back of the sofa, pounded in the shower, while ordered to scrub anyone that got into the shower. However, and whenever, they took turns fucking me. 
 
    New men constantly came into the house, each of them demanding more. Every hole was filled from the time we arrived until 7 o’clock on Saturday night. They gave me breaks to go to the bathroom and to eat a little something. Otherwise, I was always occupied by someone. 
 
    You may get from this commentary that I’m being critical here. That would not be right. This was an exciting sexual time for me. I gave myself to them openly, truly becoming the submissive they wanted. 
 
    Surprisingly, to myself at least, this was the way I wanted to be. I gladly did everything they asked me to do. And they kept asking and asking. I WAS the submissive they needed. 
 
    The only time I objected was when one guy threw me in the bathtub and started urinating on me. That was too much. I screamed for him to stop, trying to get out of the tub. He pushed me back down, but I refused, striking at his flowing penis. 
 
    Harrington just laughed. “Well, we know one limit now, do we not?” 
 
    All the men that had been around the bathroom door watching began to laugh as he pulled me out. They turned the water on, washing the urine off me. I hated that. 
 
    When Saturday night arrived, Harrington asked me if I was ready for the big surprise. I wasn’t sure how to respond since I didn’t know what to expect. But, by that time, I would willingly do whatever they asked, and told him so. 
 
    One of the men walked up to me, handing me a BigPlay pill with a glass of water. I refused to take it. Staring at Harrington, my stare full of accusations. 
 
    “I will not be tortured again,” I said. 
 
    Harrington laughed again. “This will be torture, alright, but in the other direction, my little sub. You are going to get more cock than you will know how to handle.” 
 
    I still looked at him distrustfully, but gave in, taking the pill out of the box and swallowing it down. 
 
    They put leather cuffs on my ankles and wrists, fastening the wrists behind my back and attaching a short chain between my ankles, requiring me to shuffle-step where they directed. I was walked out to a waiting car. I was still naked, going down a public street. My face flashed with arousal. 
 
    We drove a while, finally pulling up behind what looked like an old theater building. They helped me out of the car, still naked outside. A knock was made, guiding me through the door to the theater. Inside, the place was full of people in various stages of undress just like my own, but I was the only one in cuffs and shackled. People were staring at me, wondering what was going on. 
 
    They held me behind the stage for some time, until they walked me out on a platform that looked like a stage, with a curtain in the front. I shuddered, wondering if I was in one of Zane’s stories with an auditorium on the other side. I breathed heavily, so aroused I could hardly stand still. I could see why the young girl in Zane’s story was panting so hard. The thought of being fucked in front of so many people… I had no idea I would react this way. 
 
    Finally, they moved me to the middle of the stage, beside a table with hooks on different sides. Obviously, they were going to hook my wrists and ankles to the table, so my ass hung over the side. 
 
    It turned out, they were waiting to allow BigPlay to kick in. I was already shuddering with need when they moved me to the center stage. Five guys stood next to the table. 
 
    When the curtain went up, I was still handcuffed and shackled. I glanced out into the crowd. The place was packed. I don’t know if they were always filled like this, or whether they were here just to see me, but there had to be 500-1,000 faces in the audience, a broad mix of men and women. 
 
    They unhooked my ankles from the chain, wrists from behind my back, moving me over to the table. My legs dangled over the side. Each ankle was fastened to a table leg, forcing my legs wide apart. My wrists were attached to the side of the table, wrists hanging just over the edge. My head was less than an inch from the front edge of the table. I knew what that meant. My mouth was going to be used for someone’s pleasure. 
 
    And I wanted those cocks right now! The BigPlay frenzy was upon me. I needed something inside me, and now! 
 
    An announcer stepped to the front, looked out to the crowd and in perfect English said, “Here we have a beautiful submissive from America. She has come to take all comers. Anyone in the audience that wants to come forward are welcome. You know the rules of the house. We need proof of medical exam, free of STDs, so no condoms will be used. We want you to cum in every opening as you like. But we are asking for some… volunteers… to help us cover her body with cum by the end of the night. We’re going to send pictures to her husband back in America, who apparently likes this.” 
 
    I was quivering at his words. The whole auditorium?! There had to be 500 men here! They must have had someone primed to start, because as soon as the announcer finished talking, somebody came up behind me, shoving his cock in my sex. A long moan escaped my throat with the welcome insertion. I so needed this, since BigPlay was driving me hard. 
 
    Soon, I could see, out of the corner of my eye, a line forming. I could not see the end it was so long. By the time multiple cocks had found their way inside, I was so lost in the pleasure, I wanted them all! 
 
    The first guy came inside my sex, the second went into my ass, the next blew his spunk all over my back. Over and over, they came. I was struggling to catch my breath as my orgasms started. As each cock found its entry, I would cum. 
 
    One guy finally found my mouth and another line formed. No one came in my mouth. These guys would pull out at the last-minute spraying on my face or moving to the side for a load on my back. As each man came, the crowd would clap and cheer, cries of ‘give it to her’ ‘fuck her’ could be heard over the noise. 
 
    They moved the table slightly so that the people in the audience could see my rear and my face. At some point, they had several men ready to go, ready to cum all over me, so they shifted the table again, moving it so the crowd could see my face. One after the other, the men took my openings below, while others sprayed cum all over me. 
 
    My cries of pleasure with each orgasm brought laughter and cheers from the crowd. The more I grimaced with the power of the orgasm, the more they laughed. 
 
    But I didn’t care. All I cared about was the next cock. As it happened with my first group play, I was in full receive mode now. As each one would cum inside, I would scream out a thank you… more please… The crowd would laugh and cheer. The next guy would step up. The whole thing was very arousing for them because there was never a shortage of hard cocks. 
 
    Harrington later told me that I took over 80 cocks, either inside me or blasting over my body. By the time it was done, I could feel the creme all over me. There didn’t appear to be a square inch of my back, ass, and face that was not covered with the spunk. 
 
    Cell phones were flying around me, flashes telling the story of recording the action. I had lost control of my life, with no control at all where those pictures were going. At the time, I didn’t care. The only one I cared about was Harrington. He had been holding my own phone, videoing large chunks of the action, then taking pictures of the cum all over my body and my satisfied face, also covered with cum. 
 
    Finally, when we were ready to stop, Harrington stepped close with the phone, “Smile for our message to your husband,” he said loud enough for everyone to hear. The crowd roared with laughter. I didn’t smile, it would not have made a difference. You could barely see my face anyway, due to all the cum. 
 
    Women employed by the club came up to me, with wash rags and towels, systematically cleaning me off, massaging my skin. After the cumming and forceful insertions, they were gentle, soft, whispering to me that it was over. I was feeling warm, satisfied. 
 
    Once the curtain closed, Harrington came over to the table, unfastening the restraints, helping me off the table. I’m not sure I even knew where I was at that moment, only that it was Harrington holding me up. 
 
    By the time we got back to Heller House, I was truly wasted. They had to carry me into the house. I couldn’t even hold my head up. A soft bed found me somehow. 
 
    The next morning, I woke up, the soreness in my openings was almost unbearable. I had been used so often that I worried permanent damage had been done. 
 
    Harrington came in with some form of ointment, spreading it over my openings. I squirmed at his touch. Oh my god! That really hurts. 
 
    “You really had your fill last night,” he laughed. This is when he told me how many had taken me and how much spunk there was all over my back, showing me the pictures and videos, explaining what he sent to Zane. 
 
    I turned crimson with the shame I was feeling. What have I done?! It was surely enjoyable, but at what cost? What if these pictures get to the Internet? What if my kids found it years later?! 
 
    Harrington let me rest the morning into late afternoon. He came in three more times to spread ointment on my openings. But as evening approached, the men came in and I was fair game again. 
 
    I was still very sore. It took several people cumming inside me before I was lubed enough to tolerate the abuse. That night, I might as well have been in a BigPlay session. There were always at least five men on me. And when they came, another would take his place. It did not stop. I came and came, the cocks taking me to another level of desire. I thrashed with all the stimulation, crying out as the climaxes would come one after the other. 
 
    All the while the men were pleasuring me, Harrington was taking pictures, short videos, sending them to Zane. I didn’t care. I was beyond any form of rational thought. I was simply three holes hungry to be filled. And the men filled them. 
 
    I collapsed on the bed again, waking three hours later. It was early in the morning. The need had been used up. All I could think about was going home. 
 
    Harrington came in, helped me get into the shower so I could clean myself off. He gave back my travel clothes, driving to the airport where his Gulfstream was waiting. 
 
    Once we were in our seats, Harrington began to talk, but this was not the man I had come to love over the last five weeks. “Ahh… my beautiful submissive. You had quite a weekend. Tell me what you thought about your first weekend as an open submissive.” 
 
    I looked at him, trying to figure out what it was I had ever liked about this guy. “To tell you the truth, I enjoyed it a lot, came and came, but I never, ever, want to do this again.” 
 
    Every fiber of my being knew I wanted to go home to Zane, that I was done with the lifestyle. My escort days may even be over. I just wanted to go home. I was finally able to explain to Harrington that I don’t want to be a submissive ever again, but by this time, we were already 3/4 of the way across the Atlantic. 
 
    He just laughed, “You stupid bitch. Who cares what you want? I own you now. After the pictures, I would be surprised if he’s even home when you get there.” 
 
    I started to cry, wondering if this would be true. What have I done? How could I have let this happen?! 
 
    With confidence of his own control, Harrington looked at me. “My driver will be back to pick you up on Tuesday morning. I promised you a visit to Jackson Hole. I think you will find that to be a very stimulating experience. Then, we will have another weekend party with you the guest of honor. I have arranged for quite a crowd.” 
 
    I didn’t know how to respond as the ladder descended from the plane. I looked back at him and said a phrase that scared me more than any other, “Yes, Master.” I no longer had it in me to resist. 
 
    

  

 
   
    19 / Returning Home 
 
    The driver was waiting for me on the tarmac. I immediately got in the car and started crying. True to Harrington’s prediction, by the time I got there the house was dark. Not dark because it was nighttime, it was late on Sunday night, probably 3 or 4 in the morning. 
 
    No, it was dark because no one was there. The kid’s rooms were empty. I finally walked into our bedroom. Most of Zane’s clothes had been removed from our closet. All of mine had been piled in the middle of our bed, with three suitcases laid on top. There was a small note on top of one of the suitcases. “Get Out!” 
 
    I fell to the floor sobbing. My last vestige of hope had disappeared. I cried until I fell asleep where I was, in the middle of the bedroom floor. I woke when it was mid-morning. I piled a few things in a suitcase, leaving the rest of the clothes on the bed, running to my car, tearing out of the driveway. Just as before, there was only one place I knew to go. Derek’s. 
 
    When I arrived, I was surprised to see Cole in the living room. They both looked at me in total shock at my appearance. I was a mess, exhausted almost beyond endurance. 
 
    “What are you doing here?” Derek asked. 
 
    I fell to my knees in the entryway, my sorrow spilling out of me. “Zane has left me,” I cried out, in between sobs. “I cannot believe the things that I have done.” 
 
    Neither of them moved. They just let me sob on the floor. They both knew the only choice was to let the crying finish before we could talk. Finally, when I could cry no more, I looked up at them. 
 
    “What are you doing here” I said to Cole. 
 
    “We were going to have lunch today. It’s 11 o’clock.” The shock of the time brought another round of crying. My body was so turned around from flying through time zones, I had no idea. 
 
    Cole looked at Derek. “I’ll call the chef, have him whip something up for me, have it delivered here.” 
 
    “Good idea,” Derek said, then he stepped up to me. “Time for you to get some sleep. We can talk when you are rested.” He picked me up, holding me gently in his arms as I continued to sob. He turned toward the bedroom. 
 
    I started to fight him. “No, please no. I don’t wanna go there, I can’t do it anymore.” 
 
    Derek had no idea what that meant, but knew he needed to change direction, moving into the living room, laying me gently on the sofa. Jet lag and exhaustion finally landed on me. As soon as my head hit the armrest, I was gone. 
 
    When I woke a couple hours later, a blanket was draped over my body, and they had food in the kitchen. Cole and Derek were sitting there drinking coffee, chatting. When they saw me awake, they walked into the living room, coffee in a large mug. 
 
    “Hey, sleepy head,” Derek said. “How you feeling?” 
 
    Derek handed me a cup of coffee. Then I started talking. “A client took me to Amsterdam. Gave me to any guy that wanted to take me, then put me on a stage in front of an audience, inviting anybody there to come up and fuck me. Yeh… it’s been a weird few days.” 
 
