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    Prologue 
 
    So, you want to know how I came to change my profession, from 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. What’s not to like about having multiple orgasms and making $1,000-$2,000 per session? 
 
    Let me provide a brief setting before we get started. My husband, Zane Ramsey, is now, and will always be, the love of my life. Such a fun person to be married to. Always a joke to tell, a humorous story, taking the bright side for every situation. He always amazes me with the stuff he comes up with. Naturally, I am the exact opposite, worried about every negative outcome that was certain to result from every situation. We balance each other very well; I have found. 
 
    We were both in our mid-30s when our story begins, married for 10 years at that point. 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 got reacquainted 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. Not only has he turned out to be an excellent provider, recently hired to oversee the regional expansion of Wyatt’s Coffee, a wildly popular coffee shop chain based in our Midwest city, he is also a loving father to our two boys, a considerate husband, and a good lover. 
 
    Ok, I know what you’re thinking. Too good to be true, right? Well, we all have our faults. He has put on a few pounds in his 30s, leaves shit all over the house that I am constantly picking up, and snores like a freight train, but compared to some of my friends, this guy is the epitome of husbandly perfection. 
 
    He is quite handsome, though, at over six feet, with sandy blonde hair that is so curly he keeps it short to avoid looking like he just had a perm, 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. 
 
    Besides, who was I to complain? We all have our issues. Oh, I forgot, my name is Bree Ramsey. I am a petite mid-five feet, with a full head of brunette hair, green eyes, and, if I say so myself, an understated beauty with a Grace Kelly nose and an oval face that friends are always comparing to Katy Perry. My skin is a light brown that came from the mix of my Irish father and Greek mother. 
 
    I had put only a little weight over the years, especially considering I have had two kids, spending a lot of time in the gym to keep it that way, but the large boobs for which I have always been so proud have sagged 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 remain as sensitive as ever… and Zane loves them, saggy or no! 
 
    Now that we have the introductions out of the way, we can get back to our story. It all began when my husband and I, like many couples, began discussing our fantasies. He shared some doozies; I can tell you. Few attracted my attention. But Zane was most excited about his favorite idea, about my becoming a hotwife. 
 
    From that tender beginning came revelations, catastrophes, desire, setbacks, and other challenges. All of which made Zane and I look at ourselves and the world quite differently. This new outlook gave us the freedom to try some things that may have been inconceivable to us before that. 
 
    Along the way, Zane and I came to understand each other and found a place where we share all of life’s difficulties, as long as we do it together. 
 
    Here’s our story…

  

 
   
    1 / Sharing Fantasies 
 
    “Why do you want to know that?” I asked him. Zane always had a habit of asking revealing questions. He thought they would help understand me a little better. I get that, but asking me about my deepest fantasy? I wasn’t even sure I knew what to tell him. 
 
    “Helps me give you want you need, Bree,” he said, as thoughtfully as he could. 
 
    Mmm, I thought to myself. Maybe… questions like this are always fraught with relationship peril. How come you didn’t tell me that before? What kind of pervert wants to do something like that? Should we do that for real? I was not stupid enough to fall into that trap, so started with something easy, ready to press him on his own. 
 
    “I would like to make love in a public place. You know, join the Mile High Club, or do it in a furniture store…” 
 
    “That’s it?” he laughed. “We can do that this afternoon. Let me get my keys…” He pretended to get off the sofa where we sat in our living room. 
 
    I gasped, “No, Zane. Not now,” pulling him back down, giggling. “Just a fantasy, remember? We would need to plan carefully to do anything like that.” 
 
    “Why? We can find lots of semi-public spaces for that. An easy one.” 
 
    “Slow down there, cowboy. We are just sharing. Doing is something completely different.” 
 
    His smirk at pushing my edges was one I had seen many times. He liked to get me riled up. My beloved husband liked to get me completely bent, then calm me down with the truth. This time, I didn’t take the bait. 
 
    “Of course…” he snickered. He couldn’t even hold back his laughter now. 
 
    “Your turn. Tell me your fantasy.” 
 
    “Oh… I have too many to list. I’ll give you my top 5. Work for you?” 
 
    “Top 5? How many do you have?” 
 
    “Many times many…” he laughed again. 
 
    “And what do you expect to do with all those fantasies?” I asked playfully. 
 
    “Mmm… I could think of some things…” 
 
    By now I was joining in his humor. “And who are you going to do these with?” tickling him as I laughed. 
 
    “I think I can come up with a hot babe with big boobs who loves sex enough to do whatever I want.” 
 
    “Oh, you can…” 
 
    Now he was all over me, tickling, laughing, teasing, as I playfully tried to push him away… but not really.  
 
    “I think you qualify on all those fronts,” he said, between tickles. “Hot, big boobs, willing to do whatever I ask. Yes, I think YOU are just the one…” 
 
    “Ok, hot shot. Tell me your top 5 then.” 
 
    “Number 5… you have already guessed. Join the Mile High Club. I want to take a trip overseas and make it on the way there. A blow job would suffice if it were too difficult to get into the bathroom together.” 
 
    “Oh, you’ll compromise on that point… good to know.” He could tell I was joking. 
 
    “Number 4… I want to tie you to the bed and use a cane or flogger on you until you beg for me to fuck you.” 
 
    I gasped. “THAT is out of the question. I can barely tolerate a paper cut. You think I could handle pain like that?” 
 
    “You had a baby, and then went back for another, fully knowing what it was going to be like! Yes, I think you have more pain tolerance than you think.” 
 
    “Ah… well… the answer there is a full out NO. And not only no, but FUCK no. I’ll whip you, but the other way ain’t ever going to happen!” 
 
    “Ok, ok… just a fantasy,” he protested, holding his hands up in surrender. “Number 3… a variation on your public sex theme. I want to take you to a sex club, tie you to a table in a public room, and hump you, turning the table so your face could see everyone in the room. They could see your reaction.” 
 
    “Jesus, Zane… Have you gone out of your mind?! I would NEVER do that! My idea of public is hidden… you know… with some moderate risk of being caught. That did not include a public setting with people in an auditorium!” 
 
    Zane looked at me. “I think you are more capable than you think. Let me tell you a story. I went to Amsterdam while I was in college, with a bunch of guys. We went to one of those sex shows you hear about. During the show, the host asked for female volunteers from the audience. Some American girl, obviously a tourist like we were, went up on the stage. The guy took her clothes off in front of everyone, pinched her nipples several times as the girl squealed, then laid her on a table, tying her hands and feet so she couldn’t move. Remember, this is some American girl just there for a visit.” 
 
    “She let him tie her down in front of a bunch of people…” I said skeptically. 
 
    “Yeh, pretty hot, huh? This is where I got this fantasy from. Anyway… now she’s on this table. Everyone could see her crotch… they spread her legs out. She wasn’t lying flat across the table. Only her body was on the top. Her legs hung over the side. They tied her ankles to the table legs, her sex wide open for all to see. 
 
    “She was dripping wet, her sex absolutely glistening with her arousal. I looked over at the guy she came with, presumably her boyfriend of the time. He was leaning forward, stroking himself through his pants. His own eyes glistened with the same arousal she must have been feeling. 
 
    “Then, this huge, super fit black guy came out on the stage. His only clothing was a drape that covered his cock. It didn’t do a good job. We could all see this massive rod that came poking out.” 
 
    God, I gasped, getting aroused just listening to this story, wondering why he had never told me this before. 
 
    “The black guy pulled the flap off, exposing the largest cock I had ever seen. The girl gulped when she saw it, but offered no resistance when he pushed the big log in her mouth. She could barely get 3-4 inches in, but it was enough. He quickly hardened and walked around to the back. The girl was panting now, leery of what this gigantic cock would do to her, but aroused beyond anything she had probably experienced before. She was trying to turn her head to watch what he was doing. Couldn’t. Tied too tight. 
 
    “The guy called into the audience for another female volunteer. The girl’s friend held her hand up. The guy walked out into the audience… now completely nude, mind you… handing her the lube, telling her to lather him up. The girl on the table was yelling like the rest of us. ‘Do it!’ The girl finally took the bottle, held the cock in her tiny hand, then spread the lube all over. She was really getting into it herself, panting as she stroked, obviously trying the same technique she used on her own boyfriend. 
 
    “Now the guy was hard as a rock… his cock sticking away from his body like a spear. He looked to the audience, asking what he should do with this… pointing to his cock. The girl was still stroking him. The crowd started shouting… fuck her… put it in her… do her… 
 
    “He looked at the girl on the table, who was now red as a beet. ‘How about you?’ he asked. ‘You want me to stick it in?’ She said nothing, just nodded yes. 
 
    “The guy made a joke of her response, holding his hand to his ear… can’t hear you, kind of thing… she finally blurted out. ‘Yes, fuck me. I want to feel that inside me.’ The crowd started cheering. You could see her quivering with the need. The girl doing the stroking now had a face as red as the girl on the table. I’ll bet she wished she hadn’t already used the lube. She could have used her mouth instead.” 
 
    “Zane… these are young girls.” 
 
    “So? That means they couldn’t be hot for a huge cock? Anyway, the guy moved toward the table, positioning himself behind the girl, then slowly pushed himself in. She was whimpering at first, ‘so big’ ‘too much’ things like that, but never told him to stop. Soon, he was pounding into her, and she was screaming with pleasure. I do not know how many times she came in the next moments, but her cumming was a full out scream like I had never heard, really getting into it. He lanced her for a long time. Finally, he pulled out at the last minute, blowing his spunk all over her ass and back while the crowd cheered and cheered. 
 
    “But that was nothing. When the guy helped the girl off the table, she snuggled up next to him, one arm around his body, the other hand stroking his cock. There was no doubt in my mind. She wanted to do that again. I could see the suddenly embarrassed face of her boyfriend. 
 
    “Anyway, the girl was standing with wobbly knees, and the crowd went wild, cheering what had happened. The black guy held her like they had been performers, both of them bowing to the crowd. I just remember her tits flopping… so fun! Even back then, I recognized the look of a woman who had cum several times. Her eyes were glazed over, unable to focus. They handed back her clothes and her boyfriend came up to get her. The redness had never left her face. She kept looking back at the black guy. 
 
    “There was no question to my friends and me. That girl was trying to figure out how to arrange that again. Her boyfriend forced her out of the hall. You, my dear, would love to be fucked like THAT!” 
 
    “Does the phrase NFW have some meaning here? Not only no, but a big NO FUCKING WAY is that ever going to happen. In public? Jesus, Zane… I don’t even WANT to know about the top two after the last ones.” 
 
    “Well,” Zane laughed, “Number 2… for us to have a threesome.” 
 
    “I am NOT sharing you with another girl,” I protested. 
 
    “I didn’t say it would be with a girl…” 
 
    I gasped. “Share me with someone else?” 
 
    “You would get all the cock you wanted, two at once, for most of the time. Be so much fun, don’t you think?” 
 
    I almost couldn’t get the words out, though this one I could handle. I had some of this fantasy as well. But should I tell him that? 
 
    “Ok… We can talk about Number 2. Might be fun. So, what’s Number 1?” 
 
    “My favorite fantasy of them all! I want you to go out and have sex with someone else. Either by yourself or while I watch.” 
 
    I turned white as a sheet. “What?” 
 
    “It would be so hot, babe… so hot!” 
 
    I wasn’t even sure how to respond. Sleep with another guy when he wasn’t even there?

  

 
   
    2 / You Can’t Be Serious 
 
    “I can’t believe you want me to do that,” I said. 
 
    “Just a fantasy, babe. Nothing more,” my husband responded. “You asked me if I had any fantasies we hadn’t shared.” 
 
    “No shit, Zane. You definitely have not shared THAT one.” I paused for a moment, uncertain even how to respond. “Are you serious? You would want me to go to a bar… pick up some guy… go back to his hotel… and fuck him. Really?” 
 
    I had grown up in northern New Jersey. My Jersey accent had now washed into a Midwest twang since I moved to our mid-sized Midwest city 16 years ago, but my ‘salty’ language, as his mother calls it, never quite left. Zane loves it. His mother… not so much. 
 
    Zane shrugged his shoulders, almost embarrassed now. “Look, it sounded fun as a theoretical construct. But when you put it in those terms, it sounds ugly and crass, even dangerous. Bree, I don’t know. Just a fantasy. Ok? Not given any thought to the details.” 
 
    “Don’t you think that’s important to think about? You’re asking me to spread my legs for a stranger… the details are going to matter…” 
 
    “You’re right… you’re right. I get it. Silly. I just know…” He gathered his thoughts, looking at me with this look I had never seen before, part confessional, part leering. “You are such a great lover, Bree. You cum so easily and enjoy my being a bit dominating in bed. Watching you make it with another guy who is really dominating you or have you tell me about what you did with such a guy on your own, while we were making love afterwards… ooh… both sound really fucking hot!” 
 
    “You and your imagination,” I giggled, walking over to refresh our coffees in the kitchen. “You always have had ideas. This has been going on long before your Top 5! Remember that time you convinced me to suck you until you were hard, then you ran across Good Park near the University with that Halloween mask on?! That old lady started chasing you…” We were both laughing at that point. 
 
    Then he gave me the look I have always cherished, the very picture of innocence, but always comical. Kind of ‘who me?’ “That was actually quite uncomfortable, running with a hard-on, I mean… especially clear across the park,” Zane came back… “But you’re no better. YOU convinced me to let you spank me with a belt 10 strokes,” he laughed. “Kinda fun… got me a major stiffy… but I could barely sit for a week. I’m not the only one with an imagination, my dear.” 
 
    But sleeping with other men? The idea was repugnant on so many levels. It wasn’t like I was hurting in the bed department. Zane is a great lover, taking me to genuinely nice places whenever I ask. He is enthusiastic and always inventing new ways to take me. His equipment is above average, I would say, seven inches hard, but he knew what to do with what he had. Besides, I had some fun times working the bars as an undergrad, with very erotic results. He was as good as any of them. 
 
    But I also remembered those bar-hunting days as filled with tension, risk, and uncertainty. Not sure I would ever want to go back to that again, especially as a married woman with kids and a place in the community. The risk seems so much higher now. 
 
    “You keep on fantasizing about that one, my dear,” I laughed to Zane. “There’s no way I’m going back to the bar scene again, especially at my age, with these saggy boobs. Those guys are going to want newer models when they step out on their wives.” 
 
    “Don’t underestimate yourself, Bree. Those breasts are beautiful. Guys love big breasts. I love to bury my face in them and use them to cum on… you know I do… Oh, yes. Love those breasts. You think I’m the only guy that would enjoy those?” 
 
    “Zane, for God’s sake… we have been married for a long time. I will not cheat on you now. I love you and our family. Why would I want to put that at risk?” 
 
    “Who said anything about cheating? I would know about it and approve. And you would tell me all about it afterward. No cheating going on.” 
 
    I let out a big sigh, not even sure how to address this one… “Let’s leave it as a fantasy, ok? Too far for me to go…” 
 
    “Sure,” he said. “But if you ever change your mind, I want you to know I would be in favor.” 
 
    That smile could always melt my heart. “Sure, babe. I’ll keep that in mind.” My skepticism did not diminish, but that hopeful look on his face… I could at least feed his fantasy a little… perhaps… tell him about one of my times in college. That might be close enough. 
 
      
 
    * * * * * * * * * * * * 
 
      
 
    I may have mentioned this already, but I manage a branch for a large regional bank. My best friend in the business is another branch manager on 83rd Street. Her name is Ingrid. We joined the bank on the same day so many years ago, though she is older than me, late 40s, I think. 
 
    Anyway, we meet regularly for lunch, at least monthly, to discuss business and pleasure. Ingrid is a large woman, calls herself a ‘widette’, and is so full of laughter and love of life, she is a blessing to be around. She works extremely hard at her job, has won several ‘best branch’ awards, and seems to bring a joy to life that I wish I could emulate. 
 
    There must be things that have happened in her life to make her sad… everyone has those… but you couldn’t tell by the conversations we have. She tells nothing but amazing stories of her past, how her parents brought her here from Costa Rica when she was a young child, and the love she has for her husband, Julio. 
 
    Today, we were meeting at the Summit Grill, a nice breakfast/lunch place halfway between our branches. She was in rare form, telling me about our regional manager who has been stressing certain kinds of sales lately. The guy has been out of school a year… if that… doesn’t know shit about banking, but still trying to justify his salary. She had this guy pegged, for sure, but technically, he was our supervisor, so I just let him give his supervisor pitch and ignore what he said. Active taunting is not my thing. 
 
    Anyway, somewhere in the middle of our conversation, I remembered the fantasy talk over the weekend. Normally, Ingrid and I only lightly touch on personal things, but this time, my mind was filled with the images Zane had painted for me. I really didn’t have any other friends I could talk to about this. 
 
    “Can I ask a personal question?” 
 
    “Of course, we have been friends a long time, Bree. No need to ask that.” 
 
    So, I asked her directly. “Do you and your husband share… fantasies?” 
 
    Ingrid choked a little, surprised at my question. Not only personal, but really personal. “Fantasies?” she asked. Must have wondered what I meant. 
 
    “My husband has been bringing them up a lot lately. Just wondered if this was a phase or something.” 
 
    “Julio… bless his heart… is not your overtly sexual guy. He was when we were younger. We went at it like rabbits, day and night. After our 4th kid, he decided that was enough. I have to beg him to make love to me now days. He actually asked when I was ovulating the last time I asked!” 
 
    “He didn’t?!” 
 
    “I’m not kidding. Four is enough, he has said over and over.” 
 
    “Can’t you go on birth control or use a condom?” 
 
    “Julio strict Catholic. None of that allowed, you know. Of course, my being so big doesn’t help much. To your question, he has never mentioned a fantasy to me. More a ‘slam, bam, thank you ma’am’ guy, if you know what I mean. Took me on my knees a few times when we were younger, but now just missionary. Is that what you meant?” 
 
    “Yes, kind of. Lately, he has been talking about wild stuff… public sex, BDSM, finding outside partners. I don’t know what to make of it. You think I bore him now?” 
 
    “No… with a body like yours?” Ingrid laughed. “Definitely not that. Sounds to me like he’s trying to liven things up. Keep you interested in him. Why not? Good to live a little. Take a walk on the wild side… you know that song?” 
 
    “Lou Reed, sure… a classic. But they are so outside my comfort zone!” 
 
    “Did you object to all of them?” 
 
    “No, some will not happen, like pain and BDSM. Definitely not my thing, but he could probably talk me into some others.” 
 
    “I read a lot of erotica for fun,” Ingrid said. “You should read some. The stories can get you thinking naughty thoughts. And they have stories for about every fetish.” 
 
    “If Julio came home one day and asked you to do something different like this, would you do it?” 
 
    “Of course, my dear. I will do anything for my Julio. Always have. I would like him to be more aggressive with me now, like he was when he was younger, but that does not change my love for him. He is my husband. I have vowed to obey and honor him, and I include all things sexual in that. I would do whatever he wanted me to do. Without exception.” 
 
    “Even if he wanted you to do really dirty things?” 
 
    “Yes… I hope that does not disappoint you about me, but I have always been like that with him. I am open to his needs, whatever they are. Even if I cringe when I am doing it, I have vowed to follow my husband.” 
 
    “Truthfully, Ingrid, I am the same way. I have never said no to Zane when he wanted something. But these seem so… I don’t know… out there!” 
 
    “Be comfortable, of course,” Ingrid said, “but if you trust him, then you must know he would not ask you anything he does not believe you can handle.” 
 
    “I trust this man with my life. Without reservation.” 
 
    “Then my recommendation is to give him a shot. Figure out which he really wants, do some research, then try it. You never know… you might actually like them.” 
 
    “Words of wisdom, for sure. Thank you, my friend. Enough of that, now what are you going to say to that pipsqueak when he asks you…”

  

 
   
    3 / Desire Grows 
 
    The next week, I took Ingrid’s advice to do some research on Fantasy #1, just to see what it was all about. There is an amazing amount of information on the web. Turns out, there is even a word for it, ‘hotwife’. A hotwife is a married woman who has sexual relationships outside of her marriage, with the full knowledge and consent of her husband. The husband, typically, does not have affairs himself. Just the wife. I did a Google search for hotwife, there were over 200 million results! 
 
    The husband in this arrangement is called a cuckold, though the real meaning of that seemed unclear to me, even after some research. The term may have migrated in meaning. Originally, the cuckold was someone whose wife went out on him, whether or not he liked it. This gave rise to the phrase being ‘made a cuckold’, where the wife would go with another man and humiliate the husband with her new lover. But more recently, it seems to apply to any man who allows his wife to go with other men, whether against his will or not. Many men have this fantasy, apparently. It turns out to be one of the most common fetishes in porn and erotica. 
 
    The men that service the hotwives are called bulls. Seemed an appropriate phrase because they were used to plowing the field of the hotwife’s desire. In the stories, at least, the bulls always had huge plows to ravage the ladies, who were always eager to be taken. 
 
    When Zane was doing an overnight to visit one of the new Wyatt’s in another city, I watched some hotwife porn on my tablet after the kids were in bed. Amazing! The variety… from bar pickups to husbands going online making all the arrangements, but the most common theme was black men with large cocks taking on white married women. 
 
    After a session of watching all those huge dicks plow those women, I locked our bedroom door and used a dildo like I hadn’t in many years. It had been so long since I used the dildo, I had to go through boxes at the back of the closet to find it. This was an old one I bought in college. The vibrator no longer worked, but the shaft was a realistic silicon model, a decent size, maybe 8 inches, with plenty of girth. 
 
    I was sopping wet, cumming repeatedly as I plowed my own depths. Zane is not small by any means, but not as wide as this. My mind was imagining all those strange cocks using me for their pleasure… and my own, of course. 
 
    This was the most startling development during this period. I had always liked sex, enjoyed the boys in college, even did a few one-night stands back in the day. But Zane had become a genuine lover in our 10 years. Gave me pleasure I could not have imagined before. 
 
    These fantasies… this was on some other scale, like I was experiencing sex for the first time. The power of my releases, the mental images I conjured, the desire I was tasting… Oh god! 
 
    Then it got worse. I pulled out the Kindle app on my tablet and downloaded hotwife stories to read. There were over 10,000 to choose from! Those got me even more excited than the porn. My mind would explode with the situations. Truthfully, my desire to experience being a hotwife came from those stories. Some of them seemed so realistic, like the situations that could happen to Zane and me, pulling us further into the fantasy. 
 
    I read more stories, used the dildo more, pretended I was the woman being taken by the bull. The more I read, the more I wanted. A desire grew inside me. I really WANTED to do that! The sexual desire in me was growing so fast, I was having trouble absorbing the need into our day-to-day life. 
 
    Then I had another encounter that pushed me further down this path. 
 
      
 
    * * * * * * * * * * * * 
 
      
 
    Later that month, Zane’s boss, Wyatt Newman, owner of the Wyatt’s Coffee Shop chain, invited us to a party. He and Zane had developed a great working relationship over the last two years. Wyatt was holding a small gathering of friends at their home, our first invitation to attend one of their parties. 
 
    Their home was pleasant, but nothing fancy. Tucked away in an upscale neighborhood of newer homes, they had clearly moved there for the schools and to provide a positive environment for their son, Leo. 
 
    His wife, Nikki, was about our age… mid-30s, I think. The consummate hostess. Zane told me they met in high school and got married at 19. Wow! Hard to imagine making that kind of lifetime choice at that age… But they couldn’t have been happier as a couple, touching each other constantly, seeming so attuned to the other’s needs. 
 
    And she was so pretty. Chestnut hair down to mid-back, deep brown eyes that sparked every time she saw Wyatt, and a great figure. When you compared that to the total hunk that was Wyatt Newman, I had little doubt how they got together, and were still finding each other so irresistible. 
 
    One couple caught everyone’s attention. One of the most beautiful women I have ever seen. She introduced herself as Skylar, and an equally beautiful man, her muscular boyfriend, Noah. Like something out of a Vogue magazine, those two. Skylar oozed sexuality, seemed to revel in it at every opportunity. Noah did not seem to mind in the least. His own chiseled physique left me almost panting with desire whenever he came near me. 
 
    One odd aspect of the party was Nikki touching all the men, including Zane. For Zane, it seemed very casual, but for many of the others, it was much more than that, especially Noah. They touched like former lovers, and two other guys seemed very focused on Nikki as well. Wyatt did not seem to notice, nor care. Everyone was having a great time, I guess. 
 
    I could spend more time with Nikki during the party, as I offered whenever she needed help. For one stretch, Nikki, Skylar, and I were in the kitchen, unwrapping appetizers, chatting away like we had known each other for a long time. Clearly, Nikki and Skylar were old friends. They were talking around me like I was also in the same circle. I just listened until the subject turned to a certain man at the party. 
 
    The topic was the lovely cock of one of them. I did not catch the guy’s name. But here’s the point. This was not some idle chatter, as if they saw him hard under his slacks. No. They spoke with authority. Both of them KNEW what the guy’s cock was like. 
 
    Skylar noticed my semi-shocked look and giggled. “Don’t be so shocked, Bree. Nikki is still new to being a hotwife. She’s still amazed at every large one she tastes.” 
 
    I gulped. Tastes? She tasted his cock? 
 
    “You’re a hotwife?” I asked Nikki. 
 
    Nikki blushed a little, but nodded yes. “Still new, though. She’s right. I have only been with a dozen or so men. The extra-large tools still get me going.” 
 
    “Remember Rush?” Skylar giggled. She reached over, touching my arm. “That guy is big and knew just how to use it.” 
 
    Nikki frowned severely at the mention of his name. Skylar didn’t seem to care. “He is so good, gives me goose bumps just thinking about him.” 
 
    I must have had a serious question mark on my face, because Skylar started giggling. “So good, he almost broke up the famous Wyatt & Nikki. But nothing could get between those two, though he tried.” 
 
    “Skylar, come on…” Nikki protested. “Must you bring that up now? Bree doesn’t know any of this stuff.” 
 
    This just made Skylar laugh even more. “You definitely do not want to meet Rush, Bree, that’s for sure. Will reorient your brain, didn’t it, Nikki?” Nikki just blushed a deeper shade. Clearly, the answer was yes! 
 
    “Why not?” I asked. 
 
    Then Skylar turned her attention to me. A blush on my face or side glance. I wasn’t sure how she read me so easily, but she looked right through me. “You’re thinking about becoming a hotwife yourself, aren’t you?” 
 
    I wasn’t sure this was the right place, but a few glasses of wine must have loosened my tongue. “Zane has been asking me if I would be interested. Should I?” 
 
    “Should or shouldn’t is up to you,” Nikki laughed, “but don’t go near Rush. The guy is a beast. Rush is really a major asshole. Kept sending my husband videos while he was doing me. By the time I got home that night, Wyatt was ready to walk out the door. I have never seen him so upset.” 
 
    “He sent Wyatt videos?” I asked, incredulously. 
 
    “Wyatt had asked him to keep him updated. He thought that would mean an occasional text or pic. No! A stream of videos… most of them shot by the wild woman here,” pointing at Skylar. “Please promise me you won’t go there until you have had some experience under your belt. Definitely advanced hotwifing.” 
 
    “Wyatt knew about your going there?” 
 
    “Of course… oh, sorry… you haven’t actually done anything yet. When you are a hotwife, the husband always knows who you are with. Sometimes they send the husband pics, but I used to tell him about it when I come home, but now he goes with me. He is a great cuckold, my Wyatt.” 
 
    My breath must have caught awkwardly at this statement because they both looked at me suddenly, smiles growing on their faces. 
 
    “You are a newbie!” They both laughed, saying the same thing at almost the same time. 
 
    “I wasn’t sure what to say to Zane when he first brought it up. I was so outraged he would even suggest it. Now, I’ve done some research. Really gets me excited. Should we do it?” 
 
    Skylar looked at me with a sympathetic tone in her voice. “Yes or no can only come from you, sweetheart,” she said, her hand gently stroking my arm. “We have both done it and will do it many times in the future. And as you can see, our relationships are very much intact, even thriving. You need to talk to Zane and see what he wants. You might actually enjoy it.” 
 
    I couldn’t even reply, just smiled at the two women. “We better get the hors d’oeuvres out for the guests.” They could tell I was getting uncomfortable with the conversation. 
 
    Nikki nodded her agreement. “Just reflect carefully, Bree. Some husbands say they want it, but struggle when they see their wife being taken by another man. Our first experiences were rocky. Make sure you talk to him about what he wants and what you will do. Communication is the key. Promise me you’ll include him at every step, ok?” 
 
    I nodded yes, walking out with the first tray. Having such a conversation was about all I could think about now days. And now to find out my husband’s new friend… and boss… was married to a hotwife. 
 
    One important thing I got from that conversation. Nikki seemed open about it. She might be a good place for me to go if I am struggling with going in that direction.

  

 
   
    4 / Zane Picks Up the Signals 
 
    Over the next six months, I read more, watched porn whenever he was out of town, and thought about what it would be like. More than anything, I wondered if he was serious, wanting me to do this for real? After the conversation with Nikki, I was even more determined to make sure I included him in my deliberations, but where to start? 
 
    The whole concept was preposterous! I struggled to imagine him standing at the door as I left for my new dick. What was he going to say? ‘See ya later, honey. Have a good time!’ I kept having this weird vision of that scene in The Princess Bride when the old couple wished the heroes ‘to have fun storming the castle!’ 
 
    Zane and I talked a little about my research and how erotic the idea had become, but I remained insistent to him that this was still just a fantasy. Zane seemed ready to accept my choice either way, but I could tell his preference. He wanted this. The more research I did, the more we talked about it, the more ready he was to make it real. 
 
    At that stage, I wasn’t sure if his willingness was good or bad, since his assurance of choice gave me the confidence to look at every aspect, yet the comfort of knowing I could stop. I knew the reality for me was getting worse. The deeper I went into the fantasy; the more I wanted to become a hotwife myself. As each month passed, I wanted to go on one of those dates and get fucked, especially if we could find a big dick to take care of me. 
 
    Where did this infatuation with big dicks come from? I wondered. I had a couple large-sized men in college. They were good, but no better than Zane or the other guys. I could not recall ever feeling wowed by the size or pleasured in some exceptional way because they were larger. But the stories… OMG! I would get wet just reading about some large black stud taking it to a hotwife with his 10-inch schlong. These stories always required a visit with Mr. Dildo, now conveniently hidden in my nightstand drawer. 
 
    One of the major roadblocks was the reverse. I knew to my very bones that I could not handle him going out with another woman while I was at home. Every time I thought about this reverse scenario, it filled me with such a jealous rage… whenever this happened, the jealousy would consume me so much I would stop looking or reading about hotwifing altogether, swearing I wouldn’t go back. 
 
    But then… I would remember a scenario, receive an announcement that one of my favorite erotic authors had a new book out, or see a large handsome man when I was out in public, and my mind would go back to all those big dicks… and the pleasure they promised. Over time, I was falling into Zane’s fantasy. Falling hard. 
 
    And he could tell. I was becoming more insistent about our lovemaking. Not any more than usual, quantity wise, but I was suddenly a motivated buyer, if you know what I mean. I was interested in making love all the time and wanted to be fucked hard. 
 
    He picked up the signals quickly. One time, our kids were away for a school trip, getting back late. We were in the living room watching TV when he suddenly stood up, demanding I suck him till he was hard, then aggressively pulled my pants and underwear off, pushing me over the back of the sofa! He was forceful as I laid with my ass exposed to his rigid spear, panting with the anticipation of what he would do. 
 
    And he did not disappoint. He fucked the shit out of me. My God! I couldn’t believe the way I responded, as he slammed into me. The weird part? He talked while he did it, not normally his approach. 
 
    “Imagine this is a stranger taking everything he wants from you. You are in his house. He took you there only after you promised to do whatever he wanted.” I closed my eyes, living with his words as he pounded into me. 
 
    My mind fell into the scenario so quickly that I was there, in that stranger’s house, giving myself to him. I exposed myself on that sofa to a dark stranger, his enormous cock pounding into me after I had sucked that rod to its full glory. He was taking whatever he needed from my willing body. 
 
    “Fuck me… please… take me for your pleasure,” I cried out. 
 
    Zane knew just what to do. He had always lasted a reasonable time before cumming. Here, he extended his time by teasing me constantly. He shoved his thumb in my rear bud while he took me, pulled out far enough that I gasped in frustration, calming his need down, only to plunge back in for another pounding. 
 
    And I mean pounding, using his hard thrusts and holding tight across my hips to pull me back against him. I came and came, thrashing underneath him as I gasped for breath after each climax seemed to get more powerful than the one before. 
 
    When he finally sprayed my insides with his white cream, I thought I was going to pass out. The orgasm was that strong. I swear I was IN that dark stranger’s place when I came. I was so far into the fantasy that when he came around to help me off the sofa, and into his arms, I startled briefly, wondering who he was. He just smiled, knowing what had happened. 
 
    We went out on a back country road another time. He literally dragged me out of his car, yanking my pants down, taking me across the trunk of the car, my sex dangling over the edge. I was protesting at first, not wanting to be seen like that if a car should go by, but by the time he was inside me, I lost myself in his fantasy again. This one of me hitchhiking and a stranger had picked me up. ‘Ass or grass,’ Zane the stranger said. ‘No one rides for free.’ Clearly it was ass! 
 
    Even in our own bed, he would push every fantasy button he could think of, grinding into me until I would scream so loud, he worried about waking the kids. In my mind, I was being whipped into a sexual frenzy. His fantasy had become my own.

  

 
   
    5 / Giving It a Go 
 
    In early spring that year, a Saturday morning. I was in the middle of bringing out our warmer clothing for the seasonal swap. I kneeled on the basement floor, over mounds of our clothes, sorted by color from the boxes I used. Some clothes would be too small for the boys as they grew, so I had sorted through, finding which I could donate. Sex was the furthest thing from my mind. 
 
    But not Zane’s. The boys were down the street playing with friends. Zane walked up behind me, jammed my face into the pile of clothes, pulling my pants down. All this before I knew what happened. Zane knew I would not be wet, so he had been upstairs getting himself hard and lubed. Once he fully exposed me, on my knees, ass in the air, he plunged inside. 
 
    “What are you doing?” I cried out, as I grimaced at his entry. Even with lube, his initial thrust was uncomfortable. Still, I never said no to Zane. Never! 
 
    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. That he brought me so much pleasure along the way might have contributed to my commitment… oh yes. Such pleasure. 
 
    He was not unreasonable or inconsiderate about my offer of open access. His ‘forcing’ me to have sex was quite rare, though I loved it when he did. Forcing is not a correct word for what he would do, anyway. He would trap me in the laundry room, taking me on top of the rotating washer. Or jump in the shower when I was getting ready for work, forcing me against the shower wall with his thrusts. Every time he did this, I ended with my legs wrapped around him, screaming the pleasure of his ‘force’. Oh, yes. That word may not have been the right one to use. 
 
    As the years progressed, my one complaint was that he did not take advantage of my open access more often. Especially now that I was getting so deep into the hotwife fantasy. I was horny all the time. I approached him a few times about making love. He always obliged, but the whole fantasy was to be taken by a new bull that would do what he wanted with me. If I was asking for it, ruined the basic premise, don’t you think? So, I typically waited for him to make the first move. 
 
    With my wailing releases as he took me forcefully, he knew this was my preference. But his own desire was simply slowing as he aged. I knew this was natural for him, not reflecting any lack of interest in me, but that did not help my current inflamed state of need. All this reading, watching, and dildo plunging, had gotten me to a fevered edge for doing something. 
 
    As he plunged into me on the clothing mound, his talking continued. 
 
    “I think it’s time to take my little hotwife out for a spin, don’t you?” In between each thrust, he told me how we were going to do it. He had arranged for a babysitter for next Friday night. We were going to a bar. I was going to dress provocatively, stand by the bar, to see if I could pick up some interest. He would be there, but on the other side of the room, just watching, not interfering. 
 
    His words fed my already frenzied need as I groaned under each thrust. “Yes… Yes…” I cried out, “I am ready now.” 
 
    Then he started talking specifically about what the guy would do to me. I went there, into the fantasy, feeling this new lover plunging into my depths, panting with each thrust. 
 
    I was pushing back hard, crying out for him to take me harder. He took me as hard as I could ever remember, each thrust a drive by my fantasy lover. He reached around to my clit, flicking it as he took me. I was now past any hope of stopping, consumed by the need. I squeezed his cock with my pussy, contracting as hard as I could. My whimpers of pleasure drove him to even greater efforts. 
 
    Bucking against his assault, I was writhing with the torment. When the orgasm took me, convulsions shook my every limb. It completely buried my mind in the fantasy as he followed my release with his own. He must have been thinking about this for a long time because he had buckets to deliver to my welcoming sex. I could feel each rope blasting inside, the pleasure I gave him providing its own glee. 
 
    I collapsed, panting, trying to recover. He pulled a t-shirt out of the pile, gently wiping my sex as the white cream slowly dribbled out. My ass was still provocatively in the air on the mound of clothing, but I didn’t care. I wanted him to do it again! Alas, my Zane is a one-and-done guy. We have made it twice in a single night a few times, but these were the exception, not the rule. 
 
    Suddenly, one of the boys ran through the front door upstairs, calling my name. Zane dashed into the downstairs bathroom as I scrambled off the mound, pulling up my pants. Not sure how I would explain my bright red face, but at that point, I didn’t care. The boy was old enough. He could deal with it. 
 
    I yelled up to say I was downstairs. Just as he walked into the basement, I noticed the cum and fluid covered t-shirt clearly visible on the side of the pile. Luckily, he did not seem to notice it. His friend down the street was going to lunch, and the parents invited him to join them. ‘What about your brother?’ I asked, reaching in my purse for some money. He was two years younger, at 8, but not one I trusted to run around the neighborhood on his own. 
 
    Zane looked at me as he stepped out of the bathroom, looking reasonably normal. The younger brother was at another friend, he told me. I pulled out my cell and called the mother. ‘Should I come and pick him up?’ No, she said. They were playing Minecraft, were doing fine. She even said they were about to eat; he was welcome to stay for lunch. I thanked her. 
 
    Soon, both sons were away for at least another hour. As Zane approached me, putting his arms around for a big hug, he told me I should change my pants. I glanced down. The combination of my juices and his spunk soaked my entire crotch area. I giggled softly, pulling them off, adding them to the pile for washing. 
 
    “In fact, I think you should be nude for this conversation,” he said. “Take everything else off too.” 
 
    I looked at him a little puzzled, but threw the rest of my clothes on the piles. “Why is that, pray tell?” I laughed. 
 
    “Make you think about what you will look like with a man staring at you.” My nipples seemed to spring to life on their own, now hard and poking out. 
 
    Zane just laughed, thumping one of my nipples with his middle finger. I flinched back, but it didn’t hurt. Here we were in the unfinished storage area of our home, spring clothes covering the floor, not exactly a romantic setting. But I could tell he wanted to have this conversation. 
 
      
 
    * * * * * * * * * * * * 
 
      
 
    I was completely nude, Zane dressed in gym shorts and a sweatshirt. I walked up to him, pressing my breasts against him. My hips nudging his. My hand dabbing his soft shaft through the shorts. 
 
    “Were you serious about Friday night, already getting a babysitter?” I asked. 
 