    The shocked look on their faces was hard for me to take. I had done all that and still hardly believed it. 
 
    “What I didn’t know, was that the guy was sending pictures back to Zane all the time, a steady stream of pictures and videos of his beloved wife in action. When I came back here, Zane was gone with the kids, piled all my stuff in the middle of the bed with a greeting. I reached into my pocket, handing them the ‘get out’ note. Cole gasped when he read it. 
 
    “So, a tough weekend,” Derek said, trying to lighten the mood. It failed. 
 
    Cole was really upset about what had been done. “Who was it? Anybody that I referred to you?” 
 
    “I don’t know where he came from,” I said. “His name is Harrington Heller.” 
 
    “Of the mutual fund Heller’s?” 
 
    “The same. He has been flying me all over the country the last five weeks, having sessions with me. I wish I knew what to do now.” 
 
    “Well… you don’t have to worry about where to stay,” Derek said. “I have plenty of rooms. And just so you know, that will not include any sessions for a while. Until you’re back on your feet.” 
 
    He added that last because my face suddenly took a hard turn at sadness. “What’s the deal with Zane? I thought he supported your play.” 
 
    “Harrington sent him videos of everything that happened over the weekend, letting him know what he was doing to me. Or I guess… the truth is… what I was choosing to do for him. I am so ashamed. Until last week, I thought I was in love with Harrington. We had five weeks of astonishing time together. He really had me fooled. For a while… to my shame… I thought I was going to tell Zane that I was leaving him. The very thought of that today makes me cringe. But now it’s too late. Zane knows who I truly am.” 
 
    “What the fuck does that mean? Who you truly are?” 
 
    “Come on, Derek. You know who I am. I’m a whore and nothing but a whore. I no longer deserve to be the mother of those children. Zane knows that. He should have taken them away from me a long time ago.” 
 
    I started to cry again. This time I could no longer hold back the sobs of sorrow, of loss, of what I’ve done to my family. All for extra cock… Jesus! Neither one pressed me as I cried, waiting for me to finish. But there was no finishing now, I cried and cried. I curled into a ball on the sofa, crying for the loss I was feeling, a life I cherished and tossed down the fucking drain. 
 
    Cole walked over, grabbed the blanket, draping it over my body. They both went back to the kitchen. I kept crying until sleep finally took me. 
 
    

  

 
   
    20 / The Hard Discussion 
 
    It was near 9 that night before I woke, still on the sofa. I walked out to my car for the suitcase… of what remained of my life, I thought bitterly. Cole had gone home. I asked Derek if I could take a shower. 
 
    “You’re welcome to any room in the house,” he said. “Mine is the second on the right. Any other is yours.” 
 
    The first one on the left was a small room. It had a full-sized bed with a ‘Jack ‘n’ Jill’ bathroom. I stripped my clothes off, throwing them in the trash. I was still wearing the clothes I had worn leaving Amsterdam. Those would never touch my body again. 
 
    I turned the water up near scalding, as hot as I could stand, letting the water wash over me. I wanted the water to rinse the stink off me… the stink of a used-up whore with cum covering her body… of a woman not worthy of the love she had taken for granted… 
 
    The future was about as grim as I could imagine. No Zane, no children. Was I to move back to New Jersey? Would my folks even welcome me, once they heard what I was. I had no idea what I was going to do now. 
 
    I sat on the toilet crying a little more after I was done. I had no clue what to do, so I occupied myself with the mundane tasks, brushing my teeth and hair, trimming my pubic hair, the normal grooming of everyday life. 
 
    While I was down there, I started crying again as I saw the swelling around my vaginal lips and ass. The area was still red, sore. I will need to go out for some ointment tomorrow. I found a pair of loose-fitting shorts and a t-shirt, then walked out the door. 
 
    Derek was in his home office, doing whatever he did. I was never sure what that was. I knew he was a Controller for a firm on the east side of town, but was ashamed again, after all the time we had spent together, that I only cared about his cock. Didn’t care enough to find out about Derek the person. 
 
    He looked up at me when I leaned against the door frame. “Doin’ ok? Had a bit of a tough stretch.” 
 
    “Wow… that’s an understatement,” I said, the bitterness clear in every syllable. “I never thought it would be like this. I have always looked at everything negatively, expecting it to turn out worse than expected. One of the things I loved about Zane. He was just the opposite. But even in my worst-scenario mind, I could not imagine it going so wrong so fast. Since I was 23 years old, I have never once conceived of a life without Zane in it. I am absolutely petrified of the future now.” 
 
    Derek smiled at me, pointing to a chair next to the desk. “Maybe it’s time to look on the bright side again. Zane may be upset about your going there, and some of the things you did… all true. But any husband that would allow his wife to do what you’ve been doing over the last year… well, he loves that woman. Loves her a lot… beyond all reason. That didn’t change after a couple videos. Count on that. 
 
    “Your first priority is getting a hold of him. You can locate him with his phone. We can check credit card receipts on your bank website. There’s lots of ways to track somebody down, especially when he has two kids in tow. I don’t think there is any question… that is your first task. You need to talk to him.” 
 
    “How can I talk to him?” I started crying again, putting my head in my hands, ashamed to even look at Derek. “How can I face him… after what I’ve done… He knows I’m a lost cause, that I have no judgment left, willing to spread my legs for anyone! He will never trust me again…” I shuddered at something even worse. “Or ever look at me the same.” 
 
    Derek touched my shoulder, then pulled my chin up out of my hands, forcing me to look at him. “I’m not going to sugarcoat it, babe. You’ve put yourself in a bind. Will need to re-prove yourself to him. Not going to be easy. Are your escort days over? You seem firm about that, but are you sure? The weekend you described was an extreme version of what you have been doing, but much the same. Before… you did one at a time, instead of trains, but it’s still new cock all the time… and he approved that. How is this different? Why would he reject you now?” 
 
    “Don’t you see…” I couldn’t maintain eye contact with Derek, the shame washing through me. “I’ve betrayed everything I ever promised him… what the limits would be, what was allowed. How can he ever trust me again… believe anything I say? I cannot even trust myself.” 
 
    “What do you mean by that?” 
 
    “I can no longer resist Harrington… he expects me to be at the house for his driver tomorrow morning. He is taking me to Jackson Hole for another round of guys he has arranged. It is like my mind is fighting my body over what I should do… my need is screaming for me to go!” Now I was crying again, sobbing at the war for control that I knew I was losing. I had given myself to Harrington. Did not know how I could say no… 
 
    I looked at Derek. His face was a full puzzle, like this was going to be more difficult than he expected. 
 
    “Do you want to go to Heller again… after all this?” He was sweeping his hand across me, all broken, crying, and lost. 
 
    “NO…” I almost yelled out, but the truth would not let me off so easy. “… but yes. My mind is screaming ‘run away, run away’. My sex has other plans. Derek… God help me, but I loved having all those men take me in the theater, the crowd cheering every time a guy would send his cum onto me! Loved being used in that house. I came and came, could not get enough. I dreamed about it last night. When I woke up earlier, the first thing I did was grab my phone, looking at all the pictures and videos, wanting to relive what I had done. I am hopelessly lost…” 
 
    A sudden memory of watching those videos struck me. After a slow sweep of my cum-covered body and used up sex, Harrington had done a closeup of the ankle bracelet with the key still attached. Oh, Zane… 
 
    “Well…,” Derek said, no longer sure what to say. “… that raises some complications. Here I was all prepared to tell you that everybody makes mistakes. Zane knows that. You just had to explain to him what happened, how you got into that circumstance, how you made your decisions. More importantly, explain how you were going to avoid ever getting into those circumstances again. Now… I have to wonder, is any of that true. Do you want to continue with Heller?” 
 
    “My body is telling me yes. I want to fly off to Jackson Hole, with my billionaire boyfriend, take on all his guests with open legs, but we both know that is foolish in the extreme. He is not really my boyfriend. No one that cares about a woman would put her through what he has done to me. I haven’t even told you about BigPlay…” 
 
    “I thought BigPlay was a wonderful experience for the woman. Lots of cock and cumming, thought you would like that.” 
 
    “I did… for the first few times we did it with groups, then he gave me the pill one afternoon. I expected another session like before. Instead, he tied my wrists and ankles to a bed, then left me there, with the agony of the need eating me alive. You have no idea what that pill does to you. Every fiber of my being demanded sexual release… Every 15 minutes, a man would come in, use me to get off, then leave me to more agony. And worse… he had told me to invite Zane to watch a BigPlay session. He streamed my torture to him live!” 
 
    “Sweet Jesus…” 
 
    “Here is how hopeless I am, Derek. Even after he did that… I still went with him to Amsterdam. I needed more, more degradation. I AM his submissive, to do with as he pleases.” 
 
    “You still want to serve him?” Derek asked, now real concern creeping into his voice. 
 
    I paused for a long moment. The reality of the decision I faced was clear. If I went with Heller, he would play with me for a little while longer. I knew he would eventually tire of his latest fucktoy, then throw me aside, off to his next project. I had gotten in the middle of the debauchery of a man with no effective limits. 
 
    Even now, I shuddered to think what he would do if I refused to go. He knew so much about me. He could easily gather it together, ship it off to the police… anonymously, of course. Or have me kidnapped, take me to one of his isolated houses, and bring me out when he wanted to play again. How had I gotten in so deep, been so careless? 
 
    “No…” I said, my decision suddenly final and firm. “I have decided. I will not go back to him. The only thing that matters to me is Zane…” 
 
    “Oh, good… I was worried this conversation was going to go in a completely different direction. Then the answer here is quite simple. You must fix his perception of your being trustworthy. Over time, he’ll forget all about this. He has already allowed more than most husbands. He is clearly very forgiving. You establish trust again by not doing those things anymore.” 
 
    

  

 
   
    21 / Finding Zane 
 
    Derek looked at me. It was already 10:30. “Let’s get a drink. You look like you could use one.” 
 
    “I want to try and call Zane first. I’ll meet you in the kitchen afterward.” I walked into my bedroom, closing the door, grabbing my phone, dialing Zane’s number. It went straight to voicemail. I left him a long one. Even had to call a second time after the first voicemail timed out. 
 
    I told him I was back in town. Got his message at the house. That I would respect his wishes. That I was so sorry for everything, for what I had done, for what I had put him through. I told him I was not going back to Heller. That I was hoping he would be able to forgive me. And finally closed with what I thought was my ace in the hole. I still had the key… 
 
    Derek stared at me when I walked into the kitchen, handing me a scotch rocks. I wasn’t usually a whiskey drinker, but I really needed this one, taking a large sip, finishing it in three gulps. I handed it to him, shaking it. My message clear. More! 
 
    He refreshed the tumbler, then we walked to the breakfast table. 
 
    “It seems to me,” he began, “you have three options. Talk to Zane, work things out. Divorce and go on with your life. Or go back to Harrington.” I gasped at that last one… 
 
    “But since Harrington is no longer on the table, let’s focus on the first two. It seems to me that the first option is what you really want…”  
 
    We talked for the next couple hours, about how to make contact, find where he is, trying to get him to accept me again. In the wee hours of the morning, and four scotches later, I collapsed in the guest room, softly crying myself to sleep. 
 
    And this is how I lived for the next week. I would call Zane every morning, leaving a voicemail. Most were variations of the first one. I sent him text messages throughout the day. He never responded. 
 
    Harrington would send me outraged text messages, calling both my phones. Where are you? Calling me every name. How dare I turn him down? Who do you think you are? I’ll destroy you! You get the message. Pissed. I no longer cared. He already took Zane away from me. What could he do that would be worse than that? 
 
    By Thursday, real despair was seeping into my soul. I woke at 2 in the morning, racked with the crying that now seemed uncontrollable. Something needed to change. I got up, took all my clothes off, walked into Derek’s bedroom, and softly got into bed with him. I cuddled close to him, feeling the warmth of his strength and compassion. 
 
    He rolled over to me, saying softly, “Are you sure this is a good idea?” 
 
    “No,” I said, “but I can’t cry anymore.” 
 
    We did not make love that first night, but after that, I slept in his room, and we made love every night. These weren’t the marathon hard-fuck sessions of my escort days. Just soft, loving, gentle. His physical and emotional strength provided the base I needed to get back on my feet. We both knew this was not where I would end up. But I needed the contact, to reconnect to a real person. After so long, playing roles of a lover, it was finally nice really being one. 
 
    Monday morning, two weeks later, I got a text from Zane. 
 
    [Zane]: I need the key. 
 
    [Bree]: I want to see you. 
 
    [Zane]: Just put it on the kitchen counter at the house. I’ll go by to pick it up later. 
 
    [Bree]: No. I want to see you. 
 
    I felt bad holding his cage hostage, but I could not find any other way to bring him to me. He had been in that fucking cage for weeks now. I knew he was desperate to get it off. It was the only leverage I had. 
 
    [Zane]: Meet me at house, noon. 
 
    [Bree]: Thank you, my love. You will not regret it. 
 
    [Zane]: I already do. 
 
    I arrived at the house at 11, not sure if the approach I had settled on was the right one. I grabbed all my stuff still on the bed, throwing them in the closet. I removed all my clothes, crawling into the middle of the bed. My thought was to have him see me here, in hopes of rekindling some sliver of the passion we have always felt for each other. I looked down. The gold bracelet, with the key attached, glistened on my ankle. I wanted him to take it off and allow me to unfasten the cage. If all goes well, we might even make love, but that seemed a long shot at this point. 
 
    I heard the door open. He knew I was here since my car was in the garage. I yelled down that I was upstairs. When he entered our room, seeing me on the bed, tears came into his eyes. 
 
    “Sex is always the answer for you, isn’t it?” shaking his head. 
 
    “Only sex with the man I love.” 
 
    “You seemed to love a lot of men… judging from the last video I saw.” 
 
    “Please don’t be hurtful, Zane. We need to talk. We have had some great conversations in this bed. Truthful ones. You need to hear the story of what happened. Please take your clothes off and come to bed. I will get that thing off you.” 
 
    I could see the emotional war going on inside, but the need to remove the cage won out. He removed his clothes, lying next to me on his back. My hand came up to touch the cage, caressing him. I switched positions, placing my ankle in front of his face. He just shook his head in disgust, unfastened the key, handing it back to me, without saying a word. 
 
    Then I was all over him, driving my tongue into his mouth. My hands flew across his body, touching every part of him. He could not help but respond. I could hear the moan of discomfort as his growing rod pressed against the cage. 
 
    “Time to let little Zaney out to play, don’t you think?” I laughed. The joy of touching him again filling me with daring. 
 
    “You crazy bitch, just turn me loose.” 
 
    “Happy to.” I unfastened the lock, gently pulling the assembly off his cock, the large ring from around his scrotum. I could see the rings of rubbed flesh that must have been uncomfortable, even when he wasn’t hard. I rubbed him gently, over every square inch. 
 
    I threw the cage on the side, then buried his shaft down my throat. He was already as hard as I had ever seen him. All those weeks of denial will do that to you. I knew those movements from him. He wasn’t going to last long, but I didn’t care, driving my mouth down, using every bit of skill I had learned the last year. 
 
    He grabbed my head, shoving it hard against his rod, pulling my head back and forth. I just let him use me, becoming the perfect submissive for my love, until the grunt of his release poured down my throat. I swallowed as much as I could, but the boy had some pent up! It flowed out of my mouth, back onto his crotch. 
 
    When he was spent, I used my tongue to scoop all that had escaped, swallowing every bit of him, as his head fell back to the pillow. I crawled up cuddling next to him, my head lying on his chest. This was a position I had done thousands of times. His arm instinctively went around me, as if an automated response. 
 
    “How could it have all gone so wrong?” he finally said to me, after he was able to calm his breathing. 
 
    “I have been asking myself that every day since Heller came into our lives. I let that monster drive a wedge between us. For that, I am truly… terribly sorry.” 
 
    “You gotta know… severe damage has been done, babe. I don’t know how we can get back to where we were.” 
 
    “I am in no hurry. I promised you a long time ago that I was yours forever. Nothing about that has changed. Take all the time you need. I will be here, waiting for you.” 
 
    “Where are you staying?” he asked. 
 
    “With Derek.” 
 
    “Sleeping with him still?” I only nodded my head. He threw me off him roughly, sitting up on the bed, legs over the side. “Jesus, Bree. It’s never going to stop, is it? This obsession with sex… I told you that I blamed myself at first, with all my fantasy talk, but now… I don’t even recognize who you are anymore.” 
 
    “I will stop when you tell me to. That has always been true. I love to play, cannot tell you a lie. But I love you more than any new dick. I will stop it all today if you ask me to.” 
 
    He just shook his head… “No… don’t you see… you would not be happy that way. You like it, even need it. And, to my shame, I like it too. I was so mad watching the line of men take you in that theater, but my cock got so hard it was actually painful in the cage.” 
 
    I could see him already getting hard again, thinking about it. I pulled him back on the bed, his legs still over the side, mounting him. The feeling of ecstasy of him inside me again brought out a deep moan of satisfaction. 
 
    “This pussy belongs to you, Zane Ramsey, and only you. I might have thought briefly of changing owners, but never came close to it being a reality. We belong together. I have known that since we met at school. You have loaned me out, because we both liked it, but it was never more than a loan. Even lines of men in front of a crowd could not change my mind. I belong to you.” 
 
    I was grinding on top of him now, feeling the familiar shape, the depth, the impact on my very soul. This WAS where I belonged. 
 
    

  

 
   
    22 / Conversation with Cole 
 
    Zane and the kids had taken out a short-term rental near the school. He did not want them to have to change schools while we figured out what our future would hold. After our reconnection that Monday, I moved back into the house the next day. Zane said he wasn’t ready to move back in yet, had some things he needed to sort out. I told him he could have all the time he needed. I would be there waiting for him. 
 
    That night, I told Derek what had happened, that I was going to move back. He was overjoyed. Knowing this may be our last time, he took it to me that night like the sessions of old, hammering me fiercely as I cried out with each release. Multiple times we went at it. With no deadline for departure, we would make love, then sleep, make love, then sleep. 
 
    I woke the next morning with Derek’s face in my crotch, licking my clit. He was ready to go again. We took a shower, he pounded into me against the shower wall as the water cascaded off our sweating bodies, finally pulling me out of the stall, to roughly push me over the bathroom cabinet, slamming into me from behind. We both came in a furious roar of release and need. 
 
    No matter what happened with Zane in the future, I knew I owed this man a deep gratitude for his support and love. I was happy to use my body to show my appreciation. We made love twice more before I packed everything up for the drive back home. 
 
    Every Monday, Derek and Cole had lunch at Alfredo’s. Derek invited me to join them that day. That turned out to be a pivotal conversation in what happened next. For the first time since I met him, now over a year ago, Cole started opening up about his background. 
 
    Turns out he knows Harrington Heller, quite well in fact. His parents and Harrington’s were professional acquaintances, both in the financial industry. Even though Cole was a few years younger than Harrington, his family summered near the Heller’s on Martha’s Vineyard every year. Harrington had adopted him as his little brother, kinda of… They did a lot of stuff together, at least, especially snorkeling and scuba diving. Harrington loved water sports when he was young. 
 
    When lunch was over, Derek had to get back to work. But the bar was slow on a Monday, so I stayed. We continued talking. Cole had an interesting history. He had grown up as the second son of a wealthy family. His father ran one of the largest hedge funds in the country, Westport Analytica, now known everywhere as WA. His mother was a senior executive at the largest HMO in Connecticut. They lived in a large estate near the Atlantic Ocean. 
 
    As one of the only African-Americans in this rarefied air of billionaires, Cole’s family had always been treated in a differential way that made Cole bristle. His father was frequently invited to speak on various topics, but always when they needed a ‘black’ perspective, as if his opinion could not be separated from his skin color. The racist undertone was unmistakable to a young man already trying to find his way out from under his father’s expectations. 
 
    Cole turned out to be a gifted football player, meeting Braylor Winston during his many youth football games. But instead of following his football dreams to become a player at a major football factory, like his friend, Braylor, Cole decided to accept the recommendation of his father to attend Yale. He still played football there, helping the team to continue its domination of the Ivy League as the quarterback, but his focus was on academics. He was being groomed to take his father’s place at the head of the family business since his older brother had Down’s Syndrome, would not be able to do so. The brother died when Cole was in his late 20s. 
 
    After graduation, he took a junior analyst role at the firm. Everyone knew the executive suite was in his future, that this was just a first introduction to the business. He turned out to be exceptionally good at the job, picking consistent winners, and rose rapidly based on his picks as much as his family. 
 
    But then it all fell apart. He was out with friends one night when he saw his mother with a man, not his father. They were very cozy, clearly intimate. He stormed up to her in the middle of the restaurant, yelling accusations, then stormed out. 
 
    When he got home, she had already called the father. He brought Cole into his den, and they had a long discussion about the ‘arrangement’ that his parents had. His father confessed to not being interested in sex. He didn’t know why, just never found the time for it. He was much more focused on numbers, computers, and the markets. When he started Westport, hedging was a new field and there was lots of money to be made. He found that much more stimulating. 
 
    The father told him they made love occasionally, why they had three children over the years, but eventually, he had to confess to the mother he was not interested in doing anymore. 
 
    Cole told me he gasped at the news, being unable to imagine not wanting to make love to a woman again! I laughed. Hearing that news from my husband would be a hard for me as well. 
 
    His father went on. At first, his mother wondered if he was using this to tell her about a pending divorce. No, he had told Cole, he proposed a slightly different arrangement. She could have discrete lovers on the side, that the father would not object. She was free to tell him about them if she wanted. Not a requirement. He wanted her to have a fulfilling sex life, even if he wasn’t going to be the one giving it to her. He did not want a divorce, loved living with her and sharing their lives together. He only hoped that she would stay married to him, despite his lack of interest. She agreed to this new plan. Cole laughed, saying they apparently still sleep in the same bed, cuddling all night, very much in love. 
 
    Cole was a little remorseful about his reaction all these years later, but he stormed out of the house, quit his job at WA. By the end of the week, he was a Marine officer, heading to Officer Candidate School at Quantico. He served two tours in Iraq and one in Afghanistan, getting out after 6 years. 
 
    By that time, he had come to accept his parent’s arrangement, understood why it worked for them. But he no longer had any interest in the markets or WA. A friend from the Marine Corps had been injured in Iraq, returning to our city, his hometown. He invited Cole to come for a visit. That friend turned out to be the son of Alfredo, owner of Alfredo’s Tavern. 
 
    Somewhere along the line, Alfredo started talking about retirement. That sparked Cole’s interest. He took some money out of his trust and bought the business, had been here ever since. 
 
    “Do you still talk to your parents?” 
 
    “Sure, I have had several long conversations with Mother about the arrangement and how it works… why it was so easy for me to accept you, being in similar circumstances.” 
 
    “I should send her some flowers in thanks. You have been critical for me at every stage,” I laughed. 
 
    “It was my pleasure, sweet Brianna. What is your real name, by the way?” 
 
    “Bree,” I giggled. “I’m so used to Brianna now that I answer to both.” 
 
    “Well, Bree…” Cole looked at me. “I may be able to help with your Heller problem. Had a lengthy conversation with Father last night. He has been looking for a good short play. Always gets him going, he told me. Here is what he proposed…” 
 
    

  

 
   
    23 / Where to Go from Here 
 
    I moved back into our home that night. It was cold and lonely without the laughter of children, but I knew this was an important first step. I had to offer Zane an alternative without him worrying who I was sleeping with. That was a hard first step for me. Giving up the pleasure Derek was giving nightly… let’s just say, I needed to be firm in my conviction about getting back with Zane. 
 
    The conversation with Cole about Harrington gave a first glimmer of hope. He knew that Harrington would never let me go without encouragement. He had been sending threatening emails, texts, still calling. I was his submissive and belonged to him, he claimed. 
 
    And he was mostly right. My sex tingled with arousal every time I thought about what a visit to Jackson Hole would mean, but I knew if I went there, I would be lost in Harrington’s world, never to return to my old life. That would lead down a dark path I did not want to go. 
 
    The first step with Zane was to have lunch with him. We started Wednesday of that week and continued these visits every weekday, except when he was traveling. He had hired a matron to come over to stay the night, on those days he was visiting a Wyatt store in another city. For why I was gone, he had told the kids I had gone back to New Jersey to visit my parents. Though he never explained to them why a visit to my parents required them moving out of the house. Luckily, they were too young to understand what was happening around them. 
 
    It did not take many of these lunches to regain the fundamental friendship that had always been the base of our marriage. I really liked the guy, even as I lusted after his body. The problem that remained… I still lusted after a lot of other guys as well. Zane was struggling to deal with this reality. 
 
    In that first week, twice we finished lunch at home, fucking our brains out. It was so great feeling him inside me, reconnecting the way we always had before. By the end of the second week, I knew we were going to get back together. No one could make love to me the way he did without feeling something extraordinarily strong. 
 