    “Of course. I think it is time for you to become the hotwife you want to be,” he said. 
 
    “That I want to be?” I giggled. “I think this is your fantasy, not mine.” 
 
    “Who are you kidding?” he laughed, catching me by surprise. “I use that tablet, too, my dear. Maybe cleaning the history would have been a good idea if you were trying to cover your tracks. Plus, I was looking for a candle in the nightstand last week, found an old friend I haven’t seen in years. And… your Kindle book list sure seems to be populated with hotwife stories. Tell me you are not fantasizing about a gigantic cock on some stranger… you are, aren’t you?” 
 
    While we were talking, he had my hand and was pulling me up the stairs to the Master bedroom. He fully clothed, me naked, following along. My sex was tingling at this treatment. A scene was building in my mind. The stranger had taken me to his room, ordered me to strip, then was taking me to the bed. I was past having a choice in the matter. He meant to deliver what I secretly longed for. 
 
    When we arrived in the Master Bedroom, Zane threw me on the bed, before he turned to lock the door. I gasped at his rough treatment, so unexpected, but somehow, he knew what I needed. He was the rough stranger I was fantasizing about. 
 
    He reached into the nightstand drawer, pulling out a bottle of lubricant and the dildo. I gasped, wondering what he was going to do with that. 
 
    “Pleasure yourself until you cum. I am going to sit on the chair and watch you.” For the first time, I noticed a dining room chair at the foot of the bed. “While you are at it, I want you to tell me about your fantasy lover, who you plan to pick up.” 
 
    I never said no to Zane’s sexual requests, but this? So private. Could I reveal myself to him so openly? My hands were trembling as I reached over for the dildo and lube, my eyes locked on Zane’s. I positioned the pillow so my head could tilt up to watch him as I spread my legs wide, lathering the dildo with lube, then positioned it at my opening. 
 
    Truthfully, I was still so wet from earlier, and full of his cum, that the lube wasn’t necessary, but it was more putting on a show than reality. I wanted to ‘prepare’ the stranger’s cock for using me, so he could watch. 
 
    I positioned the shaft at my opening, slowly pushing it in with both hands. I gasped at the pleasure, then began slowly moving it back and forth, then talked… 
 
    “He has been eying me all night at the bar, as we talked, getting ever closer to each other. Tall, handsome, dark skin. His coal-black eyes riveting my own. He finally asked me if I would like to go back to his hotel. I said I would. Before I could even get in his bedroom, he unzips my dress, pulling everything I had off my body. Naturally, I’m not wearing any underwear.” 
 
    Zane was staring at me, his own eyes riveted on what I was doing. 
 
    “By the time I am at the bed, I am naked for his eyes. He tells me to undress him. I do, paying especially close attention to his enormous shaft after everything else is off. He orders me to my knees, pushing his semi-erect shaft into my face. I am amazed how big it is, even half soft.” 
 
    The scene was working its magic on me now. I was finding it increasingly difficult to continue speaking as the sensations built down below. I left one hand to plunging the dildo. The other moved to rotating on my clit, driving the arousal another step higher. 
 
    And Zane as well. He had pulled his t-shirt and gym shorts off, stroking his own cock as I spoke. 
 
    “He only allows me to suck long enough for him to be hard, then pulls me off the floor, pushing me aggressively on the bed. I am panting as I lay on my back, watching him lower his shaft toward me. I want him in me, want to feel the pleasure of his strange cock, so different from my husband’s.” 
 
    Those words made Zane visibly jerk, the pace of his stroking becoming more pronounced. I wondered how far I should push this, his being the cuckold while I gave myself to the fantasy bull. The reality will be far worse, so I went all in. 
 
    “His cock is huge, at least nine inches, with the head so big it stretched me at the beginning. But I am sopping wet, ready to feel him stretch my canal, to meet his need. I lick my lips, need spreading everywhere inside me. 
 
    “I wanted to have him, to be the slut my husband wants me to be. Every fiber of my being trembled as he pushed in deeper. Oh, so wide, so much bigger than I was used to. By the time he was all the way in, my first orgasm had already taken me, shaking everything I was.” 
 
    This was as far as I could go. A real orgasm was taking me as the plunging dildo and circling finger on my clit did their job. My own eyes were closed with the pressure of the release, but I heard grunting from the chair as Zane was so close. 
 
    Instead of cumming, he jumped on the bed, yanking the dildo abruptly out of my sex, burying his own rod deep. He had already cum this morning, so could last an incredibly long time. I lost myself in the fantasy now. My lover taking it to me, hard, constant, pounding at his controlling pace. I could only wrap my legs around him, pressing his ass hard, screaming ‘take me, use me’ over and over. 
 
    The orgasm that took me was like nothing I had ever experienced. My fantasy lover had ripped it out through his power over me. I trembled at the ferocity of the climax, flopping against him. 
 
    Zane did not appear even close to cumming. Once I had stopped trembling, he rolled on his back, pulling me on top. I knew what he wanted, as I grabbed his shaft, dropping myself forcefully downward. I almost came as the pleasure surged inside me once again. I dropped my body against his chest, pillowing my breasts, gripping his chest with my arms. My lips pressed down on his. I belonged on this bed, to this man, as I rode him. 
 
    “Use that cock,” Zane said, in between kisses, “take your pleasure from this stranger’s cock, my little slut. Time to let your desire out of the box you have placed around it.” 
 
    The words… my God, the words… it was like he was reading me. I was just on the edge of another blast, but I was holding back, trying not to be too excited. I hesitated to make him feel I wanted the strange cock more than his. His words pushed all resistance away, as if someone had suddenly released me from bondage. I used his cock to nail myself against my mystery lover, driving my sex onto him, and my imagination exploded! 
 
    It was all I could do to keep the words flowing, but I knew he wanted that. “Yes… I love the feel of his huge cock, stretching me… such pleasure! I cannot get enough… ramming myself down on him. There is no end to the desire. I cannot get enough of his massive cock!” 
 
    I could feel him building to his release, using my arms to sit up in a full cowgirl position, pressing down on his rod. “Give me your cum, my bull. Every ounce, every drop.” I was grinding hard, twisting my hips to increase the torment on his sensitive head, now ready to blow. 
 
    His hips pressed upward off the bed as he grunted hard. For the second time in less than an hour, my husband was having an orgasm inside me. Just as I felt the splash of spunk wash into me, I came so hard I could hardly breathe, my animalistic groan louder than ever as the wild pleasure exploded through me. 
 
    I pounded myself down on him, trying to extend the release as long as I could, but finally collapsed on top of his chest. 
 
    He wrapped his arms around me tight, allowing the waves to wash through me… into his comforting arms. I was almost crying; the emotion was so strong. I hugged his chest as I cuddled into his loving embrace. 
 
    I was not sure the reality would be as great as the fantasy, but there was no doubt now. I was going to be his hotwife… this Friday night!

  

 
   
    6 / How To Do It? 
 
    Regrettably, ‘this Friday night’ turned out to be six weeks later. 
 
    The opening of the new Wyatt’s store in Millersville was not going smoothly. First, the property owner threatened to pull out of the deal if they did not agree to higher rent, so Zane had to find another location. Then the new location turned out to need more renovation than they had budgeted. This meant Zane going back and forth to Millersville many times, including an overnight on the Friday we had discussed. 
 
    We were both disappointed but knew the job took precedence over our future hotwifing. For the next two weeks, the required changes totally consumed Zane. This stretched into four weeks. 
 
    Along the way, when we had a rare moment together, I told Zane about my conversation with Nikki, and her friend Skylar, how Nikki was currently an active hotwife and Skylar was apparently a known slut by her own boyfriend. 
 
    He was shocked, to say the least. Nikki seemed so nice, he said, as if being a hotwife meant you had to be a raving bitch. But that wasn’t what he meant. Zane had met Skylar at the same party. That woman, he laughed, oozed sex. She could see her as a hotwife. Nikki was more ‘girl next door’ type, not expected to harbor deep-seated sexual needs. She was pretty, had a good body, even seemed to have an allure about her, but taking new dicks whenever she felt like it, with Wyatt as her cuckold… 
 
    That really made me laugh when he said that. Here we were, near to making decisions that Wyatt & Nikki had already made, and Zane was thinking it was weird they had made similar choices. Yes, we both agreed, it was silly to treat them as some oddity, considering what we were planning to do. And I wondered where I stood on the ‘oozing sex’ to ‘girl next door’ spectrum. Did I have ‘deep-seated sexual needs’? What were we thinking of doing? 
 
    Then Zane surprised me. He talked to Wyatt about their lifestyle on one of their out-of-town trips together. Wyatt gave him an earful… at least, that’s how Zane described it. About Rush, about big cocks, about Nikki getting used to them, about how much their own sexual relationship had changed, and worse, how he knew Nikki would not stop even if he wanted her to. 
 
    Still, Wyatt went on, saying they were having the best sex of their lives together and Nikki no longer played by herself. He always went along. Through a rough period of trial and error, as Wyatt described it, they had come out on the other end, both happier than they had ever been. Nikki got what she needed, and Wyatt enjoyed making that available to her. 
 
    Zane especially asked questions about Wyatt’s choice to be her cuckold. He was not the traditional cuckold, where the wife ‘forced’ him into the play. Zane saw Wyatt as closer to his own thinking, in that his own mysterious mind thought it was exciting to have his wife spreading her legs for other men. 
 
    But his journey to being a cuckold differed from Zane’s. Wyatt could not handle the ‘going by herself’ mental anguish. After the traumatic Rush experience, they had decided Wyatt would become a submissive-style cuckold, doing everything he could to help her get laid the way she wants, while always being there when it happened. Nikki no longer went out for play without him along. 
 
    When Zane told me about this conversation, he seemed uncertain about that himself, but the excitement had an edge. He liked the idea of it. The naughty thought of my getting humped got him aroused and hard as stone. Yet, we had been together for a long time at that point. The idea of my wanting to leave him and the boys for someone else seemed to find its way into his emotional acceptance of what we were doing. There was a war going on inside him that had not been there before. 
 
    His overwhelming desire to have me experience as many orgasms as I could controlled him now. Apparently, it never occurred to him that there would be an emotional aspect of making love. A strange revelation for him, I thought, when you consider our own connection was so grounded in our frequent physical activity. 
 
    The whole idea of it was ridiculous to me! I would never switch my loyalties to any guy, no matter how good a lover he was, so I could have more of that pleasure. I liked sex, sure, but get real! My dedication to Zane and my children held me with iron purpose. THAT would not change, no matter what we did. Or, at least, that’s what I thought then, before I had ever had another guy. It turned out; the reality was quite different. 
 
    His concerns, and my own worries about the practicalities, invaded my certainty of wanting to become a hotwife at all. What if I went out and found I did like being a hotwife? Would I go to bars, always finding new every time? That had the possibility of getting tiresome quickly. 
 
    Or would I find a few bulls I liked, then go to them only? Now… Wyatt’s scenario of emotional attachment suddenly came into clear relief. Making love to the same person repeatedly creates emotions that won’t be easy to dismiss. Zane knew that, had experienced it in our own relationship. 
 
    Raw sex for pleasure was one thing. Making love over and over was something completely different. Eventually, repeat partners would seep into the ‘making love’ category, away from the ‘humping for pleasure’. Zane was now trying to deal with the emotional aspect of separating the two in his mind. He was no longer clear he wanted to take the risk of our lives together. 
 
    Truthfully, I was no longer as certain, either. 
 
      
 
    * * * * * * * * * * * * 
 
      
 
    In the end, the desire won out. Yes, we had these concerns, but Zane wanted me to do it and, frankly, so did I. We understood there was a significant difference between reality and fantasy. And I was very realistic about that. Our talking during this postponement emphasized this point repeatedly. 
 
    Besides, the guy I come away with might not be the ideal. He may have a small dick, or be hesitant, even submissive, once in the room. I would have no control once we were in the bedroom. 
 
    The reverse might also be true. He might be rougher than expected, pushing me in ways I was not comfortable. We discussed how to back out gracefully, plus making sure my purse was visible so I could run out, even if I didn’t have clothes on. Better to be embarrassed than unsafe. Over and over, Zane emphasized being safe. No dick was worth a violent result. 
 
    Almost beyond belief, in retrospect, we both saw this as a one-off event. Something I would do, then we would laugh about it in our old age. ‘Weren’t we wild back in the day?!’ So unrealistic, especially considering everything that happened afterward. 
 
    We also talked a lot about Zane, how he would react to my going out on my own. In fact, this was my primary concern now. I was no longer nervous about becoming a hotwife. I wanted it so bad, my sex dripped every time I thought about it. No… how Zane would react to my coming home, covered in another man’s cum, was driving me crazy. 
 
    He claimed that would not be a problem, despite all our talk about Wyatt and Nikki over the last 6 weeks. Zane convinced me he had fantasized about it for so long that he had accepted there would be emotional negatives on top of the thrill. He could handle both. 
 
    So, we turned our attention to the how. There were so many ways to make the connection, but for our first time, we went the bar route to see if I could pick someone up at a local establishment. If this did not work, we could go online and try to arrange something. 
 
    Still, choosing where to go was an issue. I thought about a classy place, like Tomasino’s Bar & Grill. The T-Bar was famous as a haven for visiting businessmen. However, many of the Bank officers met there for drinks after work. This may be the ‘safest’ place for a connection, but the risk of seeing people I know was too high. Also, I wondered if the ‘rougher’ lover I was looking for would frequent a place like that. Probably not. 
 
    There were so many sports bars and taverns around, it was difficult to choose one. We settled on Alfredo’s Tavern. Alfredo’s was downtown, near the convention center, but on the edge of downtown. I thought that would bring a little more of the rough and tumble type to the bar. 
 
    Zane was quite nervous about this strategy. “Are you sure you want rough your first time out? Our idea of rough, and theirs, may be quite different.” 
 
    True, I thought to myself, but I had no interest in going for a soft and tender lovemaking session. I have plenty of that done better at home. For my hotwife adventures, I want the guy to take it to me! 
 
    “It’ll be fine,” I told him. “We will be right downtown. And I’ll have my phone.” 
 
    Zane nodded his head. What could he say? I was going there to get laid. Hard for him to be very controlling. One problem with Alfredo’s was the size. It was a small place. In the end, we decided I would go solo on this trip. In a place that small, everyone would notice a guy sitting by himself, staring at the woman standing at the bar. This choice disappointed him, but he understood. 
 
    There were many other ways for him to take part… as I had learned in my stories. I had him pick out my outfit. He decided no miniskirt this time but shorts to show off my legs. So, we went with a pair of black short-shorts with a silky beige long-sleeve blouse, several buttons undone to show off my ample cleavage, high-heeled sandals, and black lingerie. The panties were scandalous. They called it a thong, but it barely covered my mound. 
 
    Most fun in our preparation was my pubic hair. I always trimmed the hair down below, but remained hairy. Zane laid me on the bed and shaved me down to bare skin. I looked at myself after he finished. The sight made me shiver with desire. For the first time, I looked at myself and knew I was going to do this. No backing out, no maybes. I was going to have another man have his way with me this very night! 
 
    And was I ever ready! Zane looked at me as I stood by the door. I had to wear a long coat to cover my outfit so the boys would not see what I was wearing. They were still curious, asking where I was going. Dad immediately chimed in; she was going out with some girlfriends. 
 
    Oh, nice… They could have cared less, went straight back to their video games. There was a soft honk outside. The Uber had arrived. Zane walked me out to the car, his own erection clear through the tent in his pants. 
 
    “Be safe, ok?” he said. “No fantasy is worth that risk. I want you to come back to me.” 
 
    He had already packed a bunch of condoms in my purse. 
 
    “I will be. Don’t worry. I’m a grown adult, been out on the town by myself before. You just keep that cock nice and stiff. I will need reclaiming when I come back home.” 
 
    “Count on that,” he said, a grin on his face so full of lust I burst out laughing. 
 
    “I will…” I laughed in reply, giving him a kiss and hug on the way into the car. 
 
    The ride downtown was nerve-racking. What was I going to do? How to handle the men that approach me? How do I pick out the right one for the night? So many unknowns, but one thing I knew for sure. I was going to give it my best try. 
 
    Still, I desperately wanted to get laid by a strange cock tonight. The last six months have been building to this point. I was so ready…

  

 
   
    7 / Alfredo’s 
 
    As I write this down, I can’t help but be amazed at this casual beginning to something that has changed our lives forever. I rode to Alfredo’s only with the anticipation of getting laid by someone new for the first time in 10 years… no… even longer. We dated for two years before getting married! 
 
    Yet the changes that would come, my becoming a hotwife, then an escort, then a specialist in certain types of play, and the disaster that almost occurred late in our first year of doing this. 
 
    I rode that car with such confidence in myself. Yet Zane’s only partially matched my confidence. He thought he was ready, knew this was what he wanted, but when faced with the prospect of losing his wife to a better lover, it was much harder than he thought. 
 
    And we came close. Close to losing our cherished intimacy, our deep connection, and, worse, our life together. The hard part? It was mostly my fault. This was my first step in my addiction to the pleasure of hotwifing, to the hardcore love of new cock which I would struggle with going forward. 
 
    Neither of us knew this was the first step on that tumultuous journey. He was looking for the thrill of his wife making it with another guy. And I was looking forward to a new sexual experience. 
 
    I remember an old saying my mother used to tell me all the time: ‘be careful what you want, young lady, for you will surely get it.’ 
 
    And did I ever, starting right here at Alfredo’s… but from a direction totally unexpected. 
 
      
 
    * * * * * * * * * * * * 
 
      
 
    They hid the tavern amidst taller buildings on the edge of downtown. Yet, it was close enough to office towers and the convention center to become a regular spot for post-work gatherings and convention goers looking for refreshment. 
 
    I hoped the combination of these two would allow me to find someone a little rough around the edges. I had looked up what convention was in town this week. A veteran’s group was having their national convention. 5,000 vets expected to attend. Perhaps a veteran would give me the poke I wanted! 
 
    The Uber pulled up in front of Alfredo’s and I was happy to see the place overflowing with revelers. I took my coat off, draped it across my arm and hoped the place had coat check. I did not want to carry this around all night. Happily, they did. I deposited my coat, turned to face the bar, and walked into the main room. 
 
    Maybe it was just because I knew why I was there, but it felt like every eye turned my way when I walked toward the bar. The bar impressed me. An old-style dark wood counter offset two cabinets against the wall that oddly looked like windows but were holding knickknacks the owner had collected. They had a decent collection of whiskey, Zane would have been impressed, and a good wine list. 
 
    As I approached the bar, several barstools miraculously opened as several men offered me their seat. I surveyed the three available, settling on one next to a guy in a cowboy hat that looked like he could be fun. 
 
    “Do you mind?” 
 
    “Please, little lady. I would be glad to give up my seat. Brady’s the name, in from Texas. And what’s your name?” 
 
    “Bree…” shaking his hand. “You here with the vets?” 
 
    “Bree… nice name. Yep, here for the convention, been here since Wednesday. Heading back Sunday. I’m involved in the disabled vet efforts for the association. Giving a presentation tomorrow on what we are doing in Texas.” 
 
    “Nice,” I said, appreciatively. 
 
    Brady might just be my ticket. In town only a few days and a big guy. He looked strong and fit. His hands were so much bigger than mine when we shook, I felt like a child. I giggled to myself, reminded of the old wife’s tale about what it meant when men had big hands! 
 
    “What can I getcha?” he asked. 
 
    “I’ll take a glass of pinot noir, if you don’t mind…” When he turned to the bartender, I gave him a once over. He was every bit a Texas veteran. Cowboy boots polished to a spit shine. His camel-colored suede sport coat cut in a western wear style, with an embroidered feather design across the yoke and chest. His pants were not fancy, just denim, but the light blue oxford button-down shirt and a large belt-buckle held the ensemble together. His dark hair, with shavings of gray, highlighted the two-day beard shaping his oval face. The smile lines at the edges of his water blue eyes, so full of desire looking at me… I put him in his early 40s. Yes, indeed. He would do nicely. 
 