    That Friday, I asked to have our lunch at Alfredo’s, arranging for Cole and Derek to join us. He had heard a lot about both, but they had never met in person. He knew they were going to be there, but I was still nervous, worrying about his reaction. 
 
    I shouldn’t have worried. They hit it off from the start. By the end of the lunch, they were laughing and joking like old friends. Let’s face it, only Cole had not slept with me. And I was already comfortable enough with him to go to his bed at the first permission from Zane. 
 
    They talked a lot of common interests, and football, of course, laughing about me sleeping with that villain Braylor Winston! It was weird, really. These three men, who had done so much to shape my last year, all knew the real slut inside and still liked me! 
 
    But the real subject of the lunch was Harrington Heller. He was not even close to giving up and I was powerless to stop him. All those sessions in his free-use rooms, the pleasure and pain, all at his direction, had destroyed all sexual resistance. My sex tingled every time I got another message from him. I knew if I saw him, or went to him, I would not be able to resist. I had truly become his submissive. 
 
    In the middle of my second week having lunch with Zane, Harrington came to our house late that evening, somehow knowing that Zane wasn’t there. I answered without looking who was at the door and Harrington pushed his way inside without asking. 
 
    I was suddenly back in the free-use Amsterdam house. All resistance faded instantly. Everything he told me to do, I did. From stripping my clothes off immediately to getting on my hands and knees, spreading myself for his viewing, I was his again. He dragged me up to the bedroom and fucked me repeatedly in my own marital bed. I could not stop him, and truthfully, didn’t want to. I hungered for the degradation and sexual release only he gave me. 
 
    We went at it much of the night, finally falling asleep together. I was exhausted from all the cumming. When morning light shined on the windows, he stirred, rolled me over, roughly taking my ass. I cried out but did not resist. I was totally his by that point, relishing his control, his dominance over me. 
 
    Once he had cum all over my rear, he reached over to take a pic of the white cream escaping, ready to send Zane pics. I had solved that problem as soon as I returned from Amsterdam, putting a lock on the phone that could only be opened with a six-digit code. He yelled at me to give him the code. I refused. He slapped me a couple times, pushing me back on the bed, hammering my sex with his fingers until he got hard again, then took me. His thrusts were vicious, uncaring. And I could not stop responding, exploding with release after release. This guy had my sexual number… I no longer had the power to resist. 
 
    But I still would not give him the code. The days of his interfering with my relationship with Zane were over, no matter how powerless I was to stop his sexual advances. He stormed out of the house in a rage, claiming he would show me who was the Master. 
 
    That day at lunch, Zane noticed the hand marks on my face. I was going to tell him anyway, but I burst into tears at his question, offering a full confession, telling him what happened, how I do not understand why I am powerless to stop him. 
 
    Zane took the rest of the day off. We changed all the locks on the doors, installed a home security system with video, and made sure all our phones were prepared with security codes. 
 
    Then he sat me down. “I know the situation with this guy, Bree. Never risk your safety thinking he will ever come between us again. Let him send them. I might actually enjoy seeing you in action,” he teased me. 
 
    By this time, I was actively crying again. I have never thought of myself as a weak woman, unable to control my impulses. But with Harrington, every part of me has been turned upside down. I simply can no longer resist when he is near. What part of my psyche allows him to take that control? I was more confused than ever. 
 
    At our lunch that Friday afternoon, Cole proposed a three-pronged attack to address the ‘Heller Problem’, he called it. 
 
    First, we go after the money. Raise the financial pain. Cole’s father would love to do that. He has already put together a plan to attack Heller Financials’ stock price. 
 
    Second, use the press. Start rumors of trouble at Heller Financial because the son is out of control. In the #MeToo era, this kind of campaign is automatically believed by a large segment of the population. Again, financial. Once people start pulling money out of their funds, the family will start to squeal at Harrington to stop. 
 
    Lastly, secure all communication, so he no longer can access your information. Zane and I were to change our personal cell numbers. I could leave the work contact information for now, but otherwise change everything else. He clearly has people that hunt down information for him. This will only slow him, but phone security is strong now days. Even the FBI must get specialists to try and break them. 
 
    “And if none of those work,” Cole said, “I will pay him a visit. Six years of combat skills have taught me a few pressure points. He might be persuaded that way.” 
 
    I hoped it didn’t come to that but thanked them for their advice. Part one and two were put into place. Zane went with me to the mobile store to change our numbers for part three. He got new phones for us both but kept the old phones operating. I asked him why, he said he would talk to me about it later. 
 
    After that was completed, Zane asked me if I was willing to have a cup of coffee, to talk. We went to a Wyatt’s on 63rd, sitting down for a conversation that was nothing short of shocking. 
 
    

  

 
   
    24 / Zane’s Alternative 
 
    “I am going to ask you some questions here. I don’t want you to think this has anything to do with whether we are getting back together again, ok? This is part of an alternative I have been considering, though it might be risky for us. I think it would work. These will be tough questions. I want honest answers.” 
 
    I had no idea where this was going but nodded, I would answer them. 
 
    “You want to go to Jackson Hole, don’t you?” Zane asked me. 
 
    “What?” I said, no kidding tough questions. I was suddenly on the edge of every risky thing I had ever done. 
 
    “Bree, we have been married a long time. Your face tells me a lot your mouth won’t. There is a reason you cannot resist him, isn’t there? Because you LIKE the way he makes you feel. You like the domination, the control. You have always liked me to be rough with you. Heller is just the next logical step in that progression.” 
 
    “Zane,” tears were already forming in my eyes, “I do not want to do anything that would interfere with our progress. I want to be a family again.” 
 
    “A careful non-answer. Here is mine. We will be a family again. That much is clear now. But Harrington cannot hang over us for the rest of our lives. For now… you promised you would answer these truthfully. Do you want to go to Jackson Hole with Harrington or not?” 
 
    I was quivering, should I tell him… “Yes…” I said, so softly he could barely hear me. “My sex trembles every time I think about it. The weekend in Amsterdam was… I don’t know how to say it… mesmerizing. I came so often… The humiliation of the open submission simply set me on fire. I’m so sorry, if this disappoints you, Zane.” 
 
    “No need to be sorry. That’s what I thought anyway. Not so hard now, was it?” he laughed. “Here’s my thought. Hear me out till the end… I think you should call Harrington and say you will go.” 
 
    “Are you out of your fucking mind?” I almost shouted it at him. People around us suddenly turned our direction. “Do you know how far into submission I would be by the end of another weekend? I may never come out again!” 
 
    “I didn’t say there would not be risks, there clearly would be. But you, my dear, are a master at roleplay. I suggest you go with him. He brought a bunch of his friends to Amsterdam, will do the same at Jackson Hole. Here’s my plan. Take them on in open submission, let your internal submissive flow freely. Cum and cum. More than free-use, give them everything they even thought about wanting.” 
 
    I was looking at him like he had gone insane. 
 
    “But for Harrington, you go into full roleplay mode. He is your cuckold. Weak, no dick, unable to satisfy, these other men are needed because he can’t do it himself… give him the full cuckold treatment in front of his friends. Embarrass the shit out of him. I’ve seen you do it to me in front of Brady, so I know you can. We both knew it was bullshit, but for whatever reason it excited me, so you did it. I think we can safely say one thing. Harrington Heller is no cuckold. He will go ballistic!” 
 
    “Jesus, Zane… he would go crazy! Maybe hurt me…” 
 
    “Nope, that guy is nothing if not cautious, especially with all those people in the house, everyone taking you as they please. If something happened to you that weekend, questions would be asked. We would raise them ourselves if no one else does, openly calling the police, FBI, state troopers. Leak stories to the press. They would love a juicy scandal for some rich brat. Once they start talking to the people who were there, someone will crack. He cannot take that risk.” 
 
    “What if he just tied me down and started whipping me?” 
 
    “From what I heard, you quite enjoyed that…”  
 
    “Jesus, Zane…” I hit him on his arm, laughing now. The idea of this was outrageous. Could I even do that? 
 
    “Let me tell you a story. When I was in 5th grade,” Zane said, “I had a 6th grader that kept bullying me. Bobbie Schaeffer. Much bigger kid than I was. Would take my lunch, push me down in front of my friends, constantly taunting, hitting me. I would come home every day crying to my mom. She would call the school and complain, but the kid was quite clever. No one saw him doing it… or would confess to it anyway. 
 
    “One afternoon, my dad told Mom he was taking me to the park to ‘throw some balls around’. Where we went was a Taekwondo studio. The Master at the school was a friend of my fathers. He as not going to teach me Taekwondo in an afternoon. He just taught me three punches. None were going to hurt Schaeffer or even slow him down. But they were designed to embarrass. If this little pipsqueak of a 5th Grader could push back, everyone could. The idea was to raise the cost of fighting enough to send him to other prey, my no longer being an easy mark. 
 
    “You know what? It worked. The next time Schaeffer came at me, I put everything I had into a punch to his face. Ok, all I had wasn’t much. But he lurched back to the surprise laughter of the other kids on the playground as I ran away. He came at me again a couple days later. This time mad as I had ever seen another kid. I tried the second punch, this time to his stomach. Knocked the wind out of him. He was struggling to breath as the other kids laughed at him. I never had to use the third one. Schaeffer never bothered me again.” 
 
    I struggled to make the connection at first, then got the point. Harrington was the bully and Zane was his dad in this analogy. If I raised the stakes for my participation, Harrington might choose to go elsewhere all on his own. 
 
    “But what if I go there and fall too deeply into the submission, unable to pull myself back out?” 
 
    “I didn’t say there were no risks. Allowing you to go to Amsterdam was a heavy risk too, but you came back. I didn’t know what to expect then… now I do. That’s why I kept our original phones. He can send me all the pics he wants. Knowing how much fun you are having; I will probably enjoy them a lot...” 
 
    “…but by the time he has been embarrassed in front of his friends…” 
 
    “Exactly, the bully moves on,” Zane chuckled. “Well, what do you think? A plan?” 
 
    “You would allow me to go there?” 
 
    “Please understand, Bree. I would prefer you not. But I would prefer Harrington was not involved in our lives either. We don’t always get what we want. Sometimes, we must choose to find the least bad alternative. And frankly, I trust your roleplay skills over anyone. You could catch him by surprise in such a way that his friends will taunt him for years. The last thing he would want is to hear from you again.” 
 
    I touched his arm. It was a brilliant idea, but so risky… 
 
    “Besides,” Zane chuckled. “I think you like that kind of group play. At least that’s what I saw on the videos. I really am a cuckold, my love. I get off on your receiving pleasure. If Harrington wasn’t such a jerk, having you go away with him for an occasional weekend of solid fucking might have gone on for years. Now, we are just trying to keep him out of our lives. What do you think?” 
 
    

  

 
   
    25 / Each Phase in Turn 
 
    We had worked out all the details. Now we had to implement the plan. First up was the highest risk for me. Agreeing to Jackson Hole. 
 
    [Bree]: Hey there. Thinking about Jackson Hole. 
 
    [Harrington]: And? 
 
    [Bree]: Still willing to take me? Our session last week. I can no longer resist. Need more cocks. 
 
    [Harrington]: What about Zane? 
 
    [Bree]: He understands my needs. 
 
    [Harrington]: Be ready next Friday. My driver will pick you up at 9 AM. 
 
    [Harrington]: I have a full crowd ready for you. 
 
    [Bree]: All my openings are looking forward to it. 
 
    [Harrington]: Unlocked your phone?  
 
    [Bree]: Zane asked me to. He wants more pics and videos, me in action. 
 
    [Harrington]: We will have fun. 
 
    I turned to look at Zane after the last send. “I hope this works. I’m a little worried though.” 
 
    “He won’t hurt you, Bree. He’s not THAT crazy.” 
 
    “I’m not so much worried about him hurting me… as I am about myself. Zane, I can’t explain what happens to me, exactly. I fall so deeply into submission… it’s like… I have a hard time coming back out. I WANT to submit, to give myself. Another full weekend of total submission? I... I… just hope I don’t lose the Bree you love in the process.” 
 
    “Me too,” Zane said. “I want you to come back. And just to give you some incentive to return, I want you to know the boys and I will be back in the house when you return from ‘New Jersey’.” 
 
    “Oh, Zane… you couldn’t have given me better news! Thank you. I so want to be a family again.” 
 
    “Then you better come back to us as the Bree we love. We can let the submissive Bree out to play again in the future. The real you better return after the weekend.” 
 
    The next day, I had my regular lunch with Derek and Cole. I told them all about the plan and the weekend in Jackson Hole. Neither were happy about it. 
 