    I turned away from the bar, leaned back, crossed my legs in front of me, foot tapping to the overhead music, accepting the wine when it arrived. Every part of my body was open for business. 
 
    Brady was an interesting guy, had fun stories to tell, both about his being a veteran and a Texan, and he kept my glass filled and kept touching me as we talked. Eventually, the chair next to me opened. He hopped into it, moving the chair closer, our legs touching as we spoke. We talked like this for well over an hour, as his hands moved rapidly, always finding a reason to touch me. Nothing sexual, just touching. 
 
    Maybe I was feeling the effects of the wine, or just seeing the culmination of all the planning finally come together, but I was boiling for this guy as he put his hand on my bare leg, just below the shorts. I covered his hand with mine, giving it a light squeeze, welcoming his touch. His eyes lit up with a lustful stare that had to match my own. 
 
    When I finished my current wine, he asked me if I would like to get out of the bar. “Thought you would never ask,” I quickly replied. Stopping by to get my coat, we were on the street moments later. It was a cool spring evening. I was suddenly glad I had the coat, but it wouldn’t have mattered. It wasn’t the cold making my nipples point the way. All the touching and wine had gotten me to the right place for what I wanted to do. 
 
    Brady put his arm around me. “A little nippy out tonight,” he said, pulling me in closer. 
 
    I leaned into him, welcoming his embrace. “Yes, it is.” 
 
    “So, little lady, where should we go? Find something to eat? Or…” he said, gripping me tighter, “we could go back to my hotel to get better acquainted?” 
 
    I stopped walking abruptly, turned to face him. “How much better acquainted?” I asked, pressing my body up against him. 
 
    “Very…” he replied, taking my chin in his meaty paw, pulling my face to a tender kiss. “I think I would like to know you much better…” 
 
    “I would like that too,” I said, putting my weight behind the kiss. His arms fell around me and we were suddenly kissing in the middle of the sidewalk, a full embrace. I fell into his control by pressing my body against him, surrendering my will. The message was unmistakable. 
 
    “My hotel is right across the street,” he said, pulling away from the embrace. He wants to do something right now, I giggled to myself, as he used his arm to guide me toward the nearby Presidential Arms Hotel. 
 
    It was all we could do to keep our hands off each other as we walked to the elevators in the lobby, but once those doors closed, he was all over me and I offered no resistance. His hands covered my back, shoulders, arms, and breasts even before the door opened on the 15th floor. He was practically dragging me down the hall, my body pressing hard against his. 
 
    I had never felt so hungry for sex in my life. Every fiber of my being was quivering with the desire to feel this man inside me. I could only imagine how wet my shorts must look now. 
 
    As the hotel door fell shut, he was on me, and I welcomed his embrace. Sexual hunger permeated the room. Coats went on the floor, shoes and boots shed, then my blouse, his shirt, my shorts, his pants. The clothes were flying off until we were both down to underwear. 
 
    He reached around to unfasten my bra, but I gently pushed his hands away. “Let me,” I whispered.

  

 
   
    8 / Letting My Slut Run 
 
    He nodded his head, stepping back to give me room. I pulled the straps off my shoulder, one at a time, then reached behind, unhooked the bra while holding the cups in place to tease him. He was breathing a little heavier as he watched my actions. 
 
    Now was the moment of truth. Would my saggy breasts stop the play? I stared into his eyes while he struggled with the pressure of maintaining my stare or looking at the uncovering breasts. I was panting as well, my breath anxious with anticipation, as I let the bra fall to the floor, standing in front of him, fully exposed. 
 
    He closed the gap between us in a flash, taking my breasts in his hands, gripping them tenderly, but firmly. I thrust my chest out to him, offering no resistance. I wanted this just as much as he did. His lips were all over my nipples, suckling them gently. 
 
    “Your breasts are fantastic… so big… I love the touch of them, so soft and sensuous.” 
 
    My heart hammered as my own hands came up to caress his shaft, wrapping the rod through his boxers. Yes… even bigger than my dildo. Oh god… this is going to be so good! But I wanted him not to be so gentle. 
 
    “Not made of glass, you know. Don’t have to be so gentle. Touch them harder. I like it a little rough.” 
 
    He responded by nipping on one nipple with his teeth and grabbing the other in a firm grip, pulling it away from my body. I moaned at the sudden change, “Yes… oh god… just like that…” 
 
    Not sure how long this went on, I was so lost in the pleasure of his manhandling my breasts. Zane was never keen on touching them as hard as I liked. Brady had no such resistance. He was all over them with hands, mouth, and teeth. 
 
    Then he pulled back from me. I wasn’t sure what he was planning, but knew what I wanted. I quickly kneeled in front of him, pulling his boxers off his body, taking his solid shaft in my grip. I wanted to taste his cock… oh yes… 
 
    He gasped softly as he felt my mouth licking his precum off the pink head, wrapping both my hands around his beautiful shaft. Hard as a log, his head was throbbing as I took it in my mouth. I had been practicing with the dildo to make sure I could get one this size down my throat. 
 
    But the dildo was nothing like the real thing. The soft skin emphasized the hardness underneath. His warm head felt so good going down my throat. I got it down halfway on the first go, used some saliva to lubricate the shaft, then gave him a serious blowjob. I was so hungry for feeling him enter my mouth that I was taking him in repeatedly, worshiping the pleasure of the entry, stroking the luscious shaft with my hands. I wanted to taste his cream… 
 
    Thoughts of Zane flooded into my mind. I should do this more often with him, I thought. He loves this. My loving husband, who wanted me to do this… with his blessing. I sucked harder, trying to honor him. He wanted me to be his slut, to let myself out of bondage, to allow myself to become the real me. 
 
    At that moment, I wondered if he knows how deep that well goes. My slut is growing stronger every minute. I want to be this woman, to feel this ecstasy. Thank you, my love, for allowing me to feel this joy. Yet, suddenly, as I took Brady deeper, I worried what I would leave for Zane when this was all over. 
 
    As I took more of Brady in, going all the way to the base, he pulled himself out. “Loved that, little one, but I don’t want to go too soon. I have other plans for this. And I think you do too.” 
 
    “Oh yes…” I said, looking into his eyes from the floor. “I want to feel that inside me very much.” 
 
    “It would be my god-damned pleasure,” he roared, reaching down, ripping the thong from my body, then picked me up, carrying me toward the bed. I was laughing at his tickling but hugging him tightly as we moved toward the bed. Welcoming his aggressiveness. My embrace told a story of openness to his need. 
 
    He yanked the blanket off the bed with his free hand, then tossed me onto the bed. I was panting my need by then. He pushed me on my back, moving himself over me. He grazed my opening, then slowly entered my welcoming flower. It did not take him long to find his way in after a few moistening runs. Soon he buried himself, and I was moaning to the pleasure. His cock going so deep, I was struggling to breathe. 
 
    He lowered his head to my nipples, suckling each as he continued to drive into me. But soon, he was hammering away, his entire body dedicated to this one purpose. But he went on and on, no slowing or gasps of breath. 
 
    My first release took me completely by surprise. It was so strong. His thrusts savaged me a couple times more, blossoming into a wildfire of pleasure. My body stiffened underneath him as I came, grabbing him down on top of me as I released. My legs and arms wrapped around him close as I exploded with an orgasm that shook me everywhere, vibrating against him as he held me tight. The power pulled me deeper into his continuing thrusts. 
 
    He slowed his pace now, emphasizing the passion. His mouth found mine, driving his tongue to tangle with my own. I gave myself completely to him, legs wrapping around his middle, welcoming him to take me, as my kiss responded. We were no longer frantic, but allowed the passion to go deeper. My arms pulled him closer as I moaned and whimpered at his continued drive into my need. 
 
    I was building for another orgasm. He could sense the change in me and hammered harder again. We moved in concert, each trying to bring the other into their world. The merging of the efforts brought potent pressure on us both. 
 
    That rhythm together found us and then shattered, as my release triggered his. He washed my canal with rope after rope of his offering, while I pushed myself against him, to welcome it more. I was open to him completely. 
 
    He collapsed on top of me, quickly rolling off, pulling me up to cuddle with him. Brady rolled my chin up to him, kissing me gently. “You are quite the lover, my little lady. I hope you can stay longer…” 
 
    “I can stay as long as you want me, but I don’t want to sleep here, ok? Need to leave at a reasonable hour.” 
 
    “Whatever you say,” he said. “I ain’t holdin’ ya hostage. When you’re ready to leave, let me know. But until then…” 
 
    He pulled me up to his lips again, and we started all over.

  

 
   
    9 / She’s Hooked Now! 
 
    We were there for over two hours, making love four times. In between, he ate me to several more orgasms while he recharged, and we kissed and kissed. So much pleasure from one mouth touching another. It didn’t hurt that he often buried his hand inside me, flicking my clit with each plunge. 
 
    But sooner than I wanted, it was time to go home. I slowly got dressed, searching for my clothes, which were strewn all over the room. How my shoes got near the bathroom, I wasn’t sure. I went into the bathroom, closing the door. Needed to clean myself up a bit. I couldn’t go home to Zane looking like this… 
 
    Or could I? Suddenly, I stopped cleaning, pulling my shorts up to preserve the evidence. What could be better for Zane, to show him what I did! I didn’t want to, but this blouse would show my nipples clearly. I had to replace the bra. 
 
    I opened the door. “Can you help me with this?” I said, trying to be shy, but wiggling my tits in front of him.  
 
    He walked up to me, clutching them. “Loved those breasts, little lady. So fine… really added to my pleasure.” 
 
    These words turned my entire conception of saggy breasts into a confidence about them. They may be saggy compared to my 20-year-old self. Indeed! Now, they were better, the breasts of a mature woman who loved them to be taken roughly for the pleasure of her man. 
 
    While he spoke, I continued to place the bra straps on my shoulders, wrapped the material around my chest, turning so he could fasten the hooks. He happily assisted. Then I spun back to him, my breasts touching his arm as I turned. He grabbed my bra-encased breasts in his hands, while I moved the blouse onto my arms. 
 
    I pushed him playfully away. He chuckled as he stepped back. “Hands off…” I giggled. “I need to get dressed. You’ve had your time! Now I need to go.” 
 
    I looked at the nightstand clock. It was already after midnight. I needed to get home. 
 
    “Gotta run, Brady. I’m so glad we hooked up while you were in town. This was so much fun.” I asked for his phone, typing my cell number, if he was ever in town again. He returned his after receiving it. Then I got my coat and purse, turned to nod my head for one last thanks, then walked out. 
 
    When I got in the elevator, I opened my purse to get out my phone, and noticed a big wad of bills. There were $500 in my purse. My mind snapped back to Brady. That motherfucker! He thought I was a prostitute! All the warm glow of the sex washed away in a sudden rage. God damn him! 
 
    I stomped through the lobby, my face red with anger. At that moment, it was all I could do not to march back up to that hotel room and throw those bills in his face! The staff must have thought I was a nut as I stormed out the front door. Before I calmed down, I was two blocks past the hotel on a quiet street that suddenly caught me fearful of where I was. 
 
    But then the absurdity all came together as I burst out laughing. These were belly laughs of mirth, of the great sex, the money, my getting lost. What I great night I had! If he wanted to pay me, let him. Why not get paid for doing something you love? Many people make money on their hobbies. After tonight, I knew this was mine! I hoped Zane was still ok with this because I was not sure I was ever going to give up this amount of pleasure. 
 
    My slut was fully in control now. I wanted to do this over and over, feel the rush of the new man, find his pleasure points, his finding mine. I could not even imagine how many times I came, and the ones I had were so much stronger than with Zane. I would not tell him that, because his are great too, but this was on another level. I wanted to do this again in the worst way. 
 
    How was I ever going back to the day-to-day of husband and family after this?! By the time the Uber got me home, at nearly 1 o’clock, the guilt was leaving me wondering where we would go from here… as a couple, as lovers, as husband and wife. I was feeling shame that I had let myself go so completely with Brady, yet exhilarated so much that I knew my outlook had changed beyond repair. For the first time, the fear that I could never stop was creeping into my heart. 
 
    I called ahead to let Zane know of the time. He had fallen asleep on the sofa but would have a pot of coffee ready when I returned, he said. 
 
    I walked in the front door to a husband dressed only in a robe open at the front. His stiff cock pointing my way. “And what do we have here?” I playfully asked, as my hand reached out to fist his extremely rigid pole. “I have something you might want to see…” I giggled. 
 
    “Oh yes. I gotta see this,” he said, grabbing my blouse, intending to pull it off. I pulled his hands down. “Let’s do this upstairs. The coffee can wait till morning.” I pulled his rod toward the steps, as I reached to switch the coffee machine off on the way by. He laughingly followed, but pulled away so he could wrap the robe around before we went past the boys’ rooms. I subconsciously did the same, trying to get my blouse completely straight and cover the growing stain in my pants. 
 
    Once we were in our bedroom, he turned to lock the door and I pulled my clothes off, yanking my pants down and bra off, turning my bare pussy to his view. He could see the mess there. The combination of our juices smeared everywhere. His eyes then fed on the red swollen nipples, the red marks where he had pinched and pulled them so roughly. 
 
    Zane gaped at what he saw. “Oh god… you did it! You went with someone!” 
 
    He ran over, sweeping me in his arms. I laughed at his joy, and at my own. His fantasy had become mine, and now we were both ecstatic. The reality was even better than the fantasy! As if in a flood, it transformed this joy into a need for me. The shame of that need colored my reaction to this loving man. 
 
    His lips crushed into mine as he pulled me toward the bed. I protested, needing to clean up first… wanting to hide the evidence of what I had done. He told me no fucking way, dragging me to the bed, throwing me on the top. 
 
    “Get on your hands and knees.” 
 
    I scrambled to do so, my ass pointing back at him. He could see the damage already done; my pussy lips swollen and red. And not a little sore, I thought to myself, but I didn’t care. I needed him to reclaim me, to return my pussy to its rightful owner. I read it in one of my erotica books and I now understood the truth of it. Brady had ripped away my loyalty. It needed to be reclaimed by my husband. I needed him to make me his again. The fear of my changing loyalties already seeping into my thoughts. 
 
    He was inside me as soon as he could get on the bed, thrusting as I pushed back against him. “Take back that pussy… your slutty little wife gave her pussy to another man tonight… he fucked me over and over. I have become the slut you wanted. Your slutty wife offers my pussy back to where it really belongs,” as I pushed back on him. 
 
    He was going wild, slamming into me. “I love your being a slut… I want you to get fucked whenever you need… it turns me on so much.” 
 
    The power of my climax riveted me to the bed, as my head fell to the surface, his thrusts driving me higher as I cried out my relief! No matter what happened tonight, with Brady’s hard cock, I knew this was my place. I was back to the rightful ownership of my man. 
 
    He blasted his load inside me at the same moment. The joy! Oh god… Pleasure blew threw me, finding my every cell to torment and excite. 
 
    Suddenly, I could not take the sensations. I fell to the bed, his softening cock flopping out, while I gasped with the surge that had taken me. I was quivering on the bed, as the last remnants of my climax filled my center with a depth of feeling I didn’t know I had. 
 
    I turned to bring Zane down to lie next to me. “Thank you, my love,” I said. “I had such a wonderful time, but when it was over, all I could think about was coming home to this, to you, to our love. I want to do this again, but it will never be more than what we have. Never.” 
 
    Deep in my heart at that moment, I prayed that what I said was true. I really loved him, but the pull to the need was growing. I was now powerless to stop the urgency of my move in that direction. 
 
    “Don’t worry about that,” Zane laughed. “I ain’t ever letting you go. We signed up for life, and I mean to keep that promise to you.” 
 
    I didn’t know what to say, so just pulled him down to another kiss. He pushed me gently to my side. Got up for some blankets, then cuddled me until I was fast asleep.

  

 
   
    10 / He Did What? 
 
    The next morning, I woke with the alarm blaring, Zane trying to rouse himself at the same time. Our oldest had a baseball practice at 10. Zane got up, yelling at him to get around, then closed the door behind him, saying he would take care of it, that I should stay in bed. 
 
    I did, promptly falling back to sleep, exhausted. Cumming all those times and especially the time I was on top, pounding my sex down on him, using his cock for my pleasure, tired me beyond belief. A sudden memory of those thrusts sent chills through me as I fell back to sleep. 
 
    I woke again around 11:30. Zane had arranged for the boys to go elsewhere, then came back to bed, crawling next to me under the covers. 
 
    “How you are doing, babe?” he asked. “Still good with last night?” 
 
    “Yes, my love, very good. I hope you are ok too because I want to do it again. I have always liked sex. You know that. But it was like my insides had been turned on, as if a dormant switch flipped. I was a very naughty girl. And that’s all I could think about. I needed cock… needed to feel him inside me… I was hungry for it. What have you done to me?” I laughed at Zane. “You’ve made me into a cock-slut.” 
 
    “Oh, I think you did most of the heavy lifting yourself,” he returned, pulling me closer. “And I want you to do it. I thought this was fucking hot! All night long, all I could think about was what you were doing, how some other man was plowing into you. But I took the boys to a movie, then ice cream. After that, I locked myself in the bedroom. Must have beat off 3 times. I was constantly hard.” He reached across to me, touching my arms and chest, grazing across my tender nipples. I winced when he touched them too hard. “Tell me about your experience,” he said. 
 
    So, I told him, in as much detail as I could remember, but much was a haze of release and recovery. About Brady, his being in town through Sunday at the veteran’s convention. 
 
    Then I suddenly sat up. “There was one thing that almost ruined the evening. You won’t believe it. That sonofabitch paid me.” I got up, running to my purse, pulling out the wad of $50 bills. 
 
    “He did what?” Zane seemed incredulous. “Paid you for fucking him?” 
 
    I could see the moment when he got it. The man thought Bree was a prostitute. He chuckled at the absurdity, pulling me in close. Soon, we were rolling on the bed, holding our sides from the laughter waves rocking us. I threw the bills into the air as the cash rolled around us. Jesus… what have we gotten into? 
 
    “A cheap skate, I’d say,” Zane teased. 
 
    “That’s not the normal rate?” 
 
    Zane was now full out laughing again. “That governor of New York apparently paid his ladies $3,000 a night.” 
 
    “Yes,” I laughed back, “but they went on a date with him and spent the entire night. You want me to up my game?” 
 
    “Now, hold on,” he chuckled. “Let’s walk before taking off at a full sprint. Are you serious? He thought you were a call-girl?” 
 
    “Apparently,” I said plainly. “He put the money in my purse when I was in the bathroom. I found it on my way out the door. Really pissed me off.” 
 
    “Why pissed off?” Zane cracked up. “You were THAT good. He thought you were a professional. A compliment when you think about it.” 
 
    “The way I took it to that guy last night, he probably thought that. Zane, I don’t know what came over me! I was all over him from the first. Sucking him, telling him to use my tits harder, opening my legs to him. I wanted his shaft so badly. The need overwhelmed every other thought. Like a starving person seeing my first meal in weeks.” 
 
    “You’ve been planning this a long time,” Zane snickered. “Is it any surprise you wanted it so badly? I wanted it badly for you. Worried it would disappoint you with your first go. So much that you wouldn’t want to try again. I guess I don’t have to worry about that now.” 
 
    “No…” I said, then stroked his arm softly. “Are you ok with me wanting it so badly?” 
 
    “Yes, yes… You’re not leaving me for a big cock. Just come home after it’s over, we’ll be fine.” 
 
    I pulled him into my arms again, raining kisses all over his face. “Thank you, my love. Thank you. I want to.” 
 
    My cell phone twerped the chime of a text message. I looked over at it, then turned to Zane. “It’s Brady from last night, asking me to call him if I have a moment. What should I do?” 
 
    “You gave him your cell number?” 
 
    “I want this cock again, Zane. Haven’t you been listening?” 
 
    “Sorry,” he roared, laughing, “I thought you meant A cock, not THIS one.” 
 
    “Well… truthfully… I was referring to any cock. But this one will do. It is great.” I stopped sharply, a thought forming. Would he be willing? 
 
    I texted back for him to call when he was available. My cell rang moments later. I answered on the speaker phone. We chatted for a bit. Brady wondered if my schedule was full for tonight. Would I be interested in a return engagement? The conversation was actually funny. I confessed to not being a professional… He got quiet on the phone. I could hear a feint, ‘oh shit…’  
 
    I told him about my being a hotwife and how much I enjoy new cock like his. “It was a genuine pleasure,” I told him. 
 
    “I don’t want you to feel insulted or anything, but you were fantastic. I just assumed you were a pro. Felt bad about not setting terms before we started. I hope that number was enough.” 
 
    “It was plenty. I’ll keep it. But I have a favor to ask.” 
 
    “Ok…” Brady said, the uncertainty now obvious. Zane was looking at me with that same question mark. 
 
    “My husband would like to watch me in action,” I continued, looking at Zane across the bed. “but has never had the chance. If we got back together this evening, would you be willing to have my husband come along, to watch, and maybe join in?” 
 
    “Not sure I’m up to any gay stuff. Don’t mind if y’all are, but not for me.” 
 
    “No, nothing like that,” I assured him. “He would just watch or maybe have me suck on him while you take the other end, or vice versa. I think I would like to be shared. Interested?” 
 
    “I think I can do that. See you in my room at 7. Tell your hubby he can undress you in front of me. Might like that. I will want him to be naked when he does it.” 
 
    Zane was indeed excited, his rock-hard shaft now at full glory. I looked at him with confusion on my face. He would undress in front of him before taking my clothes off? 
 
    “It’s a deal,” I agreed, without consulting with Zane. He was the cuckold. “We will see you at 7 tonight. Thanks, Brady. Have a chair ready for my cuck. Looking forward to being with you again.” 
 
    “Me too, sweet lady. Me too.”

  

 
   
    11 / Zane Gets to Watch 
 
    After that, we hopped into the shower together. I had a lot of residues from my two lovers, needed to clean up. Zane had unexpectedly become my personal slave. He grabbed the soap out of my hand, replacing it with a body gel we used for special occasions. The gel had a feint smell of lavender. It felt good when he applied it to me. 
 
    Zane knew this was a special moment. He was scrubbing me for another man. My husband was covering every inch of me so another man could be inside. And this time, he would get to watch. 
 
    For the first time, I worried this may be too soon. My breasts were still a little tender from the treatment Brady gave them the night before, and my sex was actually sore. My two men plowed me 4-5 times. Loved every thrust, but my sex was not used to the marathon treatment. Getting it that often again tonight… oh, I was going to be really sore after the second session. 
 
    In the end, I didn’t care. I wanted that cock again. As Zane gently rinsed my sex with two fingers, touching my clit with each pass, his action filled my mind with Brady’s cock, hanging above me, ready to plunge into me again. 
 
    Yet, Zane… holding me, rinsing me. My eyes teared up. What was happening to me? The pleasure of last night was like a drug I could not live without. I wanted as much as I could get. But what about my husband? I loved him with all my soul. 
 
    Yet, Brady… his cock a wonder for my pleasure. I wondered at his age whether he could hold up as well for a second night in a row. Maybe he hoped the second go round would be less frantic, with less marathon humping. I sure hope not, because I really enjoyed that! 
 
    I pulled Zane close to me as his fingers brought me to a soft orgasm in the shower. 
 
    “You’re thinking about him now, aren’t you?” he asked, not resisting my embrace, pulling me in close with his powerful arms. 
 
    “Is that terrible of me? To be thinking of another man while my husband gives me release in a way that only he knows how?” 
 
    “Kind of enjoyed that, to tell you the truth. I love being your cuck, preparing you for your new man.” He pressed himself against me, his shaft hard as a fence post. “I have been mapping out the entire visit in my mind. What I want you to wear… How to present you to him… Oh babe, this is a dream come true for me. I want you to enjoy it as much as I am.” 
 
    “Oh… I will.” 
 
    The rest of the day, whenever the boys were out of earshot, we planned for the evening. He wanted me to wear a baby doll lingerie set that he loved. To wear it under my coat, but nothing else. He wanted to see the surprise on the guy’s face when he dropped the coat to the floor. 
 
    “Why do you suppose he wants you to be naked when you undress me?” I asked. 
 
    “Probably some submissive thing he read in a story. I get it. There is a certain amount of humiliation that comes from giving your wife away. I find it decadent and delicious, makes my insides quiver. But it’s still there. I am filled with equal parts jealousy and arousal. He is the new guy, taking ownership of you, an ownership that I am surrendering to him as the new alpha dog.” 
 
    “You are not giving me away, my love. I will go nowhere. There will be no change in ownership. At most, a short loan…” I giggled. 
 
    “It’s ok… really…” Zane replied. “I understand what is going on. I’ve read a lot of these stories. Sometimes the bull likes to taunt the cuckold, teasing him about having a bigger cock, or that the cuck is weak, inadequate. Wife can’t find pleasure with him. We both know the truth is none of that. For whatever reason, my brain is simply wired to give you as many orgasms as I can, whether by my hand or another’s. And I’m good with that. The taunting will just make it sweeter. Only you and I will know the truth.” 
 
    I wondered about Zane, suddenly. Was he trying to tell me something? Was he the cuck in those stories that wanted to be humiliated and teased? I reached to grab his cock, falling to my knees, taking him in my mouth. He was so hard… This situation really got his fire roaring. 
 
    “You are an incredible beauty, Bree, both inside and out. I love sharing you with others for your pleasure.” He was groaning now, as my mouth went to its serious purpose. I could not take him inside my sex, not before tonight, but I could give him relief in other ways. 
 
    It did not take long, as he grabbed the back of my head, blowing his load down my throat. I carefully licked his entire shaft to make sure I got the last of his essence, then came up to kiss him. A touch of his cum was still on my tongue as I drove it into his mouth. He did not care. 
 
    “I promise you here,” he went on, as he tasted himself on my lips. “I will not react at all if he does any of those cuckold things. Or if you do. I will accept this as part of the ritual. As soon as I enter the room, I will remove my clothes as directed, and will do whatever he says during the session. He is your bull, and I am your cuckold for the night. I give myself to you. So do not worry about me. Say whatever you like, do whatever you desire. I will not get upset or even testy. I just want you to cum and cum.” 
 
    When we got out of the shower, Zane dried me off, then lifted me onto the bathroom cabinet, spread my legs, and shaved my entire pubis again. He wanted to make sure I remained smooth and ready. He turned me around, facing the mirror. 
 
    “You are a beautiful woman, Bree. You have always obsessed about how your boobs are saggy now. Did he care even the slightest? I bet he spent half the session playing with them, judging from how red they were last night. Men love real breasts just like yours. I’ll bet he could not resist them either… just as I can’t.” 
 
    He was right. These breasts had gone from an embarrassment to one of my best assets in one session. 
 
    “You let your slut out for a test run last night,” he continued. “Now it’s time to allow yourself full freedom. Let your slut out for real tonight. As much as you like. I want to see it, see the real you.” 
 
    “Thank you, my love. You have given me a magnificent gift. And I will reward you for that tonight. I am going to be such a slut… it will probably scare me! What do you think? Should I offer him my ass? He wanted to last night, but I pushed him off.” 
 
    Zane hummed his approval, reaching around to push a finger in my rear bud. “You do what you want. Maybe we could both take you at the same time down there?!” He was giggling now, the prospect of a true double penetration making him giddy. 
 
    “Not sure I’m ready for that yet… someday… Now, I just want to get fucked until I can’t stand up.” 
 
    “I will take no actions during the session without your instruction. I will be a fly on the wall or an active participant. You are the hotwife. I will allow you to be fully in control.” 
 
    “I hope you do not come to regret giving me that control. My imagination may take us places you haven’t been.” 
 
    “And I’m good with that. I am your cuckold tonight. Do with me as you wish. The prospect of that really gets me going.” 
 
    I looked down. He was already hardening again. 
 
      
 
    * * * * * * * * * * * * 
 
      
 
    I was lucky to get a babysitter that could stay late on such short notice, but one of the neighbor girls has been working for us for many years. The boys liked her, and she agreed. Zane wore a sport coat, shirt, slacks combination that made it look like we were going out to dinner. I wore only a long coat that completely covered my body. The only thing I actually had on underneath was the pale blue baby doll and 4-inch stiletto heels on my feet. 
 
    On the way to the hotel, my mind kept going back to Zane and what he had said. Was he really a closet cuckold? Was he telling me, in his own way, how much he wants me to treat him like that? 
 
    I asked him. “How far do you want me to go with this cuckold stuff?” 
 
    “As far as you want,” he said simply. “I’m the cuckold, remember. You are in control when we are in a session.” 
 
    “How do you know so much about this stuff? Yesterday was my first time.” 
 
    “This has been my #1 fantasy for a very long time,” he laughed. 
 
    How to make that into a reality was my main thought now. Maybe we can both get some serious thrills tonight. The clarity came to me suddenly. I needed to make him my cuckold, to treat him as harshly as his stories. 
 
    As we walked across the lobby of the hotel, hand in hand, I wondered if any of the staff remembered my angry departure the night before. Frankly, I didn’t care. My sex was tingling so intensely, I could hardly wait until Brady filled me again with that glorious cock. And the knowledge that I had nothing on under my coat… just made it more delicious. 
 
    I was so aroused as we entered the elevator, with my anticipation of both men being under my control, I let my slut out early, pushing Zane against the side of the car. I grabbed his hard rod through his slacks. “I will be your slut, my cuckold. Worship that cock while you stare in disbelief. This pathetic thing could not hope to measure up to Brady’s monster.” 
 
    My eyes twinkled at the role I was playing as I heard him gasp. He dropped into his own role, lowering his eyes from my stare. “You’ll finally be able to see me get off with a real man, someone who knows how to please me.” I knew I had taken just the right approach as I heard Zane’s breathing speed up, almost jerking back as I squeezed his shaft with all I had. 
 
    I did not let up. As we walked down the hall to his suite, my hand pulled his shaft out of his zipper, wrapping around, dragging him down the hall by his cock. Anyone could have come out of a room to see him exposed, but neither of us cared. We were both deep into the fantasy now. 
 
    As we approached the door, I looked down the hall. No one was there. “I want your clothes off now. Before he opens the door,” I sternly instructed. “Then you will present me to him, seductively remove my coat as he faces me. Then go over to the chair he has set next to the bed. You will not get on the chair, but kneel beside it, waiting for our instructions. Will you promise to obey all our commands during this session?” 
 
    “Yes, my love. I promise.” 
 
    He scrambled to get his clothes off as I pretended to press the button. When he was fully undressed, clothes and shoes in hand, I hit the buzzer, then stood in front of Zane, my entire body tingling with what was to come. All I could think about was Zane and his curious turn inward. I wasn’t the only one moving into unfamiliar territory today. There was something about Zane’s behavior, as if his submission in this particular way was part of the fantasy for him. 
 
    He wanted to be the cuckold in front of us, to be humiliated and tormented for allowing his wife to do this. It excited him just talking about it. I decided at that moment, waiting for the door to open, to give him the full cuckold treatment. To allow him to wallow in the degradation and humiliation. He was going to love it or hate it, even storm out of the room, but I vowed to myself to give him a night neither of us would forget. 
 
    Brady opened the door, smirking at Zane standing there with no clothes on. He waved for us to come in, giving Zane a slap on the ass as he closed the door. “Glad you could join us, cuck. I’m gonna fuck the shit out of your wife tonight. Hope that’s ok.” 
 
    Zane only nodded his head, acknowledging why we were here. 
 
    Brady stepped near the bed. I could see the chair he had moved near the far corner. Eventually, I would let Zane sit, but for now… need to set the tone. 
 
    As soon as everyone was inside, Zane held me in his hands, turning me toward Brady. Then, from behind, he slowly unbuttoned the coat down the front, grabbing it at my shoulders and pulling it off me. Once it was off, he flung it into the bedroom, then took a full step back from me. I was on my own. 
 
    I was now standing in front of Brady, the blue baby doll lingerie showing my availability. The floral lace cups covered almost nothing, with a lace covering across my middle, deep cleavage showing off my heaving breasts, and a matching sheer g-string that barely covered my lips. It fully exposed me to his stare, my nipples already rigid with my arousal. 
 
    Brady stepped close in a rush, a powerful kiss pulling me into his embrace. I was gasping for breath when he finally let me go. I was self-conscious of Zane behind me. “Cuck, go to the chair. You may not touch yourself until I approve.” 
 
    Brady laughed at this. I think he was going to join in for the session fun. Zane was hard as stone as he moved over to kneel next to the chair. That caught Brady by surprise. He could see Zane’s ample size. Not his, but still not small. He assumed this was just a fantasy, not a real cuckold. He wanted to play along, anyway. 
 
    “I think we need to make sure he does not touch himself, don’t you?” Brady said. He walked into the bathroom, bringing back the tie rope from the hotel robe. He came around behind Zane and expertly fastened his hands behind his back. Zane offered no resistance, but his cock was poking out, rigid and ready. I wondered at that moment if he could cum just watching me. 
 
    “Well, little lady,” Brady said, “I think you need to give me some of that excellent servicing you showed last night.” He stepped over next to the bed, right in front of Zane. “Take my clothes off, then suck on me.” 
 
    I was over to him in a flash, unbuttoning shirts, trousers, removing shoes. I was quivering with my desire, but Zane was never far from my mind. As I unzipped his slacks, my ass was only inches from Zane’s face. I wiggled it there for him to see. The g-string gave almost no covering. 
 
    When he was naked, I went to my knees, but before I got there, he grabbed me, pulling me back in front of him. He pulled the baby doll top over my shoulders, leaving only the g-string. Brady then buried his face in my breasts, pulling, pinching, suckling. He was all over them. 
 
    I winced a little at the beginning. They were still a little raw from last night, but I did not want to say no to him tonight, so vowed to let any discomfort pass without protest. 
 
    “Hey, cuck. Aren’t these the finest breasts in the entire world?!” He had grabbed each breast and buried his face in the valley between, pressing them against his face. 
 
    “Yes, they are,” Zane responded. “Magnificent!” He winked at me, a quick ‘told you so’ on his lips. I grinned back at him, giving myself back to my bull. When he had enough, he gently pushed on my shoulders. I knew what he meant. 
 
    I kneeled in front of him, and in one plunge, took him all the way to the back of my throat. I had practiced this last night, knew I could do it easily now. Brady groaned and a quick sideways glance at Zane told me he was loving what he was seeing. 
 
    His eyes glazed with desire, witnessing his wife suck the cock of another man. I could see his arms trembling against the ropes, wanting to touch himself, but the sheer act of denial heightened his arousal even further.

  

 
   
    12 / Struggling to Process 
 
    I soon lost track of him as the pleasure of the sucking took me to where it went last night. My sex was simply alive with need, tingling with each plunge down his shaft. Brady was grunting now, a signal I had learned meant he was nearing his release. 
 
    Too soon for that, I thought, pulling back to a frustrated groan from my bull. “Time to put that tool to better use,” I said to him, as sultry as I could, getting up on the bed on my back, legs spread wide in welcome. Both my men could see the moisture leaking out of my private parts. 
 
    “Well, my cuck,” Brady laughed. “Time to give the lady what she needs. Too bad you can’t give it to her. I know she needs a real man to push that poontang to its limits.” 
 
    I joined in, taunting Zane. “Yes, finally, a hard cock to satisfy me. Not that pathetic excuse of a cock I must live with. Spread your knees apart so I can see it hanging limply between your legs.” Zane was now breathing hard. He spread his knees as requested, but as I suspected, he was rock hard. I chuckled to myself. 
 
    While Brady got up on the bed, into position, I could see Zane’s cockhead throbbing, pulsing. He was really getting off on the taunting. I would never have pegged my Zane as a guy to like that stuff, but now I know. 
 
    “Give me that cock, you stud,” I said to Brady. “I need a real cock in me now!” 
 
    Brady wasted no time, positioning himself above me, and lancing that spear downward. I rose off the bed as the pleasure of his rod took me to where I wanted to be. Zane’s stare was tight on our coupling as my legs wrapped around his ass. I could see the intensity of the stare. 
 
    As he had done before, Brady started out just hammering away at me, my screams of pleasure filling the room. He was taking it to me hard. I could hear Zane panting as his own arousal rose as well. I simply couldn’t get enough. Finally cresting into a powerful climax, thrashing underneath him, crying out with the pressure of release. Zane’s groan of pleasure at my cumming was as loud as my own. 
 
    But just as he did last night, once I had cum the first time, Brady pulled back his intensity. His thrusts became milder, slower, more focused on sustainability. Plus, he focused on the passion. We kissed, gently at first, but with increasing eagerness. We were no longer ‘fucking’ for pleasure. We were now making love, slowly, deliberately, bringing intense pleasure to each other. 
 
    I was groaning as his slow, steady thrusting and lustful kissing pulled me further into his world. As happened the previous night, I was giving myself to this man, forgetting about my husband on his knees and my family at home. It was just me and Brady and our night together. Zane had left the room for all I noticed. 
 
    As my moans of passion became whimpers of acceptance, then surrender, I suddenly noticed Zane again. His face was white, tears forming in his eyes. I wondered if his knees were getting sore, so I told him to sit in the chair for better viewing of the second round, but it quickly became obvious that was not it. 
 
    Still, to my shame afterward, I was being pulled too hard into Brady’s world to stop. I could not pay attention to him right then. I became lost in the passion we shared, as our kissing burned everything else out of my mind. I do not know how much time went by, but I came several more times before Brady finally shot his second load. 
 
    He rolled off me, pulling me onto his side, just like before. I was holding him like a long-lost lover. He had positioned me on the opposite side of Zane so my head on his chest could look at my husband. A quick glance at the nightstand said already an hour had gone by. I was shocked at what I saw on the chair. 
 
    This was not the aroused Zane of before, the cuckold wanting only to be taunted, then watch something love fuck his beloved. He had tears running down his face. His cock was limp between his legs. He was openly fighting the need to cry. You must understand how weird this is. Zane is NOT a crier. I was suddenly struggling to remember a time when I had ever seen him cry. Even when he broke his arm on a zipline… gotta be 5-6 years ago… he barely whimpered. 
 
    Now, MY Zane had active tears running down his face. The look of sorrow painting his visage broke my heart. Suddenly, sex was the last thing on my mind as shame washed through me. How had I let this happen?! 
 
    Brady saw it too, pulling my chin up to look at him. ‘Better take care of your man,’ he whispered. ‘Something’s going on there.’ 
 
    I got out of bed, still nothing on, cum dripping down my legs, walking over to the chair, leaning down to touch his face with my own. “Are you ok, my love?” I asked. 
 
    He turned his face away from me, trying to hide the tears. His hands were still tied behind his back, so all he could do was move his head. I reached out, pulling him back to face me. “Talk to me, Zane. We are in this together or not at all…” 
 
    “I’m sorry, Bree. I don’t want to interfere. I really don’t… I promised you I would stay on the side so your slut could roar. But I just wasn’t ready for the passionate lovemaking. The start was so amazing, but then you slowed to making love. It went on and on. I don’t know what it is. My heart simply cracked in two.” 
 