    “Nuts like that can rationalize getting away with shit because they are so rich and powerful,” Derek warned. “I sure hope this does not blow up in your face.” 
 
    “Me to… What about the other phases?” I asked. 
 
    Cole said, “We had planned to start phase one starting next week anyway. Now, I will call my father. I think we should start both One and Two, the shorting and the rumors, to begin the Friday of your departure. While you are there, he will be distracted from all the negative publicity his family is receiving. Add that to the cuckold taunting, should be a heady mix for him to deal with, put the maximum pressure on him to let you go.” 
 
    That weekend, I planned out my cuckold taunts and humiliations with Zane. This was going to be a lot of fun. And decided… maybe… if he was going to tie me down, I might actually like it. That had been in Zane’s Top 5 fantasies anyway. Why not? 
 
    That Friday, I had my suitcase packed and was ready when the driver arrived at 9 AM. I didn’t expect to wear many clothes inside the building, but outside was another matter. I had gone to Jackie B’s to find something that would keep me moderately warm in the cool Wyoming air… while covering nothing. 
 
    As always, Jackie delivered, with a nightgown trimmed in lace on the top, but the long-sleeved gown was made of such a sheer fabric, that you could see the bumps on my areolas and my mound down below. Even if I were not allowed to be covered, I could wear this outside to keep me somewhat warm. 
 
    I was surprised when I hit the cabin of the plane to see Harrington already there. He had another friend with him. I guess we are going to start early. By the time we were in the air, all my clothes were strewn around the cabin and the two men were taking it to me. I had so missed this, did not even think about starting the plan yet. Just enjoyed all the cock and the orgasms. 
 
    By the time we got to the Jackson Hole airport, I was already glad we had settled on this plan. Another weekend of total sex was just what I needed. 
 
    The Heller car was waiting on the tarmac, but the driver was frantic when we all got in, me between Harrington and his friend, in the backseat. “I’m sorry to disturb you, Mr. Heller, but your father has been calling for the last few hours. He would like for you to call him right away. It’s an emergency.” 
 
    Harrington did not think anything of it, calling from the car as we drove toward the lodge. “What are you talking about?” he said. I could hear the voice on the other side screaming into the phone, but not quite make out what he was saying. 
 
    “The stock is down 30% today? Why?” Another round of yelling. “Me? I’m not involved with the company.” The yelling now was very pointed. I could see Harrington blanch, looking at me suddenly. “Where did that come from? Who is behind this?” 
 
    Harrington blanched another time. “WA? Why would they care what I do?” Another expletive laced round of yelling, then the phone cut off. 
 
    “What’s up, Harrington?” 
 
    “Westport Analytica is making a run at Heller stock, shorting it big time. The stock is already down 30%. They have been hearing rumors of sexual harassment allegations. Afraid it would drive people to drop Heller Funds.” 
 
    “Shit… have you had anyone make accusations?” 
 
    “Not that I know of…” 
 
    Suddenly the guy looked at me. We had done nothing but fuck for the last 3 hours. 
 
    “Don’t look at me,” I laughed. “I came here by choice… because I like to be fucked.” 
 
    The crude language made everyone in the car breakup in laughter. Still, I could see Harrington getting worried. Then his cell rang again. The person on the other end was speaking so loudly, I could hear the whole conversation. 
 
    It was the Wall Street Journal, wanting to get a comment on the story they are publishing in the weekend edition, about his house in Amsterdam where he has been running sex parties, with women trapped in cuffs against their will, forced to have sex with men, including Mr. Heller. That he has been seen multiple times at local sex clubs where a woman is tied to a table and everyone in the audience allowed to have sexual intercourse with her, all at the direction of Mr. Heller. 
 
    Harrington was denying everything to the reporter, but his voice was shrill with anxiety. It was all I could do not to break into a victory dance right there. 
 
    Zane had warned me how WA did its hedge fund work. Famous for it. Been investigated many times, but never had anything pinned on them. They would borrow shares of a stock, sell them on the open market, then spread rumors and buy the shares back at much lower prices when all the allegations turned out to be false. They had made billions over the years repeating this process. The bad news for Heller, Zane told me, is that all the rumors are true. Once the big media outlets get a hold of it, he will be scrutinized and hounded everywhere he goes. Witnesses will be found, testimony taken. Going to be a tough stretch for HH, Zane had laughed! 
 
    Harrington was still denying everything as we pulled into the Heller compound, located on a multi-thousand acre spread just east of town. The lodge was a wonder of new made to look old. The building looked like a giant log cabin, but it did not take much examination to see the logs were split and for looks only. But it was large, with vaulted ceilings and huge windows facing the northern view of the Grand Tetons. This was my first trip to Wyoming. The scenery was spectacular, breathtaking even. 
 
    At the rate Harrington was melting down in the seat next to me, I wasn’t sure if we were going to be doing any of this anyway. 
 
    He finally disconnected. “What the fuck?” he said. “Now why would WA want to come after me? I thought Hilliard and my father were friends…” 
 
    His friend laughed, “Nobody is a friend when there is money to be made…” 
 
    I got out of the car, walking into the front of the Heller place. Every step I took made me feel better. This was going to be so much fun! 
 
    

  

 
   
    26 / The New Cuckold 
 
    As soon as we walked in the front door, Harrington ordered me to take my clothes off. I did immediately. He reached over to me, demanding I give them to him. He threw them in the hall closet. I knew I would not see them again until I left on Sunday. All I had left on were my sandals. 
 
    Guys came to the foyer as soon as we arrived. One guy was already packed, his suitcase in hand. “Sorry, Harrington,” he said, as he walked out the door. “Can’t risk a reporter showing up this weekend.” Then he was gone. 
 
    One guy looked at him. “What did you do to piss off Hilliard at WA? That guy is gunning for you.” 
 
    “Don’t know, don’t care. Let’s have some fun.” He pointed at me, and with only a nod of his head, gave clear instructions for me to service these men in front of me. I went straight to them, grabbing their tools through their jeans, dropping to my knees, pulling their pants open. 
 
    They were laughing, helping me get their pants down. Before I even got started, three cocks were in my face and I was sucking each in turn, loving the play. How much I love this! Now I was only looking for the opportunity to drop my first cuckold bomb. 
 
    I sucked all of them until they were hard, then one of them picked me up, walking into the main living space where a huge coffee table ottoman sat in the middle of the floor. Soon all my holes were filled, and I was relishing the joy of group play once again. 
 
    I’ll say this for Harrington, he introduced me to something I knew was going to be my main sexual focus for much of the rest of my life as an escort. I was going to seek this out at every opportunity. The more guys, the better. 
 
    By this time, two other men had come in, stroking themselves, ready for an opportunity to join. The guy in my ass could not last, blowing the first load of the set. When Harrington tried to step in to replace him, I brushed him away. “Only real men get my back door.” The other men laughed at my joke, but when Harrington came back for another try, I pushed him away again. “Cuckolds don’t get my ass, Harrington. I told you that. I need something better than that teeny thing of yours.” 
 
    Now the guys were in belly laughs while another guy took the hint and pushed inside me ahead of Harrington. Heller just stood, staring at me. You could see the ‘what the fuck?’ written all over his face. He had given it to me very nicely all the way to Jackson Hole. What was I talking about? 
 
    But I didn’t care. I was being taken just as I wanted, every hole filled, the orgasms coming in cascading clumps. I lost track of Harrington as I gave myself to them. When the next person came, I allowed Harrington to come up to me, sliding himself in my mouth. I swallowed it easily. When you can take the Derek’s and Braylor’s of the world, the Harrington’s were never going to be a problem. 
 
    Another guy came in me. As there was shuffling around to get another cock into position, I pulled Harrington out of my mouth, saying “at least the small size allows me to get it in my mouth easily.” 
 
    Harrington had reached his limit already, giving me a hard swipe across the back of my head, “Don’t you talk to me that way, bitch.” 
 
    One of the other guys stepped up in an aggressive stance. “There will be none of that, Harrington. I will not stand for you hitting the woman who is taking care of us.” 
 
    Harrington tried a hard stare as the action stopped, everyone looking at him. The other guy was hard as a rock standing in front of me, but the sudden change in his attention had caused Harrington’s cock to deflate a little. I dropped it out of my mouth. “Oh, Harrington… having some trouble? Why don’t you sit on the side like a good cuckold and let the real men take care of me?” 
 
    Then his phone rang again from where his clothes laid. He pulled out of my mouth, running to the phone. Another man stepped up and I was back to three-hole heaven. How had I waited until my 30s to discover this wonderful experience?! 
 
    Harrington never approached me again the entire first evening, but the cocks kept coming. So glorious! I swear I had one continuous orgasm for two hours! Ok, a small exaggeration, but it was so much fun. I had a lot of them. 
 
    By the end of the night, two of the men dragged me to their bedroom and I went at it with them until we were all exhausted, falling asleep tangled together. I woke up before they did the next morning, walking into the main room, then the kitchen. Already, four men had gathered there, fixing coffee. I, of course, had no clothing on, walked from man to man, stroking them down below, touching their chests and arms. 
 
    “What’s on the agenda for today, guys? Hikes in the woods? Mountain climbing? Or seeing who can give me all I need?” 
 
    “You are a hot one, babe. I think you will get all you want this weekend, that’s for sure.” 
 
    Harrington’s nowhere to be found. As I was a little isolated from the others at one point, one guy, clearly a friend of Harrington’s, came up to me. “What’s the deal with taunting Harrington last night? I was in Amsterdam. You never did that.” 
 
    I hoped that what I said here got back to Harrington, so I said it a little louder to make sure everyone heard. “The guy is a Grade-A ass. Treats me like shit all the time, even when I agree to accommodate his friends. I love group play, he knows that, but won’t leave me alone to enjoy it. Just tired of it.” 
 
    That got the whole crowd laughing again as they looked at my ample breasts swaying, my nipples rigid and pointed in the cool mountain air. “Besides,” I chuckled softly, only to his friend, “I need someone with a real cock to get me going. Like yours. His is just too small to even count.” 
 
    The guy just shook his head. “You some cold piece of work, lady. I sure hope to never get on your bad side.” 
 
    Just as he said that Harrington came in the room. All eyes were diverted away, sheepishly trying to avoid eye contact. Harrington noticed right away. 
 
    “Excuse me, Brianna. Would you have a moment?” 
 
    “Sure,” I said, as I allowed him to lead me into the next room. 
 
    “What the fuck was that about last night?” 
 
    “What do you mean?” I asked, my voice implying complete innocence. 
 
    “All that cuckold shit and my having a tiny cock.” 
 
    “Well… if the shoe fits…” 
 
    “God damn it. What is this about?” 
 
    “About?…” 
 
    “I was supposed to spend the weekend sharing you with my friends. Every time I get close to you, you keep throwing insults at me.” 
 
    “Oh that… I thought you liked that. Kept doing it to my husband over and over. Remember? Now, you better get used to it,” I said, anger dripping from every word. “You are a pig who tried to destroy my family… for what? Nothing… for your entertainment! You touch me once this weekend, I will taunt you like the weak-dicked, pathetic scum you are. You’ll be lucky to have a friend in the room by the time I’m done with you.” 
 
    Then I walked back into the kitchen where even more guys had joined. Before I knew what happened, I was bent over the kitchen table with a cock pounding into me, my screams of pleasure filling the room. As soon as he came, another was right behind him. Oh, how I love this. 
 
    

  

 
   
    27 / The Truth Revealed 
 
    I did not see Harrington again for over 24 hours. We were deep into Sunday morning. I, on the other hand, had been run through a cock-gauntlet. There were very few times that whole weekend when I did not have something in me. 
 
    But in between sessions, there was always a lot of chatter. I heard that Heller stock has continued to decline in the aftermarket, now down 36% from where it started on Friday, that Heller’s father is pissed and threatening to pull the financial plug on him. Three other news outlets have been interviewing people associated with his previous ‘play parties’. There were many women before me. Some of the previous girls have come forward. 
 
    A website called ‘Buzz’ had found a video of the auditorium performance where the woman was forced to have sex with whoever wanted to take her. Regrettably, people were saying, the video was so fuzzy, no one could tell who the woman was. That one freaked me out, worried they would be able to tell it was me. 
 
    I could hear cell phones constantly pinging with updates. By the afternoon on Sunday, I had cum so many times I was starting to get lightheaded. I was in the middle of my favorite: a great three-way, one in each hole. These guys were great, really taking it to me as I moaned with the pleasure. 
 