    Now he cried, unable to hold it back. His shoulders were shaking with the full body reaction. I looked over at Brady. ‘What should I do?’ He shrugged his shoulders. He wasn’t sure either. It was obviously unbearable for Zane to watch the love of his life giving herself openly to another man like that. 
 
    After his crying fell off, he looked up at me. “I’m so sorry, my love. I’ve seen you many times, knew what happened. You gave yourself completely. And loved doing it.” He shuddered, the tears becoming intense again. “I’m sorry. I shouldn’t have come, shouldn’t have interfered.” The crying began again. 
 
    “No one can maintain the pace of the start,” I said, trying to be gentle. “There had to be fast moments, then slowing as we recovered. The same is true even when we make love. Did you think it would be different here?” 
 
    “I don’t know what I was expecting. But this wasn’t it. I need to go.” 
 
    “Of course. I will get my coat… where are your clothes?” 
 
    “No, Bree… not you, just me. I want you to stay and finish what you started.” 
 
    “I will not!” The shame of my ignoring his needs was already changing my interest in continuing. “I am your hotwife. We are doing this together or not at all. I mean that. You wanted to see me in action. Well, this is it. If you cannot handle this, then we need to talk about where we go from here. There is nothing different about Brady. This is just the nature of sexual play. There is slow and fast. The fast curls your toenails with the pleasure, but the slow raises the passion to make the fast more intense. One requires the other to make it fulfilling. You know that.” 
 
    I reached in back, untying his hands. He pulled them around, rubbing them to get circulation back, but then immediately went to his eyes to wipe away the embarrassing tears. My heart went out to him. 
 
    “I know… I know…” he said, choking out his words among the emotional outpouring. “Just hard for me to watch you being so tender with another man. I wasn’t ready for the intensity of my own feelings, the fear of losing you. I’m sorry. It was too much to take in. I could not process everything I was seeing.” 
 
    “I will not stay here if you leave, my love. We came together, we leave together. Brady will be fine with that. We have both cum and had our time. It will be ok.” 
 
    “But you’re not done yet. I can tell. You were just getting started.” 
 
    “So? None of that means anything without you. Remember? I’m not here to find a new owner. Only out on temporary loan…” 
 
    “But you need more…” 
 
    I shrugged; my message clear. I don’t give a shit about that. 
 
    “Please don’t leave, my love. I will feel even worse if you do… surely there’s something…” 
 
    He thought for a moment, trying desperately for a solution, then said, “How about this?” Zane came back, his eyes low, unable to meet mine. “If you are going to refuse to let me leave, why don’t I go out into the living room? We can leave a crack in the bedroom door. You have your fun, and I will come back in when I can hear the action more like something I can handle. If the intimacy becomes too much, I can close the door again or turn on the TV.” He looked at Brady, then back at me. “Does that work for you two? Please don’t stop because of my reaction.” 
 
    I looked at Brady. He shrugged his acceptance, but in such a way that made it clear… this was between the two of us, not him. 
 
    I looked at Zane, feeling very uncertain about this solution. “Do you think you can handle me being in the next room?” 
 
    “I don’t know,” Zane said. “I think so. Not really all that different from being at home. You can go ‘fast and slow’ all night if you like. Well… until 2. That’s when the babysitter has to go home.” 
 
    “Ok,” I said. “We’ll see how it goes. But if you continue to struggle, I will be truly angry with you if you leave me in here to play while you are crying out here. I will never be willing to do one of these again under that cloud. You need to be honest with me to make this work,” touching his hands as we both stood up. 
 
    “This will be good,” Zane said, trying to reassure me. “I will come in for the good parts and leave for the more intimate moments between the two of you. Give you some privacy. Maybe not whimper so much like a baby.” 
 
    “Hey, man,” Brady chimed in. “Very few guys could do what you have done here. We recognize how hard it is. No baby shit going on. Sorry about all the taunting. I just thought it was part of the fun.” 
 
    “It was… surprisingly… arousing. Very surprising, actually. The more you did it, the more turned on I became.” 
 
    Zane kissed me on the forehead, then pushed me toward the bed so hard I fell onto it, into Brady’s arms. Then he turned his back on us, walking out the bedroom door, shutting it behind him, leaving only a small crack.

  

 
   
    13 / I Want This! 
 
    To my eternal shame, I stayed. My own tears were now falling. I tried to be quiet so Zane could not hear, but Brady wrapped me in his arms. “Hey, little darlin’, everything will be fine. Your first time, remember? I’ve been with a few hotwife couples over the years. Lots of emotions involved.” 
 
    I buried my face in his side, cuddling up against him. I knew my own emotions had to find a bottom if we were to continue, but how could I continue now? Knowing he was in the next room crying every time things got quiet… 
 
    The reality of our situation was setting into my own thoughts. I wanted to feel Brady inside me, knew this with certainty. I gave him my cell number so he could call me if he were ever in town. Zane seemed so onboard with what we were doing. How could he think I would not love him after doing this? 
 
    Then I thought about the strength of my desire, where I was going. Suddenly, I understood his feelings. I really was going in a totally different direction. He saw it as some prurient fun, like a personal porn video starring his wife. He would get some thrills, then we would go home, and everything would stay the same as it had been. 
 
    I knew to my very bones this would never be the reality. I was hooked, unwilling and unable to stop now. Seems weird after only these two times that I would feel this way, but that’s how dramatic it was. So strong! My life had taken a wrenching change, altering my perspective. 
 
    Even after only these two times, my need was growing at a pace that I knew would be out of my control soon. In the back of my mind, I was already planning another trip to a bar to find another cock after Brady leaves. Zane was not even front of mind or even under consideration. All the pleasure of the last two days has rewired my brain somehow. How could this have happened so fast? 
 
    And if it happened this fast for only these two, what would it be like if I did this over and over? I could never stop. NEVER. I shivered in Brady’s arms. What have I done to my family? To my beloved? 
 
    Brady saw the quandary as well. “Look, you just need to decide. If you stop now, you will never start again. You told me over the phone this was his idea for you to become a hotwife. He needs to come to terms with all that means, for him, and for you.” 
 
    Tears were falling onto his chest by this point. “How could I have done this to my beloved?” I whispered, still trying to be as quiet as I could, so Zane would not hear us. 
 
    “Looked to me you were in this together. How could he not know we would have slower parts? Who goes bam-bam all the time? Can’t be done.” 
 
    “I just think he didn’t know what it would feel inside, to see me give myself to you so completely.” 
 
    “It’s your way, darlin’. I did nothing. You are a great lover. The need comes and your desire left free to run. You could not do it any other way. You’ve come to a crossroads in your hotwifing, I think.” 
 
    He pulled my chin up, tears still falling down my face. “Let’s see what mischief we can get up to here and let him come to terms. Allow him his space. Maybe he will come around before the evening is up. If not… well… this may be your last opportunity, anyway. Might as well have some fun.” 
 
    He was right, of course. If my being a hotwife had any hope of continuing, Zane had to come to terms with what that meant, including the fast/slow nature of sexual play. I knew in my heart I would never do this without Zane’s full permission and knowledge, but I wanted to continue to be a hotwife. I could not stop now, not in the middle. In the end, it did not matter what was happening in the other room. My need was gripping me tight, pulling my sex to feel Brady one more time… My sex demanded this NOW! 
 
    Brady raised my head up to look at him again. “So, what’s the decision, little one? Stay or go?” 
 
    I kept looking at the door, trying to figure out whether I was making a decision that would destroy my family, just to have a little more of his precious cock. There really wasn’t a decision. I could not stop… would not… Then had a sudden thought. Maybe if we go completely over the top, Zane might come around. 
 
    “I’m going to stay,” I told Brady. “I don’t want to miss an opportunity to feel you inside me again. If Zane comes back in to watch, I want you to take my ass. Can you be slow enough to let that thing get inside me?” 
 
    “Sure. Not really that hard. Work the ring open with fingers, then use the cock. I would love to do that. Do you have any lube?” 
 
    “In my coat pocket. Not sure I can handle one your size back there, but he wanted to see that so bad. If he comes back in to sit, let’s taunt him again and then you go right for the ass, ok? Might convince him to stay longer.” Luckily, my coat landed inside the bedroom. I got up, pulled out the bottle of lube, placing it on the nightstand. 
 
    I wasn’t sure this would work, but if this were my last hotwife experience, I wanted to make it count, no matter the later cost with Zane. Truth is, as I look back on that evening, Zane did not really matter. Only the cock mattered. I wanted it and I was going to have that wonderful rod inside me again!

  

 
   
    14 / Being a Cuckold 
 
    I reached over to caress his cock. So long, so wide, so beautiful. It was only half-hard, but I knew it would respond to my touch. I got on my knees, taking the full length into my mouth. The deep moan of satisfaction that came out shocked me. He groaned his acceptance, then I went at him. A full-on blowjob. He gasped at the speed and ferocity. It did not take long for his rod to respond. 
 
    As soon as he was hard, I was on top of him, easing his man-meat back into me. Oh, yes… just what I needed. All thoughts of family and going too far swept away as the jolt of pleasure took me. I wanted him, needed him, had to have the thrill of the wild pleasure again. 
 
    And this was it, one of the finest cocks I had experienced in my young life. I sat up, full cowgirl, grinding my sex onto his rod. I could feel his slight hip movements rotating the shaft inside. The pleasure was riveting. I moaned out loud. Brady pinched my nipples, pulling my thoughts back to him. He was trying to get my attention, using his thumbs, signaling more, moan louder, he was saying, to let Zane know we had started again. 
 
    I ground again. The next moan came out louder on its own, without me forcing it. This felt so good! I fell down to Brady’s chest and began pounding my pussy onto the welcome invader. Now, my groaning became louder again, more constant. I needed to feel this, wanted the power of the releases only this cock had given me. 
 
    My pussy thrashed on his rod. ‘Yes… Yes…’ I cried out, then climaxed with a scream of pleasure that filled both rooms of the suite. Brady did not let me recover. He pushed me off, swinging me up to my hands and knees, then attacked my sex again. His thrusts were filling my very being, driving all uncertainty away. 
 
    My chest fell to the bed, my ass in the air. He hammered into me, giving me the rough play I wanted. My head lay on the bed, welcoming his assault. Then, I saw a shadow cross the crack in the door. I searched the space, finding Zane’s eyes staring at me through the opening. 
 
    This was my chance, I felt, to bring him back into the room, to save my future as a hotwife. I tried to close my eyes before he knew I had seen him, moaning louder, grunting with the power of each thrust. It took little acting; I really was being ravaged by Brady. 
 
    Occasionally, I tried to sneak a look at the door. The shadow was still there. Finally, I could not hold on any longer. My release took me hard, coursing through my core, waves scorching out from there. I cried out with its power as I flopped against his thrusts. 
 
    That was enough for him too, as his own cum splashed inside me. He was crying out his own grunts, “Yeh… love fucking you, Bree, fucking you till you can’t breathe. Feeling your hot tail pushing back into me. You love this… want this…” 
 
    I couldn’t help myself, responding to his words. “Oh god… I do love this. I need you to fuck me… I offer everything I am to you… to the pleasure you bring.” It was only later that I wondered whether I had gone too far. 
 
    But the door opened suddenly. Zane was standing there, stroking his cock. I was far enough out of the fog that I barked out at him. “Hey, cuckold! Take your hand off my cock.” He responded as if by reflex, his hands flying behind his back. “Only cuckolds that share in the play with their hotwives get to cum in her presence. Is that clear?” 
 
    I turned my head the other direction, back to Brady, winking. ‘Say something,’ I implored him. Then he did something totally unexpected. He slapped my ass hard, leaving a handprint that lasted a couple of days, telling me not to move. Then pulled out. His cum began its return journey. I could feel the glob forming at my opening. 
 
    “Cuckold,” he yelled out. “Clean her out for me. Getting too messy.” 
 
    Zane stood at the door, visibly vibrating, uncertain what to do, but he slowly approached the bed. 
 
    “Go ahead. Do it!” Brady said, the forcefulness of his tone brooking no disobedience. “Take your tongue and clean all of my cum out of her. It’s getting to be a mess in there.” 
 
    Zane was on the bed now. I was holding my breath, hoping Brady had not gone too far. Slowly, Zane’s face approached my crotch. I could not see but after three releases from Brady and my repeat cumming, the space had to be an absolute mess of our merged fluids. 
 
    Before Zane could even get his tongue out, Brady put his hand on the back of Zane’s head, pushing his face into my crotch, smashing his nose into the goo. “Eat all that cum out of her. You know you want to. Do it!” 
 
    It was as if a floodgate had opened. Zane’s tongue began lavishing all its attention on my swollen pubis, with broad licks across labia to gather fluids. Soon, his fingers were joining in, scooping cum and fluids into his mouth, burying his tongue as deep as it would go, continuing to scoop for everything he could find. Some dripped on the bed. He leaned down to lick and suck it into his mouth. Not one drop was going to escape. 
 
    I was moaning under his tongue lashing, “Eat me, you cuck. Take a real man’s cum in your mouth, clean it out of your hotwife. She is planning much more and needs some room.” 
 
    The words were like dynamite to him. His tongue was now almost frantic in covering every part of me. I knew he would never get deep enough, as far as Brady’s huge rod pushed into me, but soon it wasn’t only the spunk he was seeking. 
 
    Zane was excellent at oral sex. His tongue and lips were taking everything I had. In between scoops for fluids, he was massaging, thrilling every inch, finally stabbing at my clit, sending me over the edge. I cried out at the release. 
 
    The power of his tongue shook me, so unexpectedly after the emotions of before. Zane was back, wanting me, loving me. And my body responded in kind. 
 
    My ass was still in the air as I looked back at him. Zane moved away. I could see him staring at my mess. It had to be a sight. 
 
    “Very good, my cuckold,” I said, as seductively as I could. “I loved you cleaning my man’s cum out of me. Now it is time for you to return to your chair. We have prepared a special treat.” I sure hoped Brady had a fourth go in him. That was his max from last night… 
 
    I moved around to his flaccid rod, hanging in front. I licked it up the shaft, then back down to lick his balls, pulling each into my mouth, gently massaging them. My hands joined the fun, stroking his shaft as it hardened, moving around to squeeze his ass. I even pushed a finger in his own rear bud. 
 
    Slowly but surely, the combination of these had an effect. He was growing harder as my mouth sucked with renewed vigor. Zane’s face went flushed as he watched me. His own cock was now rigid, sticking out between his legs on the chair. He was panting now with his own desire. 
 
      
 
    * * * * * * * * * * * * 
 
      
 
    As Brady hardened and I concentrated more on pleasuring him, I noticed Zane looking forward to the next stage, our ‘special treat’. I wanted him to take my anal cherry right in front of my husband, now seated in his chair. He was still sitting on his hands, trying to avoid touching himself. We had him now, I sang to myself! 
 
    Brady reached for the lube, spread it on his middle finger. As I sucked on him, he used his finger to press through to the knuckle on my rear bud. One finger was no problem to receive, but I still grunted at the odd sensation, so enjoyable, yet different from vaginal. 
 
    Soon another finger joined, and then a third. I was now being impaled from both ends, his now rigid shaft down my throat and three fingers jamming into my rear. 
 
    When he was hard enough, I took his rod out of my mouth, spun my rear around to face him. I put my head back down on the bed, then reached around to spread my ass cheeks apart, exposing the tender bud for all to see. Zane suddenly realized what the special treat was. He was going to watch my first anal sex. 
 
    Before he approached with his rod, Brady turned to Zane. “Cuckold, I want you to get closer. See what I am doing. Lay on your back on the bed.” 
 
    Zane responded as if pulled on a rope, jumping on the bed, dropping on his back. Brady tapped my hip, telling me to move over him in a 69 position. My still-soaked sex was right above his face. He could see Brady’s huge rod up close and personal at that moment. I had to imagine his eyes were watching as Brady lubed his rod. 
 
    I wanted this for Zane, but now I wondered how far I should have taken this. That cock is huge for a small opening. I suspected this was going to hurt like hell. But it was too late now. To take my attention off what was happening back there, I turned my mind to something very appealing right in front of me, Zane’s rigid shaft only inches from my face. I wrapped my hand around the shaft, burying it down my throat. Zane moaned at this touch. 
 
    Now it was Brady’s turn. He pushed the cockhead against my opening. I heard Zane gasp below me. So far, so good, I laughed to myself, since it hadn’t gone in yet. Then the head exerted its pressure. I gasped at the spread of my most private ring as he pushed into me. I knew the head would be the hardest. 
 
    A long time ago, I read an article about anal sex, that you should try to push the cock out, which paradoxically relaxes the ring, allowing it to go in easier. I tried that, trying to push it out. It worked. His cockhead popped through the ring. I felt fuller than ever, yet wanted so much more. 
 
    Brady continued his pressure, pushing in an inch, pulling back another inch, then pulling back. I was whimpering now, as the spread was creating genuine discomfort, but the slow movement caused me to adjust quickly. Soon he was halfway in, and I was responding, pushing back harder. 
 
    When he was finally all the way in, I moaned at his arrival. “Do you see that, my cuckold? He is all the way in my ass. Now watch him fuck me.” 
 
    I pulled myself off his rod, then plunged back down with a squeal of delight. After several of these, Brady got the message. I was ready. He pulled back, then plunged in, beginning the same pattern he used in my other opening. By now, I was panting for real. The sensations were flooding my core. 
 
    Zane did his part. He pushed his head upward, licking my clit, driving his tongue repeatedly against my tender nub. The combination of my twin tormentors, one plunging deeper, the other grinding my clit with his tongue, caused me to fall over the edge. A massive orgasm. The agony of the release tore through me as I continued to pant. Neither tormentor would stop. 
 
    Brady was now pounding into me, harsh stabs full of the fury he always used. I was groaning now as another release built. This one full of need, ecstasy, and a hurricane of pleasure. It ripped through me just as Brady found his own. I pushed back against him harder, welcoming his offering. 
 
    He grunted when he blasted into me, my anal canal feeling every inch of all he had left. I tried to grip him with my rear, but failed to prevent his withdrawal. I finally collapsed on top of Zane, wasted after a night of cumming and fucking. Now, my every hole was fair game for this hotwife. 
 
    Brady pulled back, walking toward the bathroom to wash off. Zane gently pushed me off him, then turned himself around to take me in his arms. “Quite a surprise, that one. You have always mentioned it, but we never got around to it. Happy now?” 
 
    “That was incredible, Zane. So filling. My rear turns out to be so sensitive. We will have to do that more often.” 
 
    Brady returned, throwing Zane a warm washcloth, before coming onto the bed on the other side of Zane. As Zane cleaned me off, he said, “Well, Zane, how did you like being a cuck for your first time? Can be pretty intense, I have been told… Sorry, if we went further with the fake taunting than we should have.” 
 
    “No… I actually liked that part. Almost a ritual! As for the rest, some parts were magical, others… tougher. While I was sitting in the other room, I decided I had to take the good with the bad. If I want my wife to have these experiences, sex comes in all flavors. For the rest of the night, I watched most of what you did through the door. Fast and slow… The second time around, it was not as hard.” 
 
    “Glad you came back,” I told him. He was still the only one that had not cum. That had to change! I was spooning against him, my ass pressed against his body, his hard cock sticking between my legs. I reached down to improve the angle, then pushed lower, so he entered my sex, slowly, perfectly. 
 
    He groaned at the sudden change down below as I grinned at Brady. He just shook his head. “You are incorrigible, little darlin’. Always wanting more.” 
 
    “This one is for him. I wanted to offer a reward for coming back to us, to staying involved in our hotwife efforts.” 
 
    I was unlikely to cum in this position, after having cum so often already. That was, until Brady reached out, roughly mangling my breasts. With his other hand, he was pinching my clit. The harshness of his pulling, suckling, and pinching caught me by surprise, but my body loved it. Zane was crashing up into me while Brady gave me the rough breast treatment. I had become a love sandwich between my men. Sooner than I thought possible, I was flopping against them both with the strongest climax of the night as Zane left his own contribution to my collection. 
 
    Before we left, Brady thanked us for making his vet convention the best he had ever attended. I thanked him for initiating me so tenderly into the world of hotwifing, and Zane thanked him for being patient with him as he learned the rules. 
 
    We would never forget Brady and the joy he brought us. My path to hotwifing was now established, and I wanted more!

  

 
   
    15 / Understanding 
 
    By the time we got home that night and sent the babysitter away, we were both too tired to talk, or even shower. Cum was everywhere… neither of us cared. Zane wrapped me in his arms as we settled under the covers. I held his arms against me tighter, loving the feel of my husband holding me as we drifted to sleep. 
 
    Sunday morning, we had no time to reflect or think about what had happened this weekend. We were up and running, took a quick shower together, roused the boys, then out the door. We filled the day with kids athletics, a lunch with family friends, grocery shopping, run, run, run. 
 
    By the time we got home late afternoon, the weekend was catching up with me. Zane could tell. He patted me on the ass, telling me he would take care of the boys, that I should grab a nap. He will wake me at dinner when the pizza arrived, he promised. I thanked him, gone almost before my head hit the pillow, still fully clothed. 
 
    The sidewalk was packed with people in suits and business clothes. I am downtown, walking along without a care in the world. People are gawking, pointing in my direction. I looked around to see what they were pointing at, realizing it was me. Looking down suddenly, to discover I am walking naked downtown in the middle of the workday. 
 
    I tried to cover my breasts and pubes with my hands and arms, but a voice from the side told me not to bother, ‘everyone knows the way you are’. I turned toward him. He was a short, gnarly man standing on the side, a three-card Monte table showing decks ready to play. 
 
    “Come on up, my little slut. Want to try a round?” 
 
    I stared at the cards, suddenly realizing there were two stacks. The pictures on them looked familiar as I got closer. One deck had Zane standing naked, his cock rigid, full-blown, almost unnatural. It was so hard, but his face soft, loving, inviting me to stay. The other had Brady, his cock even harder, larger. But the look on his face was full of lust and promises of carnal ravishing. Come to me here instead, his face said. You know you want to. 
 
    “You must choose,” the gnarly dealer said in that strange raspy voice. 
 
    I shook as I stared at the cards. “Why do I have to choose?” The dealer said nothing, waiting. A compulsion had taken me. I had to choose, knew it in my bones, reaching toward the two stacks. My loving Zane or the forbidden Brady, promises of more strange cock to come. 
 
    In the end, I could not resist tapping the deck with Brady’s lustful face. Suddenly, Brady was behind me, tapping my ass, pulling my arm. “Let’s go.” 
 
    I transported to Brady’s hotel suite, still naked, on my back in the middle of his bed, legs spread, ‘please… please… take me…’ I was pleading, finally looking up. 
 
    The door of the bedroom was open, as was the hotel room door on the other side of the living space. A long line of naked men out the bedroom door, trailing into the hallway, each of them with erections ready to use on my throbbing sex. I spread my vaginal lips open, welcoming the first in line. 
 
    Brady was first. He slammed into me until he came, then the next replaced him. They were at me one after the other. Like a graduated color wheel at a paint store, each man and cock got darker, bigger, and harder. I came and came, worshiping every entry, the newness, the pleasure. 
 
    Then something changed. The color of the men kept getting darker until they were coal black and they were no longer men. These were cocks of conquest from every movie I had ever seen. Orcs, trolls, giants. I took them all, cumming harder each time. Then a mountain troll came forward, his cock as big as a tree trunk, his eyes burning with a red flame, as if they were on fire… screaming as the monster approached the bed. 
 
    I abruptly woke to Zane gently shaking me. His powerful arms holding me close. “Wake up, Bree. Wake up.” Startled, I looked around. I was still in bed, fully clothed, Zane holding me, our two boys staring from the side, eyes full of fear. 
 
    “You were having a nightmare, my love. It’s ok. We’re here now.” 
 
    “What happened?” 
 
    “Not sure, but you were screaming for something to get off you, in clear terror.” 
 
    The vision of the huge troll and that monster cock were still emblazoned in my mind as I shook, burying myself deeper into Zane’s arms, panting. 
 
    “So weird… it seemed so real… I was on a bed…” 
 
    Zane cut me off. “We can talk about it later…” using his hand to twist my head, reminding me the boys were there. The youngest was near tears at seeing his mommy crying in terror. 
 
    I reached out to them, come to me… They leaped on the bed, hugging me, the youngest now openly crying. “It’s ok,” I said soothingly, “Mommy just had a nightmare. Everyone has them from time to time. I’m fine.” 
 
    Zane was shaking while he held me in his arms. He had never seen me waking from a nightmare screaming before. He knew it must have been one for the ages, something involving a bed! 
 
    Once everyone settled down, he helped me up, and I went back downstairs. The pizza arrived shortly thereafter. As soon as I got the boys to bed later that night, I walked back downstairs to find Zane in the family room. He patted the sofa next to him. 
 
    “Tell me what that was all about,” he said, clear worry in his voice. 
 
    “It was the strangest dream I ever had.” I refused to tell him about the choice I made of Brady over him, so told him I couldn’t remember most of it, only the line of guys with me on the bed, the men transforming into monsters. 
 
    “That’s a weird one,” he chuckled. “You’ve never woken screaming before. New experience for us all.” 
 
    I pressed into him on the sofa, cuddling close. “A genuine nightmare. I cannot ever remember having a worse one, even when I was a kid. I don’t remember the dreams now, of course, but my dad told me I had a series of nightmares when I was 3 or 4, waking up screaming every night. He went out and bought me a ‘She-Ra, Sword of Power’ toy, from a cartoon show I liked at the time, telling me to use the sword to fight off the bad people. It was a powder blue plastic sword with a gold handle. He said it must have worked. The nightmares stopped. I kept that sword for years, even took it to college with me.” 
 
    “Not sure how I am going to replace that sword,” Zane laughed, “You are fighting off a different enemy now, babe.” 
 
      
 
    * * * * * * * * * * * * 
 
      
 
    All the while we were talking about dreams and nightmares, my mind was playing back to what happened over the weekend. The memory of pleasure glowed inside me. Yet, the vivid dream made me quiver with fear of what might be coming. How could I tell Zane what I was feeling? He seemed so vulnerable after the slow portions of the session last night. 
 
    Yet, my mind was hard, and growing harder. I wanted to do it again, knew I would, whether or not Zane agreed. “Oh god…” I said, cuddling closer to him. “We did some serious shit this weekend, didn’t we?” 
 
    “Yes, we did… clearly, your subconscious is processing what happened. All those men becoming monsters… pretty clear what that means.” 
 
    “Can you explain it to me? I am totally confused.” 
 
    “In the dream, you made a choice to have all those cocks come to your bed, but then things got out of hand, went in a direction you did not expect, could not control. Not all guys are warm and understanding, gentle, but rough when you need it… like Brady. Some are quite vicious and hateful, violent. There is genuine risk to what we are doing…” 
 
    I was not sure I wanted to hear the rest, but knew he was right. If I wanted to continue being a hotwife, we had to control the risk. I’m no longer picking up guys in bars while I’m in college. I now have two kids, a husband, a senior job at a bank, standing in the community. If we are going to do more of this, we will need to take risk specifically into consideration. Try to manage it. But how? 
 
    A surge of memory from the dream seized me. I was shaking in his arms again, not wanting to go back there. “Maybe this dream is telling me we shouldn’t go there. Too dangerous, too many monsters in the real world.” 
 
    “Bree, can I be frank about something… you promise not to get upset?” 
 
    I didn’t even say anything, just nodded. ‘Of course’ he could say anything. 
 
    “I don’t think you can quit, babe… you were really into it, whether I’m involved or not. Remember your description of a switch being turned on? Well… it’s on now. I suspect… it will not be all that easy to turn it off. We’re going to have to deal with that.” 
 
    “Don’t be ridiculous, we only did it this one weekend…” 
 
    “Which you wanted to do again only a day later,” he cut in. “Gave a guy you just met your personal cell number so you could have his cock again. Need to do some self-reflection, babe. Think hard about it. You are kidding yourself if you think you could stop now, cold turkey. Even after only one weekend.” 
 
    Tears were forming in my eyes. I knew what he said was true. I had chosen the strange cocks in my dream over my own loving husband. “Do you hate me because I’m such a slut?” 
 
    “No…” he chuckled softly, stroking my hair. “Of course not. I wanted you to do this, remember? Quite enjoyed it, in fact. Regrettably… I didn’t handle the tender moments so well… that was hard to watch… but that does not change the fundamental truth here. Your switch HAS been reset. No matter my preference, we must come to terms with that fact. You WANT to do more.” 
 
    I bowed my head, nodding my acceptance of what he was saying. I really wanted to do it again, but hated he could read me so easily. 
 
    He chuckled softly, “Even if I said no… at this point… not sure it would make any difference to you. You would have done it, anyway.” 
 
    I protested I would never cheat on him, but he held his hand up to stop speaking. “Bree, it’s ok. I understand. You have never cheated on me and before this, never would have. But now… not so sure… your switch is fully on. Your need has become extraordinarily strong. We have been play-acting you being a hotwife for almost six months now. Brady was just the latest step, cementing something that was already drying in place. That need has hardened now. I can see it in you every day. You can’t fool me, babe.” 
 
    He picked up my hands, kissing them gently. Tears were now flowing down my face. I was on the verge of sobbing. His love for me pulled me back from despair. 
 
    “It’s ok, my love… really…” Zane said. “I get a thrill out of it, too. But now… I don’t really matter. Now, we need to figure out what to do with you.” 
 
    “What am I going to do, Zane? You’re right. I want to do this again. Need to even…” 
 
    “Indeed, you do. The way you rode Brady’s cock, I can see you wanting to do that many times.” 
 
    “What has happened to me?” The crying would not hold back now. I was genuinely afraid of what had happened and what this meant for our future together. He just held me tight, letting me know he would remain my partner throughout. 
 
    “Nothing that wasn’t always there,” he assured me. 
 
    “But why has this happened all the sudden? I’ve always enjoyed sex. But this is something different. I’m drawn to it now, like a drug. Cannot help myself. There is a thrill to it… to the experience. And that you want me to do it and will go along with my adventures… it just makes it so much sweeter, and maybe… a little dirtier.” 
 
    “Dirty it is,” Zane laughed. “When you dropped to your knees, sucking him, then demanded he get on the bed and fuck you… babe, you were definitely in full slut mode then. And I liked it. You have always had that slut in you. I knew it from the moment we got together after Ruth Ann’s party. After all these years, I wanted you to feel comfortable enough with me to let it all the way out. But now that it is…” 
 
    I buried my face in his chest, allowing the crying to calm down. 
 
    He went on, “This was not something created from the outside… you have always had it in you. But here’s the good news. I don’t mind. I really don’t. Let it out… experience your cocks. It quite turns me on, but even if it didn’t… I would want you to do it, anyway. I don’t want you looking back on your life with regret when we are moving into assisted living in our old age, wishing you had done more. I love you, Bree. I accept you as you are, in ALL aspects of what that means.” 
 
    I turned my head up to him. Suddenly, those tears were of a different kind. Tears of joy, of love. 
 
    “I may not want to watch all the time,” he went on, “or even take part very often… the slow parts… I’ve decided something on my own. Those slow parts are just too hard for me… I can’t watch them, but that doesn’t mean I don’t want you to do it. I want you to experience everything in life. And I hope you will stay with me while you do it. But I will take the risk you won’t… to make sure you have a full life that you can look back on with joy. 
 
    “But for now, we should think about it for a while, do some planning. We need to identify suitable candidates… just the kind you want… and I wanna try to filter out the guys that will go too far in the wrong way.” 
 
    “How will we do that?” I asked. 
 
    “Not sure, frankly… need to think about that for a bit. And you should do the same. But I am confident it is possible to give you what you need AND allow me to be involved in some fashion. I may go along sometimes, but more often… it’s just too hard for me. Your orgasms were quite strong while I was there… I really enjoyed that… but I think you would have a better overall experience without me there… able to enjoy yourself, be more relaxed, let out the real slut you are.”

  

 
   
    16 / Becoming an Escort 
 
    Two weeks later, Zane suggested we have a conversation about moving forward. He had some ideas for the future. This was a Sunday night. We had a busy Sunday of family activities. After the kids went to bed, we talked. 
 
    He went through an idea to build an online profile, have a few sessions, whether through bar pickups or otherwise. With a combination of word-of-mouth and a continued online presence, he felt this would be enough to sustain a steady flow for me. What did I think? 
 
    I thought this was a great idea, but then he dropped the bomb on me. “But I would like to add something. I think we should charge the guys.” 
 
    “What? You are out of your fucking mind!” I was about ready to explode at him. “I am not a whore.” 
 
    “Well…” he giggled. “Call it what you like. You love having sex, want to do it often, with men that are not your husband. One guy paid you and you went back to him a second time. I prefer to use the term ‘escort’.” 
 
    “What difference does the name make?” 
 
    “I actually think there is a meaningful difference in the name. You will not be walking streets, looking for $20 on a quick blowjob. I think you would enjoy the complete experience more as an escort. Go out with them for dinner, go back to their room, experience the sex you like… no hassle, no risk of pickup, or getting the wrong guy. Sometimes your customer would be less hardcore than you prefer, but you would have the intro parts of the evening to color your overall experience. And if, after dinner, you find you don’t like him, you can return his money and part before things get ugly.” 
 
    “Is that really what you want? For me to be a whore?” 
 
     “Bree… we’re kind of arguing semantics, aren’t we? You are planning to go out to have sex with men, not your husband. We call it being a hotwife, but many people would call such a person a whore. The meaning is the same. I don’t really see how doing it for free makes any difference. You’re still going out to have sex with others. Why is getting paid a sticking point?” 
 
    “Jesus, Shane. What the… you’re going to become my pimp now?” 
 
    “Again, semantics. I see the money as a good thing, a built-in filter. We’re going to charge $1,000 to $2,000 per session…” 
 
    I gasped. “You’re serious? Someone would pay that amount for me?” 
 
    “Brady gave you $500 without even blinking. Once word gets out what you can do… and are willing to do…” he winked at me. “I think our problem will be turning them away. But it’s the filter aspect I like. Bree, remember… I’m an operations guy by training and temperament. I have thought a lot about the details here. Want to hear my proposal?” 
 
    “Go ahead…” I was already so lost in his wanting me to be a whore, I did not know where else he would go. 
 
    So, he started talking, and I listened. “Our biggest risk, I think, is Joe Wife-Beater, who wants to pick up someone and do what he wants. If you disagree with what that is, he will beat you up, or worse. I think it’s unlikely such a guy would pony up 1,000 bucks ahead of time, and give us all the details that money would imply. Whereas, if you just pick someone at a bar, even if he feels comfortable while you’re there, the outcomes could go in a wide number of directions. You have no idea what he’s gonna be like when you get back to his room.” 
 
    “We lucked out with Brady, my love… you know that. Big cock, fun personality, everything you needed for your first time. We couldn’t have been luckier. But that’s all it was… pure luck. You picked him up because he gave you a seat at a bar. Just as likely, you could have gone to one of the other seats, they took you up to their room, done something they didn’t like, suddenly the guy is beating the shit out of you, you’re off to an emergency room, and suffering PTSD for years afterward. Things could have EASILY gone the other way.” 
 
    The very thought made me shiver, but I knew he was right. Things could have gone so differently. 
 
    “I cannot tolerate placing you in those situations without some attempt at a safeguard. And that’s where I came up with the payment scheme. If we make the arrangements online, requiring them to pay upfront,” Zane went on, “we will have a lot of information about the person before you even commit to doing anything. You can look at his comments, make judgments about his preferences, and choose who you want to deal with. I would say we require you to talk to them on the phone BEFORE you agree to meet. That way, you can get a feel for what they will be like.” 
 
    I saw the wisdom of what he was saying, still… “What about it being illegal?” 
 
    “Well… there is that!” Zane laughed. “Though, technically… I looked it up… it is not illegal to be an escort. We will never mention on our website that we will provide sexual services. After you are comfortable with the guy and what he wants, whether you two have sex later is outside the purview of the original paid arrangement. Look online now. There are entire websites dedicated to escorts. I seriously doubt the authorities are dedicating lots of resources to bust some stray escort website. For all they know, their boss might be the one making the arrangement!” 
 
    That got me chuckling, but then I sat up on the sofa, looking at him. “What about you, my love? Do you really want your wife becoming a hooker?” 
 
    “Ah… those semantics again. Do you really think I would look differently at it if you were doing it for free? Come on… you are going out to have sex with other men, whether paid or not, whether I want it or not. I have already said it’s ok. 
 
    “Besides… and here’s the real issue. We need to think down the road a bit. My dear. There are some hard facts you will need to face. The sex appeal of women is a perishable commodity. I am guessing you have maybe 5 years to play like this… tops. Hard for me to see women in their late 40s or 50s picking up a lot of trade in this area. You are gorgeous and will have no trouble now, but when you hit 40… probably less so.” 
 
    “Jesus, Zane… why not paint your best picture?!” The shame I was feeling on my face must have been comical. But one thing set me on edge. What happens after the five years if I still want to have sex? 
 
    He chuckled, “I haven’t actually gotten to my point yet.” I nodded for him to continue. 
 
      
 
    * * * * * * * * * * * * 
 
      
 
    “Here is my thinking. Give me a moment to finish because there are lots of moving parts.” I nodded my agreement. “First, I am hoping you will remain married to me, and continue being the active mother of our children, even though you are having sex with other men. That means time is going to become a limiting factor.” 
 
    “Zane! What? There is no chance I will leave you for another man.” 
 
    “Ok…” He looked at me with a cold, hard stare. This was not a warm feeling for him, but something he knew was true. It was obvious. He felt his preference had no bearing on my playing. I was going to go out on him. He knew it in his bones. “I will hold you to that promise. And certainly the boys hope that remains true as well.” 
 
    “Jesus, Zane… I am feeling about two inches high right now.” 
 
    “Bree…” I could see the hardness descending into him. He had to face reality. “Sorry to be so harsh, but your feelings are not the main issue here. We are doing something that is way outside normal. Things could change quickly. And emotions have their own way of choosing priorities. I know that might hurt your feelings to say that, but there is just a truth about this we have to face upfront.” 
 
    I was already near tears again, as the thought of what it would be like to lose Zane and my family, and his believing I would do that! I could not live without them! He could see the sudden flush on my face as the tears formed. 
 
    He just shrugged. “Here’s a question for you to illustrate my point. You going to wear your wedding rings when you play?” 
 
    “I never take my rings off…” then the sudden thought of being in bed with a guy, wedding rings sparkling in the light. My face went bright pink. Zane just laughed. 
 
    “Things can get complicated… very quickly. That means some sizable number of days a week, you will not be wearing them. What does that mean for us? Frankly, I would rather address the complications we can predict upfront, then deal with those we can’t… when they happen.” 
 
    “Ok…” I said, “it’s true. I haven’t thought about all this the way you have. Go on…” 
 
    “Glad to. Ok… my second thought. I occasionally travel as we open new stores. This means you will need to arrange for babysitters if you are going to be out on the same day as I am. This creates logistical difficulties. We can’t go for a week, where both of us are too busy to be around the boys. We must set some boundaries on what is acceptable. That means setting minimum limits upfront. The kids have to remain our priority.” I nodded my head, agreeing fully on this point. 
 