    Harrington came into the main living space where I was on the ottoman. 
 
    “I’m sorry, my friends,” Harrington said, “but we are going to have to cancel the rest of the weekend. Some urgent family business came up. The young lady and I must leave right away. We will arrange another later.” 
 
    None of the guys stopped, but they all picked up the pace to cum as quickly as they could. After that, everyone went up to their rooms, grabbed their stuff, then left. They were all gone before I could even figure out what happened. I was still flopping with the memories of cumming as I laid on the ottoman. 
 
    “Now that they are gone,” Harrington said, the coldness in his voice was truly terrifying. He grabbed me into his arms. I fought him, but he was just too strong. Down the hall from the main room was a familiar sign over the door, ‘Freedom’. Oh shit… 
 
    Within moments, he had one wrist cuffed to the ceiling in his free-use room. I was fighting him now, kicking and punching, but it made no difference. Sooner than I could imagine, I was in a full X-position in the middle of the room, screaming for help. No one was there. 
 
    “Not such a smart ass now, are you, Bree? Before I am done with you, every square inch of that beautiful body will be covered with stripes. I may even peel some skin off. That will make a lovely sound when you wail to the distant universe with no one listening…” 
 
    “Harrington, people know I am here. My husband. If I do not return tonight, they will send the police.” 
 
    “Good for them. In moments, everyone that was at the party will see me take off with a young woman. I arranged a double while you were playing yesterday. Everyone involved will testify that I was on that plane and dropped you off, the driver taking you home.” 
 
    He pulled out a pair of nipple clamps. “In the meantime, we are going to have a lot of fun. You see, typically, these instruments are used for what is called pleasure/pain, you use just enough pain to enhance the pleasure. Not this time, we are calling this pain/pain.” 
 
    Each clamp went on a nipple. I had done this before, quite liked it then, but this time, he was pulling the connecting chain harder and harder. Shit… I think he is going to rip my nipples off! I screamed with the torment. 
 
    “That was a good introduction, but first we need to apply some punishment.” 
 
    He pulled out a bamboo cane with three sticks, each 18 inches long. My back and ass were then riddled with stripes as I continued screaming with the agony as strikes rained down. He suddenly stopped, moving around to the front. 
 
    He pulled up a table, sitting on a high stool right in front of me. I wasn’t certain, but they looked like a series of small weights. What was he going to do with those? 
 
    “Each of these weights is small on its own. Not much. But your nipples are not designed to take much more than a baby’s suckling. You already have the weight of the clamps.” He took a weight in his hand, letting it sway in front of my face. 
 
    “Bree, I am going to ask you a series of questions and you are going to answer. For each wrong answer, I am going to add a weight to your nipple chain. I believe the soft tissue will start to tear at 6. After that, well… I have never gone that far.” 
 
    I was looking down at him, real fear in my eyes now. He knew it. 
 
    “My investigators say the source of the information for the WA allegations is one Cole Hilliard, the son of the founder. Who just happens to own a bar in your fair city… Do you know Cole?” 
 
    “No…” 
 
    “Oohh… wrong answer.” He placed a weight on the chain. The clamps already hurt. Now the quality of the burn increased. 
 
    “Do I need to ask again?” 
 
    “Yes, I know Cole.” 
 
    “That’s better. Now… what does he know about me?” 
 
    “Nothing…” 
 
    “Oh, there’s another wrong answer,” placing another weight on the chain. They were both in agony now as the pinch of the clamp twisted them harder. 
 
    “Let me refresh your memory.” He returned to my back and ass, this time with a flogger of plastic beads that rippled pain every time he slashed hard against the skin. Now I was crying, pleading for him to stop. The combination of nipple and back pain was much worse than anything I had ever experienced. 
 
    “Let’s start again. You know Cole. What does Cole know about me?” 
 
    Suddenly, the door of the free-use room slammed opened, in walked Cole, Zane and Derek, all with guns drawn. Derek had a shotgun, Zane what looked like a military assault rifle, and Cole two handguns. Where had Zane gotten an assault rifle?! 
 
    “Cole knows a lot about you. First of which is that you are a major asshole…” Cole said, the tone of menace unmistakable. “… who has been a very bad boy.” 
 
    Before Harrington could respond, Zane stepped up to me. “Sorry, we’re late, babe,” he said, as Harrington continued to step back from Cole. “Big house. You know how it is, always find what you are looking for in the last place you look.” 
 
    I was actively crying now, a cry of relief at their arrival. Zane helped me down from the X restraints as Cole stood over Harrington and Derek went through the drawers of the room. 
 
    Cole started laughing as Harrington looked at him, “I know more than I want to, that’s for sure.” 
 
    As I moved out of the X position, Cole began to signal with the gun for Harrington to replace me. Cole held the gun on him while Derek and Zane fastened the cuffs. As soon as he was in place, the rage that consumed me exploded. I stepped up and kicked him solidly in the balls, then walked over to the cabinet, picking up the bamboo cane, slashing every part of his body. I did not stop at his back and ass, chest, thighs, stomach, every part of him was fair game. 
 
    “Wait, my love, you need to see the real impact.” Zane walked up with scissors Derek had found in a drawer. He began to systematically cut off all of Harrington’s clothing. There he was, standing naked in front of us. I walked up, shoving his underwear into his mouth, then started again, peppering his body with strike after strike. 
 
    Before I could tear skin off, Zane pulled me away. He had to wrestle the canes out of my hand to keep me from hitting him. I was crying again as the tumult of the last hour finally settled in, but the rage burned hotter. 
 
    “Yes indeed,” Cole said. “Brianna here is a special friend of my family. When my father discovered what you were doing to her and Zane… well… he just could not live without punishing your whole clan, and last I looked, making a fucking billion dollars! $10 million of which he is paying to each of us as a finder’s fee for the information.” 
 
    Harrington was dumbstruck, staring at Cole. 
 
    “Hey, guys, look what I found…” Derek said from one of the cabinets. It was a blowtorch. He fired it up with a tight flame. “Now what can we do with this?” He walked over to Harrington, appearing to have every intention of using it as the flame got closer to his balls. Harrington was now screaming through the underwear for him to stop. 
 
    Zane helped me sit down on a chair, then walked up to Harrington. “Now here’s the thing, Heller,” he began. His voice was so calm, it was downright evil, like the dentist in Marathon Man, asking ‘Where are ‘z diamonds?’ Harrington was riveted to his every word. “I never want to see your fucking face again. Not ever. And neither does anyone I know, including my wife. 
 
    “If anyone I know sees you, or has anything happen unexpected, or surprisingly, or any of our businesses have surprise financial events, I will assume you are involved. I will hunt you down like the rabid dog you are, cut your balls off, shove them in your mouth, and then blow your fucking brains out. Is that clear?” The look on his face frightened even me. The was no question in Harrington’s mind that this was a true prediction of his future. 
 
    Harrington could not say anything, just nodded yes. 
 
    “The Ramsey household is finished with you, forever. You know, it’s a real shame too, because you were a great lover, gave her so many orgasms she was panting every time she came home. She loves these weekends so much; I would have allowed her to go to you several times a year. But that couldn’t be enough, you had to throw in all the psycho games. We’re finished with that.” 
 
    Zane looked at everyone in the room, then back to Harrington. “My friend Cole here is a 6-year Marine veteran that served 3 tours in the desert. He knows more about the application of pain than any of the rest of us combined. You don’t want us making a return visit, now do you?” 
 
    Harrington shook his head… no… no return. 
 
    “Good,” Zane said, picking me up off the chair. “Get your clothes, babe.” I did not answer, just walked out the door, toward the hall closet, returning while putting them on. As I walked in, I caught the last of his conversation with Harrington. 
 
    “Don’t think for a minute I was kidding about what I said here. You have done terrible damage to my family. You might think you can get away with anything because you’re rich, but you would be mistaken. A bullet always tells the truth.” I stared at Zane. Bob Lee Swagger would be so proud! 
 
    Cole came up to him, pulling his underwear out of his mouth. “Probably wasn’t a good idea for you to send the staff away for such a long time. Hope your arms do not fall off by the time someone returns.” 
 
    “You can’t leave me like this,” Harrington protested. 
 
    We all just laughed, continuing to hear his shouting as we left the building. 
 
    

  

 
   
    28 / A New Normal? 
 
    Out front was Zane’s SUV. By the time we got in the car and driving off, I could see the security guard that had been hogtied in the security station at the entrance. 
 
    We did not stop driving, except for gas, eating and bathroom breaks, until we were safely back home. Along the way, Cole told of how treacherous Harrington had been as a kid when they spent summers together in Martha’s Vineyard, taunting him, calling him racist names, doing things to be intentionally cruel. He knew for damn certain that he was going to exact his revenge on me. So, they left the house early Friday, the three of them switching off driving as they made a 16 hour straight run to Wyoming. 
 
    They had been keeping the house under surveillance ever since they arrived. When all the men left, and then a man and woman followed shortly after, getting on the plane, who anyone with a binocular could tell was not Harrington and Bree, they knew something was wrong. Cole snuck up on the security guard, then they went through the house looking for me. 
 
    I came home to find Zane already moved in, but the kids still at the rental with a babysitter. We called Cole’s father, telling him we had returned safely. He was apparently not kidding about the $10 million finder’s fee. We would all have to declare it as income that year, but we still came home with a multi-million-dollar payday for our efforts. 
 
    How was I ever going to repay these guys… not only for saving me, but for the emotional support as well? 
 
    The following day, Zane and I picked up the kids and we drove home, the first time we had been together as a family in a month. The boys flew into my arms. There is nothing that compares to the zing of love you feel when your own child runs across the yard, happy to see you. 
 
    A couple weeks later, we read news reports that the Board at Heller Financial had elected to strip Harrington Heller of his responsibilities for the corporate philanthropic efforts. There were also rumors that he had been found by household staff in a compromising bondage position in a specially designed dungeon room at the Heller estate in Jackson Hole, as other news articles poured out of the US media complex about his sexual proclivities. 
 
    I especially relished the news coverage of him leaving his house in Massachusetts, surrounded by cameras and flashing lights, as he tried to make his way to the limousine in front, surrounded by newly hired bodyguards. Women were coming from all over the US, claiming to have been trapped in his snare. DAs in four states have already announced plans to charge him. 
 
    We hoped to never see him again. Luckily, none of the reports have included my name and I had no intentions of joining that list of women, becoming a part of the circus. 
 
    Cole, Derek, and Zane were now full-out friends, not just partners in crime. ‘My men’ as I have come to call them, go to football games together, bought season tickets for State U basketball, and Zane even joined us for our monthly lunch at Alfredo’s. 
 
    I did not return to the escort life. For several months, we were just a family again. None of us needed to work any longer, after our WA payday, though we did. I became a stay-at-home mother, Zane continued his expansion of Wyatt’s Coffee Shops, and I went back to struggling with what passed for ‘new math’ for my sons. I couldn’t have been happier. 
 
    But the desire in me remained. The escort experience led down some dark paths, we all knew that now, but the call of the wild pleasure remained strong within me. Zane and I went back to sharing fantasies. Whenever we were having what we now called our ‘sessions’, Zane would pretend to be someone else and treat me very roughly. I so loved those special nights… 
 
    After five months of this, one Saturday night, Zane told me to doll up. He was taking me out to one of the best restaurants in town, Tomasino’s. The restaurant was classic upscale Italian, with waiters in white-aproned uniforms, starched jackets, white tablecloths and so many silverware and crystal in a place-setting, Zane always made as if he didn’t know what to do with them every time we went. It became our latest running joke. But the food was broadly praised as the best in the city, and we used this place for all our special occasions. 
 
    He had apparently called ahead to arrange for a romantic table in the corner, somewhat isolated from the rest, telling the maître d’ we were celebrating and wanted something romantic. Zane even made a big show of shaving my pubis before we left, telling me not to wear anything underneath. We hadn’t done THAT in a long time. By the time we got home, I was going to hump this man so hard! 
 
    I wore a simple black dress I had picked up at Jackie B’s during my playing days. The garment was so tight it looked like it was poured on me. Made of a medium-weight knit, the front formed a plunging deep V-neckline with most of my back exposed. My large breasts simply could not be ignored in this outfit. 
 
    When matched with the length, down to mid-thigh, and black suede ankle strap heels, I was smoking hot for our special night out… if I do say so myself! 
 
    We had eaten and were enjoying an after-dinner coffee, when Zane asked if I missed the escort life. 
 
    “Kind of… I miss the sexual pleasure, for sure,” I said, “but the thrill is now tempered with knowledge of how risky it could be. I have been reluctant to go back. Why?” 
 
    “I have missed it too,” he said. “My cuckold needs have not been met lately. You’ve been falling down on the job, babe!” 
 
    I laughed at his joke, touching his arm lightly. “Do you want me to start again?” A little puzzled about his statement and what it meant. 
 
    “Been thinking about it a lot. I think… well, the answer is yes. I would like to return to the way we were before, you out several nights a week. We could go back to the 3-night max if you are interested. I am…” 
 
    “Zane… I don’t even know what to say. I have not brought it up because the last one went so badly. Are you sure?” 
 
    “Oh, I’m more than sure.” He reached into his pocket, pulling out a room keycard for the large business hotel across the street from Tomasino’s. “I’m so sure, I have arranged for your first client. He is waiting for you now in room 815. I have arranged for the kids to stay over with friends tonight, so you are free to stay the whole night.” 
 
    I could not have been more shocked, but more excited. “Really? Tonight?” 
 
    “And I’ve got another surprise. Put your foot in my crotch.” 
 
    I slipped the sandal off, stretching it out to feel him. My God! He had the cage on! When had he done that? As I felt the cage with my toes, I could feel him wrap the key chain around my ankle. 
 
    “You can take it off tomorrow night, when you fuck my brains out, telling me the story of what you did. Deal?” 
 
    “Oh, my love, thank you for this. I love you so much.” 
 
    Zane looked at his watch. “Better get going. Your client is going to get impatient.” 
 
    I put my foot down, slipping the sandal back on. My heart was pounding with this sudden turn in the evening. Abruptly, my mind turned to who he had gotten. Did he turn on my website without telling me? Or go back to one of my regulars? 
 
    “Thank you, thank you, my love,” as I kissed him on my way by, practically running out of the restaurant. 
 
    I stood in front of room 815. The near sprint across the street had left me slightly winded. I stopped at the door, trying to calm down, but I knew it was of no use. I was so excited to be taken again, my pussy was back to full-tingling mode, as I touched the doorbell. 
 
    Derek opened the door… 
 
    

  

 
   
    29 / Back in the Groove 
 
    I flew into Derek’s arms, as his warm smile welcomed me. His kiss was filled with love and joy, as I melted into his embrace. The one thing about this dress is that it was one piece and, with nothing underneath, would mean I was naked with one movement. Derek knew just what to do, yanking it off. 
 
    He threw me to the bed and was on me in moments. We made love - hard, fast, soft, slow - all night long. I could not imagine ever getting tired of this man and his more than handsome tool. By the time I woke the next morning, cuddled tight against his body, every sexual bell in my body had been rung. 
 
    Throughout the night, we sent Zane pics and short video clips of Derek ravaging my body. I laughed at the thought of how uncomfortable Zane was feeling inside that cage! 
 
    We made love twice more before leaving mid-morning. My oldest had to get to baseball practice at 11. Weird, right? An entire night of debauchery, and all I could think about was getting my son to baseball practice. 
 
    After that, we cranked up the website again and it did not take long for me to be back to my full 3-a-week schedule. Let’s face it, there’s a great degree of freedom when you have millions in the bank, a loving husband and family for support, friends to lean on, and all the sex you can handle. I was an incredibly happy camper! 
 
    Zane would go inside the cage every Tuesday before I left for a gig, then I would let him out on Friday night when we would share my experiences and he would cum with explosive results. He loved the cage, it turned out, but he really loved when we took it off, always to orgasmic pleasure for us both! 
 
    One fantasy of his remained, my being taken in front of a large group, with him watching. We had long planned a riverboat cruise down the Rhine River. As it happens, these cruises always start in Amsterdam. 
 
    When we were first discussing our fantasies, the now famous Top 5 list that got us started on hotwifing in the first place, No. 3 was for him to take me to a sex club, tie me to a table in a public room, and hump me in front of everyone, with the table turned so my face could be seen by everyone in the room. 
 
    At the time, he told a story of a college road trip to Amsterdam when they saw a young American college girl who had volunteered, then been thoroughly fucked by a black bull in front of everyone. 
 
    In many ways, this was what had happened to me on my trip to Amsterdam with Harrington. He had me tied to a table and allowed everyone access to my openings. I found the whole experience exhilarating, erotic, and… I wanted to do it again. This time, with Zane in the audience. 
 
    It turned out, the club was called The Pussycat Club and it was still operating. I emailed with the managers several times, telling them what I wanted to do. They were happy to arrange the surprise as I requested. 
 
    The plan was for us to go to the club for watching the night before the river cruise departed, but when they asked for volunteers from the audience, I would be the one chosen. They would take me on the stage, strip me in front of everyone, including Zane, of course, tie me to the table, then the bull would come out and do whatever he wanted. My sex was tingling with the idea of reliving this experience, and providing what Zane wanted. 
 
    The flight to Amsterdam could not have been better. We flew First Class. I gave him a blow job during the night, officially joining the Mile High Club. The next two days we took several tours around the canals and waterfront of the city, tried some marijuana at a coffee shop, even visited the world-famous Rijksmuseum to see the giant Rembrandt ‘Night Watch’. Spectacular! 
 
    It was a terrific art museum, but my attention could only focus on what was coming that night. We stayed at the Hotel Sofitel Grand near the club. As we got back to the hotel, tired from our day, I suggested we take a shower, that he could shave me, and we could go to one of the sex clubs he had told me about. Great idea, he said! 
 
    Walking up to the Pussycat Club, while trying to act like I didn’t know what to expect, may have been my best roleplay job ever! I had sent management a picture of myself, so they would know who to take out of the audience. Otherwise, we innocently came in, paying the fee like every patron. The ticket taker recognized me instantly, winking at me as we passed through. 
 
    Instead of an auditorium, like the club where I was displayed with Harrington, this one had a series of tables, like a night club. Almost every table was filled with couples there to spice up their visit to the Canal City. I wondered at that moment, how many of these people we would see on the river boat in the morning! Would make for interesting cruise table talk, for sure… 
 
    The lights went down as light music played. The host came on stage, in perfect English, telling us what was planned for the evening. But, he said, they needed a volunteer from the audience to be on the table. 
 
    Zane was all over me, ‘do it.’ ‘put your hand up.’ I acted hesitant, finally putting my hand up, sheepishly. As expected, I was picked from all the hands that had been raised. They helped me to the front, turning me to face the audience. While the host told the audience about the man that was going to come out here and ravish our lovely volunteer, he was slowly taking my clothes off. 
 
    It was all I could do to stand still! My sex was on fire with need, the anticipation of having Zane watch me broadcast for all to see by my flush color, rigid nipples, and moisture already flowing down my leg. I had been waiting for these weeks now! 
 
    Young women came from the side, attached leather cuffs to my ankles and wrists, then they gently laid me across the table at center stage, fastening my limbs to the table. My ass was sticking up as they attached my spread ankles to the table legs. 
 
    The host came up behind, spreading my ass cheeks, showing everyone how wet I was already. “This one really knows what she wants, what do you think?” the host asked. The crowd cheered, Zane one of the most enthusiastic. And I did, wanted this badly. They could have used a zucchini on me at that point, I wouldn’t have cared, I was so aroused. 
 
    

  

 
   
    30 / The Final Fantasy 
 
    A soft drum roll came over the sound system. Hearing footsteps on the stage, I turned my head to look at him and was stunned. Oh my god! It was Cole! The black man standing in front of me in only a cloth covering his crotch was our friend Cole! 
 
    I jerked my head around to look at Zane. He just winked at me. So much for it being a surprise. He had known all along what I planned and had talked our friend Cole into being the bull. Zane knew I had wanted him for so long, but just never got the chance. 
 
    Management had discussed the routine with Cole. He came up to me, throwing the cloth off. Then came the next surprise. He was huge! Made Derek and Braylor look like miniatures. His shaft hung half-way down his thigh… while soft! I had no idea how long it would be when hard. 
 
    Again, I turned to Zane, my jaw gaping open. He looked at me with a big smile, giving me ‘two thumbs up’ with his hands, mouthing silently to ‘have fun.’ 
 
    Cole was already hardening. I gasped at his girth, wondering if that monster would fit! My body was trembling with the desire for him to be inside me. He was one mass of chiseled muscle, broad chest, six-pack abs, muscular thighs. He came up to offer his shaft to my mouth, leaning down, whispering softly so only I could hear, “Surprise!” 
 
    I could only smile as he pressed the huge head against my lips. I opened as wide as I could, but even with all my practice over the last year and the intense training from Derek, he was wider than anything I had ever faced before. He pushed the head in. I tried to adjust my angle a couple times, but it was no use. It was just too big. Only 3-4 inches would go in. 
 
    Cole was so aroused, though, it did not make any difference. He was jutting out like a spear ready to do its damage. And my pussy was on fire, ready to be speared! 
 
    As was the routine, he walked into the audience, a bottle of lube in his hand. The host asked for another volunteer. I turned my head to watch. An older woman with gray hair, face turning red with her embarrassment, was being actively encouraged by her husband to do it. She finally raised her hand. Cole walked over to her, handing her the bottle of lube. 
 
    Before she spread some across the top, she lowered her head and shocked everyone in the place by swallowing the entire shaft down her throat, groaning all the way down. The crowd erupted in a roar of approval, clapping, and cheering. She plunged him up and down a few times, before pulling out, gulping for air. The crowd continued to cheer, and she bowed to the praise, as if she had been become part of the show. Which, of course, she just had! 
 
    She covered the top of the shaft with lube, then stroked him to spread the lube around. She looked over at her husband, who simply beamed with his approval. Zane told me later the guy’s cock was sticking clear out in front. 
 
    Cole then looked back at the host, who stepped forward. “What do you think he should do with that?” he asked the crowd. Cries of ‘fuck her’, ‘do her’, stick it in’, came out of the audience. Then the host turned to me, “What do you want, my dear?” 
 
    I knew the routine from Zane’s previous story, shouting “I want him to fuck me till I can’t stand any longer!” The host guffawed with the crowd. “Better give the lady what she wants,” he said, trying to stop laughing, using hand gestures to Cole to do what he likes. 
 
    He wasted no time, walked straight up to me, pushing the head in. He was so large, I grimaced at first, but soon adjusted as the pleasure consumed me. By the time he was all the way in, I was thrashing on this pole, feeling every inch of him pressing my canal outward. The first orgasm came shortly after he was in, as I groaned with the release. The crowd cheered. 
 
    After this first release, I turned to look at Zane again. His smile could have lit the city that night. 
 
    Before Cole started really giving it to me, they rotated the table, so my face pointed toward the audience. This was a part of Zane’s fantasy I insisted upon. He wanted to see my face as I was being taken. 
 
    That was the final pause before the storm. Cole hammered into me now. His size and girth driving my pleasure to new heights. I exploded with orgasms, one after the other. The crowd would cheer with every release. Zane said I looked like I was giving childbirth as I came, I had such a grimace. 
 
    Cole lasted a very long time, because I was beginning to tire from all the cumming when he finally pulled out, blasting his cum all over my back. 
 
    The host leaned down to my head, acting like he was speaking to me, called out to the crowd, with an agreement we had already discussed. “The lady has agreed to allow anyone that wants… to come on stage and release onto her back and ass. Any volunteers?” 
 
    It seemed like every male in the place immediately jumped up, jostling for position as they pulled their rods out, beating furiously. Soon, rope after rope fell all over my body. I could feel the warmth of each strand as it landed. My eyes never left Zane as I whimpered with each strand that landed. Cum coated my back, my ass, my thighs… 
 
    A couple guys chose my face, but one stepped forward that I recognized. I looked up as Zane was stroking himself. 
 
    “Like your surprise?” he said, the wicked grin telling me he had enjoyed it. I nodded my head as he blasted his cum all over my face, leaning down to kiss me on top of my head. Must have been the only place he could find not covered with cum. Camera clicks were blazing, including my phone with Cole at the helm. 
 
    When everyone was finished, two women came out of the back with wash rags and towels, cleaning the spunk off my body and face. They disconnected my wrists and ankles, then Cole and I stood in front. I motioned for the older lady to come up to join us. Turning red again, she came on stage, stroking Cole’s shaft another time to the applause of the crowd who was standing and cheering. There was no question. She would like to do that again. 
 
    And the surprises were just beginning. Cole went out to dinner with us after the show, then came back to the room. The three of us made love constantly through most of the night. Then I discovered that Zane had booked the cabin next to us on the cruise, with an adjoining door. Cole was taking the cruise with us. 
 
    Throughout the next two weeks, I switched nightly between who I slept with. For the last four days, Zane put the cage on, and I stayed with Cole every night. Zane kept the door partially open. The moaning coming from the cabin must have kept half the ship awake every night. I could hear Zane’s own moaning coming from our cabin. 
 
    Cole was an incredible lover, with size and staying power like no one I had ever met. It certainly got Zane going. The last night, I took his cage off. He and Cole pounded me all night. I will never think about cruising quite the same again. 
 
    

  

 
   
    Epilogue 
 
    We returned home to continuing good news about Harrington Heller. The four Districts Attorney who claimed they were going to file against him had decided to consolidate all their cases into the one state he did not want, Massachusetts. This state apparently has the strictest, most punitive laws in the country. Both Zane and I cheered as we watched him doing the ‘perp walk’ on national TV. 
 
    We settled down to living our normal lives. Well, as normal as ours could be. I still did escort gig’s three days a week, Zane still did the cage in preparation for our Friday night sex fest, and the boys grew. 
 
    How could life be any better than to have a loving husband who understands what we both need, fine children, financial freedom to enjoy all of that, and all the cock I could want? Yes, indeed, life was good. 
 
      
 
    THE END 
 
    

  

 
   
    From other books… 
 
    All of my stories take place in a fictitious Midwest city where the characters often share the same places and people. When I mention a particular character or concept in the book, this place will give you the information of where to find it. 
 
    Wyatt & Nikki Newman, Wyatt’s Coffee 
 
    Nikki’s Accident: A First-Time Hotwife Romance (Book 1) 
 
    Nikki’s Hotwife Desire: A Good Cuckold Makes All the Difference (Book 2) 
 
    The BigPlay pill and its origins 
 
    My Wife Loves BigPlay: A First-Time Wife Sharing/Cuckold Tale of Discovery (Book 1) 
 
    My Wife & the BigPlay Five: A Wife Sharing/Cuckold/Interracial Romance (Book 2) 
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    Also by GK Grayson 
 
    Like what you read? Try these other books from GK Grayson. 
 
    ‘Bree Likes to Play’ Series 
 
    So, you want to know how I came to change my profession, from a manager of a local bank branch, to now an escort with clients from all over the US? Well, not exactly escort. That word has connotations that might mislead. More accurately, I am a highly selective hotwife with freedom to choose any partner I want. And ended up, with my husband’s blessing, even encouragement, to become a professional. We figured... what the heck? If I am going to do it anyway, I might as well get paid for my efforts. 
 
    From Hotwife to Escort: With My Husband’s Blessing (Book 1) 
 
    From Hotwife to Escort 2: My Husband Struggles to Understand (Book 2) 
 
    My Hotwife Inside: A First-Time Journey of Discovery 
 
    When my husband, Parker, told me he fantasized about my becoming a hotwife, I told him he was crazy. Then I accidently found out my parents had been a hotwife/cuckold couple for over a decade. Reconciling the shock of my parents with my own desire was a struggle. Much to my surprise, I discovered a hotwife buried deep inside. Like mother, like daughter, for sure. And now I want to let my hotwife out to run. As my folks’ stumble with their worsening family situation, can Parker and I find a way to satisfy my growing needs without the chaos? 
 
    ‘Angel’ Series 
 
    Angel had started his ‘practice’, as a Bull for couples, some years before. He had a lot of fun, thought he was doing some good, and loved his motivated hotwives. That is, until he ran into something totally unexpected: a couple that would not take no for an answer. He became trapped in their web of deceit. Coming out alive was now his biggest challenge. Indeed, being a bull can get very complicated. This story features Angel from my book, His Cuckold Craving. 
 
    Angel 1: Being a Bull Can Get Complicated (Book 1) 
 
    ‘Kelly’s Training’ Series 
 
    Kelly is a 19-year-old college student that accidentally runs into a car in a parking lot. This commonplace event introduced her to the Hernandez family. They recognized her immediately for what she was: a true submissive. They invited her into their BDSM world to help her realize the full potential of her gift. Kelly agreed to participate in their four-week training program. Can she submit to their sexual will, giving herself to them completely? Or is her head-strong nature too much to be contained? 
 
    The True Submissive: Week 1, a Story of BDSM Discovery (Book 1) 
 
    The True Submissive 2: Learning to Submit (Book 2) 
 
    The True Submissive 3: Giving Her All (Book 3) 
 
    ‘Nikki’s Desire’ Series 
 
    Nikki’s feeling of missed opportunities was keeping her awake at night as she approached her 35th birthday. She loved her husband, Wyatt, but no matter how hard she tried, this feeling would not go away. Then an accident at a club set in motion a new direction, with Nikki becoming a hotwife for her husband. Can their loving relationship survive? 
 
    Nikki’s Accident: A First-Time Hotwife Romance (Book 1) 
 
    Nikki’s Hotwife Desire: A Good Cuckold Makes All the Difference (Book 2) 
 
    ‘Learning to Live Again’ Series 
 
    After his wife died of cancer, Hudson needed to break away from his overwhelming grief. He decided to take a long road trip to shake off his sorrow. Along the way, as life would have it, he picked up a hitchhiker, who turned out to be Riley from the Hitchhiker series. Now Riley… she has a different take on life than Hudson’s grieving widower. Together, they discover new possibilities for life... and for love. 
 
    This is a story of a growing May/December romance, a travelogue, and the halting attempts of a person to find peace after the loss of someone very dear. Both Hudson and Riley are broken people in totally different ways. As they travel across the US, they are both wondering if a relationship is possible, for either of them, ever again. 
 
    Enjoy their journey, as they learn the universal truth for us all: together is the key. 
 
    This is not my normal erotica. There is ‘frank sexual discussion’ here, but not as original purpose. More, as a friend described its content, a ‘hint of erotica’. 
 
    Learning to Live Again: A Love Story of Renewal (Book 1) 
 
    Becoming a Mentor: Nora’s Hotwife Journey 
 
    Nora was an elderly woman who helped a young couple get over a marital rough patch in my book, Mentoring Ellie. She introduced them to the hotwife lifestyle by mentoring Ellie and Carter on the importance of maintaining the ‘us’ in their relationship. Along the way, I gave hints about Nora’s hotwife experiences, and how her own husband, Benjamin, encouraged her to explore new sexual adventures, almost from the start of their marriage. 
 
    This book is not the second in a series exactly. Let’s call it a standalone ‘companion piece’ to the first book. The events here took place long before Ellie and Carter came along. Only Nora, Benjamin, and Manny remain. 
 
    This is Nora’s journey to obtaining that wisdom, how she gathered the experience to become a mentor to Ellie. Her adventures were filled with both the joy of new discoveries and the heartache of finding her way in uncharted emotional waters. Enjoy the journey with her… 
 
    Mentoring Ellie: A First-Time Hotwife Romance 
 
    Nora was a retiree glad to see a young couple moving into their older neighborhood. When Ellie and Carter began to confide in her about struggles with the move, and the impact on their relationship, Nora decided her own experience as a hotwife might be just what they needed. She decided to offer mentoring advice to them both. What follows are wild adventures for them all. Can their marriage survive? 
 
    His Cuckold Craving: A First-Time Hotwife/Bisexual Romance 
 
    Reese accidently discovered her husband’s secret stash of links on his computer. What she found astonished her. Jonathan wanted to be a cuckold. He had a strong craving for her to be taken by another man, while he was forced to watch. She decided to surprise him by making these dark fantasies a reality. Unexpectedly for him, the action veers quickly off course, as Reese and Angel, the bull she found, push their new cuckold in a direction Jonathan had not envisioned. 
 
    ‘BigPlay’ Series 
 
    Ryan, the Lead Scientist at BigLabs Pharmaceuticals, discovers a new drug, a female aphrodisiac nicknamed, BigPlay. His beautiful assistant, Sophia, and wife, Lily, loved the experience, wanting to do it over and over. Becoming Lily’s cuckold was a tougher step. Could he be what she needs while keeping their family together, as her desire gets stronger? 
 
    My Wife Loves BigPlay: A First-Time Wife Sharing/Cuckold Tale of Discovery (Book 1) 
 
    My Wife & the BigPlay Five: A Wife Sharing/Cuckold/Interracial Romance (Book 2) 
 
    Officer on the Scene: A Bisexual/BDSM Tale of Discovery 
 
    Andy & Cora were a young married couple new to the whole BDSM thing. They had been experimenting with new toys when there was a sudden bang at the door. Neighbors had called the police for all the noise. Officers Gabe & Luca found themselves involved in a very erotic situation. Can these officers serve and protect in the bedroom as well? 
 
    ‘Brynn’s Need’ Series 
 
    After a brief encounter in a bar, where Brynn got more male attention than she bargained for, Cameron & Brynn discovered a new layer of desire for each other. Brynn liked the contact and Cameron liked to watch. They started experimenting with this new thrill. Can they survive as a couple as they take each stop into her becoming a hotwife? Sooner than he wants, Cameron has to face his own hotwife dilemma: stop or go? The real question: will Brynn give him the choice now that she has discovered how much she likes it? 
 
    My Hotwife Dilemma: A First-Time Hotwife Romance (Book 1) 
 
    My Hotwife Dilemma 2: Living with her Desire (Book 2) 
 
    Given to the Doms: A BDSM Tale of Submission 
 
    My heart was pounding so hard I was having trouble concentrating. I loved to serve my Mistress, but this was more than I had originally envisioned. Mistress was walking impatiently ahead of me and wanting me to hurry. She did not want to be late for the gathering that she had called. You see, I was to be the offering for the evening. She was giving me to a group of Doms. 
 
    His Wife Wants to be Shared: A Hotwife/Cuckold Cautionary Tale 
 
    The hotwife/cuckold lifestyle can be pleasurable and erotic, but it requires a careful balance between sex and emotions. This is a story about a couple who went through a harrowing experience, almost destroying their marriage and nearly costing her life. This is a cautionary tale of two people so in love with something new, they forgot about the something old that held them together: their love for each other. Finding their way back would not be easy. 
 
    Catching a Big One: A Wife Sharing Novella 
 
    I knew my wife liked large ‘tools’, almost from the day we got married. We honeymooned at a resort where one guy flashed her a full 10” monstrosity. We had the best sex that week as she played out her fantasy. Now, in our mid-30s, I was looking for a way to jumpstart our torpid love life and remembered Mr. Big. Maybe, I could catch a big one for her to enjoy… for real this time. 
 
    ‘The Hitchhiker’ Series 
 
    Riley was bored with school. She had saved up enough to pay for a part of the trip but did not want to drive her beat-up old car and planes were still a little out of her reach, at least without having to ask her parents for some cash. She had read an article one time about a couple that hitchhiked around the US, and the adventures they had along the way. Maybe she could do that, she thought. Maybe, if she’s lucky, she’ll get laid on the trip. It started with California. She had so much fun there she started calling it her ‘debauchery tour’. She was hitching to get laid, she joked to herself. Boy did she ever! So much, that she decided to do a new trip every year! 
 
    Hitchhiking to Venice Beach: First Stop on the Debauchery Tour (Book 1) 
 
    Hitchhiking with Truckers: Second Stop on the Debauchery Tour (Book 2) 
 
    Ranch Hands Love Riley: The Debauchery Tour Comes to Texas (Book 3) 
 
    My Wild Girlfriend: An Erotic Romance 
 
    Casey wasn’t the most energetic guy when it came to the dating circuit, but when Joni came into his life, he fell madly in love. The problem was that his conservative girlfriend got wilder with each passing month. Living with the constant pressure was becoming more difficult. There did not seem anything she wasn’t willing to do. How was he going to live with her desire for ever wilder sexual adventures? 
 
    Rapture at the Supper Club: A Wife Sharing / BDSM Romance 
 
    CJ and Ingrid had moved to a new city because their marriage had become stale, almost lifeless. They thought it would be a good way to start fresh, meet new people and maybe even jump start their bedroom as well. The job came with a paid membership to a club of their choice. They looked around and settled on the Smithfield Supper Club, the place where all the movers & shakers could be found. Little did they know that business was not what they were moving & shaking. They had received an invitation because the Club wanted Ingrid to join the special participation group buried at the heart of the Club. The only question now is how far they are willing to go as the members pull us deeper into their erotic web. 
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    Grant and Alexandra had to make a serious adjustment in their sex life after Grant confessed his desire to be sexually submissive in the bedroom. More, he wanted to feel the lash of Alex as she used every tool in the BDSM book on him. She was not sure she could do it, at first. Follow their adventures as Alex comes to terms with this new desire and finds that she enjoys the power of being his Mistress. 
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