    “Third, you will need to think about how often you want to do this. At first, occasionally. But as your body gets used to the pleasure… we’ve seen this already… and your client list grows, I bet you will want to do it more often. Every week at least, then more often than that. This makes coordinating our schedules even more difficult.” 
 
    “Fourth, you will need to stay in excellent shape. As we have seen this weekend, sex work is tiring. That means time at the gym, forced rest periods, and focused exercising to keep specific parts of your body in good shape. We don’t want you going to the gym on the nights we set for you to be with the kids.” 
 
    I started laughing. “Jesus… you really have been thinking about this.” 
 
    Zane chuckled some more, getting ready for the main point. “Someone needs to…” 
 
    I jerked back as he smiled; the shame suffusing my face again. He knew it would not be me. All I could think about was the sex. 
 
    “What this all comes down to is simple. If you become more active in your hotwifing than every few weeks, especially if it’s weekly or 2-3 times a week, then I think you should become a professional.” 
 
    “Give up my job to become a full-time sex worker? Zane, are you out of your fucking mind? This gets weirder the longer you go.” 
 
    “I disagree,” he said. “It’s just reality. Think about it. If you go out 2-3 times a week, we can tell the kids you have taken a new job that requires you to be away from home in the evenings some nights a week. Hostess at a restaurant or something. No different from a kid who has a mother that is a nurse working the PM-shift. They adapt. If you are working every day and still going out nightly, what do we tell them you’re doing? 
 
    “But if you were a professional, we could structure around certain days… I don’t know… something like playing on Tuesday, Thursday, and Saturday, just as an example. I can build any travel I need around those days, so one of us is always with the kids every night. If a need arises which requires a change in date for either of us, we can adjust… as long as you understand… we are playing with a fixed number of days.” 
 
    “Build our entire lives around my fucking other guys? You are crazy, that’s for sure.” 
 
    “If you say so…” His look was cold, harsh. He really believed this. “… but my read… and I think I have a pretty good understanding of you at this point… my read is that you will go through a period of wanting to do it ALL the time. There will be one excuse after another for why you must do it again. Another convention, or Brady back in town, or client X having a party. You like this and will want to do it a lot. After a while, you will settle down, but once you get started, it will quickly become an obsession.” 
 
    I bowed my head to him, accepting what he said. He had an accurate read, for sure. My pussy was still tingling for the return of Brady! If I fed this need regularly, I could see it becoming extremely powerful. 
 
    “All this comes down to your quitting your job at the bank and becoming a professional. You would then use the daytime hours, when the kids are in school, to do your gym work and preparation. You would restrict playing to the designated nights only. We could survive on my salary alone, but it would be tight. I don’t think we want to do that. 
 
    “A twice-a-week escort job will nearly double your pay at the bank. 3-times-a-week… well, you get it. Without quitting your job, the kids will drop to the bottom of your priority list too quickly. You simply won’t have enough time in the day to do it all. I’m sorry if that hurts your feelings, but it’s just the reality of what is coming. That means you must become a professional if you want to do this on any form of regular basis. To me, it is simply unacceptable to make the kids suffer because of OUR sexual choices.” 
 
    I still had my head bowed as he finished, the last line really hitting me hard. I could not ask the boys to give up their mother so she can get laid more often. That was simply not going to work. Zane was right. 
 
    “I think I understand now,” I said. “If I accept, do you want me to give my notice next week? They will want a two-week window.” 
 
    “No, we still have a lot to do before that happens. We will start charging immediately if something comes up, but we will get you listed on a couple of escort websites, put together our own site, then see if things move as quickly as I expect. The key is getting a few critical clients and then allowing word-of-mouth to spread.” 
 
    For god’s sake, he is looking at spreading my legs like a business. The coldness of his calculation took me by surprise. “Zane, all this… so cold and analytical. You don’t have any feelings about it?” 
 
    “Of course, I do…” he said, holding me out so he could look straight in my eyes, “but I don’t think the choice is clear cut. There are no Yes or No’s here. Go or no go. I have thought about this a lot. I can handle the jealousy of knowing what you are doing, but I could not handle the cheating if the need grew so strong you had to go behind my back. Again, I’m sorry if this hurts your feelings, but I don’t think you can stop now… you won’t stop.” 
 
    I gasped at this final judgment. This was a searing indictment of what he expected from me, that I would do anything to continue playing. I started crying again, this time full sobs of sorrow as I leaned against his chest. He just held me. I had to cry, because in my heart and in my very soul, I knew he was right.

  

 
   
    17 / The Plan Comes Together 
 
    Two days later, both Zane and I took the day off. We were at a crossroads in our discussion and wanted to have a kid-free day to make some tough choices. After the kids were off to school, we went to a local breakfast place to hash out the remaining details. 
 
    “I accept,” I told him. “I will become a professional escort. I will give my notice next week.” 
 
    He nodded his head in acceptance. “Ok… now we have to put the plan together. I found a web designer in Las Vegas that has done a lot of work for independent escorts. He has agreed to build a website for what I, frankly, thought was a very reasonable price. He must have a template he uses. What do you think about the name ‘sweet freedom’ with the tag line ‘She Likes It!’?” 
 
    “Cute…” I giggled, “and somehow appropriate.” 
 
    “The guy said he will have three design ideas for us by the end of this week. We could be up and running by middle next. I have already purchased the ‘sweetfreedom.com’ domain name for the website and found a company that does a lot of sex-worker hosting. 
 
    “I have also been thinking you’ll need a working name. Not sure if you want everyone knowing your real name.” 
 
    “I will not do something like Candi or Bambi…” 
 
    That got him laughing. “No, it has to be a realistic name. You will need to answer to it. Probably should start with a ‘b’ in case you accidentally say Bree and have to correct yourself. I was thinking Bella, Bianca, Brooklyn, something like that. Any of those work for you?” 
 
    “I have always liked Brianna. Would have wanted to name a girl that if we had one.” 
 
    “I like it. It also fits. Bree could be short for Brianna. Brianna it is. We will print up business cards that say Sweet Freedom, Brianna, your new cell number, email and web address, that’s all.” 
 
    “Not looking forward to carrying two phones around all the time.” 
 
    “A necessary pain, I’m afraid. Not sure you want the same voicemail on both phones. And you will need to guard that work phone carefully. There will be a lot of client data on it. Don’t want to get it in the wrong hands. We will put a difficult passcode on the phone to secure it. I have already created an email for you to use. We will maintain the data in the cloud in case you lose the phone itself.” 
 
    “Zane… so many details. How do the girls do this that don’t have you to maintain this for them?” 
 
    “Not sure. We are building an infrastructure for you to make some serious money. We will make all the business filings under the escort service label, paying all taxes. This will be a regular business if any authorities come looking, though we will be so small, I doubt that will be a concern.” 
 
    “I hope so…” I giggled. “Tough to explain to our parents why they need to bail us out of jail.” 
 
    “We can cross that bridge… when the police arrive. For now, we have to pay attention to the details so they cannot trap us on tax evasion or some such.” 
 
    “Another alternative to the website is to join an agency,” Zane went on. “They would take something like 10% of your fee, but they would do most of the day-to-day contact with clients in setting up dates. The advantage would be them fielding most of the phone calls. The disadvantage: you would lose control of who they send to you, they would get 10% of all your business, and they would require you to post pictures… all of them do.” 
 
    “I would have to pay even if I picked someone up in a bar?” 
 
    “Yes, they get 10% as long as we associate you with the agency.” 
 
    “We need to think about that,” I said. “Would rather have control of the clients.” 
 
    “I agree,” Zane said. “Now, let’s go spend some money.” 
 
    Our first stop was Jackie B’s. The store was in an industrial district on the east side of town. Jackie B’s catered to a narrow clientèle of professional escorts, hotwives, and women wanting to show off their bodies. Her outfits featured lots of cleavage, short skirts, patterned hosiery, and very high heels. 
 
    We spent a small fortune on a wide range of outfits for every need. Dresses, miniskirts, hosiery, tops that emphasized my cleavage, garter belt/stocking combinations, and high heels I couldn’t walk in yet. Zane and I had so much fun with me trying them on and choosing them together. So much fun. 
 
    We also got seriously aroused. On our way home, we pulled over into a state park nearby, where he gave me several hard orgasms while I leaned over the back of the car. He hammered into me, discussing what kind of guy would want which outfit. 
 
    Our next stop was Caroline’s. This was not a small suburban lingerie shop that had beginner dildos. It was a supermarket for sex two towns over. Upstairs, Caroline’s had a full line of lingerie, something to serve everyone from suburban housewives wanting to add a little spice to stripper garb for the working professional. It also had everything from strap-ons to large black dildos for more specialized markets. 
 
    Downstairs was where the real action took place. You had to go to the very back of the store, where a small circular staircase took you into a BDSM wonderland of cuffs, whips, floggers, clamps, and associated bondage clothing. 
 
    Caroline had also conveniently installed ‘fitting rooms’ in the back. Since no one could try on what they were selling down there, these rooms quickly became gloryhole booths where conveniently placed openings, cock high, had been drilled between the booths. Consumers seeking such entertainment could go into a room for completely anonymous sex. Guys would stick their cock into a hole and the person on the other side would service them as they saw fit. 
 
    We did not partake of any downstairs services this trip, though Zane thought visiting the glory holes might be a fun stop on my hotwife tour. 
 
    For now, we were only interested in lingerie and dildos. We spent another small fortune on a wide variety of lingerie to please my customers, from baby dolls to teddies, camisoles, and corset/bustier combinations. Zane argued we needed a set for a wide range of customers, from older to younger, including a range of matching bras and panties/thongs/g-strings. We also bought a few roleplay outfits that might come in handy, like naughty maid & nurse, very private secretary, and an open cup, crotchless set that left nothing to the imagination, but really showed off my breasts. 
 
    Again, we had such an enjoyable time trying on and selecting the outfits. The staff at Caroline’s joined in the fun. Since no one else was there at midday, I pranced around the fitting room area with ever more revealing outfits. 
 
    For dildos, Zane convinced me to put together a ‘kitty bag’ of toys to bring to every session. You never know when a guy might be interested but struggling with his erection. Offering him an alternative might save his pride and his business for next time. We bought several dildos of different sizes and some butt plugs as well. 
 
    Two days later, we had our first argument of our new venture, about the use of condoms. He knew I did not like them, that I loved the feel of release as it filled my canal with warmth. Brady’s first release flooded my insides, giving me an incredible orgasm. 
 
    Zane knew this, but argued it was not about the release but safety. STDs are nothing to play with. He was emphatic about this point. You are going to do this, he argued, or we were going to stop this completely. When you are bringing in a wide range of customers, one of them is bound to have something. He did not want to wake up one morning with a leaky pipe, if you know what I mean… or worse! I finally relented. We also agreed to have me tested every couple week, to make sure I stayed healthy along the way. 
 
    Overall, we spent nearly $5,000 that day… for supplies! He claimed we could write them all off as a business expense! 
 
    That night, we had a discussion with the boys. Mommy was changing jobs, becoming a hostess three days a week. I would now be home during the day but gone several nights a week. Either Dad or I would always be around in the evening. Like most young kids, they didn’t really understand what a job was, so just wanted to make sure someone would be there. 
 
    At that moment, I thought about the future. If I kept doing this for 5 years, as Zane thought would be my maximum, our oldest would be 15. He would ask questions about where I worked and begin questioning the clothes I wore to ‘work’. Luckily, we were a few years away from that problem. 
 
      
 
    * * * * * * * * * * * * 
 
      
 
    The next Monday, I gave notice at the bank. The regional manager and the head of Consumer Banking called to talk me out of quitting. Branch Manager was a hard role to fill, the head of Consumer Banking told me. They offered more money, fewer hours, more stock, anything they could think of. 
 
    Naturally, it was a little difficult to tell them where I was going. Instead, I told them it was a lifestyle choice, that I wanted to be closer to my family. The husband was making more money now and we could afford it; I told everyone. 
 
    The hardest part was lying to Ingrid. We had been friends for a long time. She even seemed supportive of me helping fulfill my husband’s fantasies, but I was sure she would not understand my becoming a full-time escort because I needed more dick. Seemed a bit of a stretch. She wished me well with my family time. We both vowed to continue our monthly lunches. 
 
    By the end of that week, we had ‘sweetfreedom.com’ on the web, had registered the name with several websites that feature escorts, even setup a Facebook page. I placed a banner ad on all locations, saying that we were opening for business on the following Friday night, my last day at the bank. 
 
    One tough choice was whether to put my picture on the website with my working name. There were many ways people we knew could accidentally find the pic and wonder what was going on. So, we left it out. Instead, our designer produced an image that had similarities to Georgia O’Keeffe’s flower paintings that looked like vaginas. Zane and I both loved the idea. 
 
    They peppered the site with fun graphics of people going out to dinner, walking along the beach, shopping, all examples of quality couple time. The irony of what it did not show broke us both up every time we looked at it. We also sprinkled red roses all over the site. This way, I could use a red rose lapel pin as my marker for meeting a stranger in a restaurant or bar. 
 
    All the information on the site was a discussion of generic escort services with links to phone, email, texting. We knew this would limit the early client outreach, but were hoping for word-of-mouth and business cards taking up the slack. 
 
    For this first weekend, I begged, and Zane agreed, to allow both a Friday and Saturday engagement, to get things off with a bang, but going forward, Zane emphasized several times, the agreed Tuesday, Thursday, Saturday schedule would be the only available dates. If there was an exception, a need for day change, I would have to give up another date that week. Three per week was the agreed maximum. 
 
    The first contact did not come in until late Thursday that week. This person was what I would later discover is a plague on the industry. Everyone calls them ‘timewasters’. These are typically men who call with no intention of signing up, but just get off on listening to a professional woman talk. Over time, I have heard these men beating off in the background, hanging up when this happens. 
 
    It looked like Friday or Saturday was going to be a bust for the first week. Then a text came in mid-afternoon on Friday. I had just finished my farewell lunch with my team at the bank. I really felt bad. It was a wonderful group. Several of us had been together for a long time. There were tears and words spoken of getting together again. By 2 o’clock, I had my box full of personal things, walking to my car, when the text went off on my work phone. 
 
    [Client]: Interested in arranging meet. 
 
    [Brianna]: For tonight? 
 
    [Client]: Yes.  
 
    [Brianna]: Where? 
 
    [Client]: Grand Hotel bar, on 8th, at 7. Know it? 
 
    [Brianna]: See you there at 7. I will wear a red rose lapel pin. 
 
    [Client]: I’ll be there. 
 
    [Brianna]: Will look for deposit in account before arrival. 
 
    [Client]: On its way. 
 
    Shortly after, I got an email from the website of a transfer of $1,000 sent to the Sweet Freedom account. I immediately called Zane. He was in his office, excited to hear the news. 
 
    “Are you ready?” he asked.  
 
    “Need to get home, take a shower. You going to help shave and dress?” 
 
    “I’ll leave right now.” 
 
    When he got home, I had already started sorting through clothing options. He threw a couple on the side as unacceptable. “Grand is an upscale hotel. You go in looking like a hooker, they will kick you out. We want to show some cleavage, even have a shorter skirt than normal, but look like something you might have worn to work that day. No panties.” 
 
    I gasped at the panty’s idea. He laid out a mini-skirt, below mid-thigh, but still short, a conservative white blouse, with buttons loosened to show a deep-V. There was no way to hide my ample bosom, but the outfit did not scream sex like some of them. 
 
    Zane suggested I take a large shoulder bag with a lingerie set and some toys, lube. I could change in the hotel room. When paired with a white crepe jacket with the red rose lapel pin, I could have been going to the office. 
 
    He then took me into the Master Bath, scrubbing me thoroughly in the shower, shaving my pubic hair smooth, then brushed my hair straight back, in an almost manly fashion. I looked at myself in the mirror. Indeed, he transformed me into an escort a man would want to go to bed with. And my pussy was tingling. I was very ready. 
 
    When the kids got home, we had dinner, and I told them this was the first night of my new job. Did they remember? They did, but the oldest said I looked pretty. I told them I would be back after they were in bed, but would see them in the morning. 
 
    The Uber picked me up at 6:15. I was so, so ready…

  

 
   
    18 / Rocky Beginning 
 
    On the way there, I was already thinking about the future. I needed to get a new shoulder bag. This one was too casual for this outfit. Need something that looked like I would wear it to work. Otherwise, I was confident I was ready. 
 
    My sex certainly was. I vowed never again to go without some form of undergarment. I was so aroused that I was leaking. I had to pull up the skirt to keep it from going all over the material. The driver did not seem to notice, but he certainly could not miss the wet spot I left on his car seat. 
 
    I walked into the Grand Hotel bar at exactly 7 o’clock, going straight to the bar. It was not crowded. Before the bartender could ask for my order, a man walked up to me. 
 
    “Brianna?” he asked. 
 
    “Yes. And?” asking him for his in return. The credit card receipt from the deposit already told me it was William, but I thought it would be a good thing to get the conversation going. 
 
    “William,” he said, sitting on the bar stool next to me. 
 
    We ordered drinks and chatted the conversation of introductions while I gave him a look over. He was relatively short, maybe 5’8” or so, though still taller than me. He had longish dark hair, parted in the middle, tied in a ponytail in back. He had on a bespoke business suit which looked tailor made just for his spark plug of a frame. He was a gym rat, I could tell… one mass of muscle under that suit. The chest alone bulged out of his shirt, pressing against the cotton button-down. 
 
    He was clearly giving me the same evaluation. I could only imagine. He had just spent a $1,000. What did he get for his money? 
 
    But it was the eyes that were unnerving for me. They were normal brown, but there was an intensity to them that gave me the chills. And not in a good way. He was a predator on the prowl for fresh meat, looking to satisfy a hunger. I shivered as the conversation continued. 
 
    “Usually, I have a call with my clients before we get together… to gauge their interests. I want to properly prepare. We never had time to do that. May I ask how you found me?” 
 
    “Your website, of course.” 
 
    “Good to know. I always ask. You in town for the convention?” I had looked at the convention center schedule. The State Bar Association was in town this weekend. 
 
    “Yes, yes… why all this chit chat?” William said, impatiently. “Let’s go up to my room. I want to get started.” 
 
    Another chill went down my spine. Get started doing what? The guy looked like he was ready to explode, fidgeting in his seat like a child with ADD. 
 
    “Understood. And I am anxious as well, but why don’t you tell me what you are looking for? It helps me tailor the play to fit the client.” 
 
    “Jesus… are we going to do this or not?” 
 
    And then a snap judgment. No, we were not. This was not a guy for me. He was living on an edge that I did not want to be any part of. 
 
    “William,” I said, as I pulled my phone out of my bag, “I serve a special clientèle. One that wants to share an evening of sensual pleasure. I’m sorry, but I don’t think we are a good fit for each other.” I pushed the required buttons on my website, refunding the money he had deposited. We had built this functionality in just for this purpose. 
 
    “I have already reversed the charge, refunding the money you deposited in my account.” I heard his phone bing. He picked it up. Clearly, his own notification had come through as his face blazed with anger. 
 
    William turned that hatred toward me. “What the fuck, bitch? What kind of escort are you?” Several of the patrons at the bar turned our way. William suddenly realized how loud he had become, but he could barely contain his rage. 
 
    “The kind that is very choosy…” I signaled the bartender for the tab, paying for both our drinks. “I’m sorry to disappoint you, but I must be going.” 
 
    He grabbed my arm roughly. I yanked it back with force. “Don’t touch me, you jerk.” Now the other patrons were paying attention. William pulled back, not wanting to have someone else intervene. I grabbed my bag off the floor and almost ran out of the hotel lobby, afraid he would follow me. 
 
    I wasn’t sure what I should do now. We were in the downtown area, near the convention center. I didn’t feel unsafe, but I wondered if he would chase me out the door. I moved around the side of an office tower, hiding in the shadow like a spy in a movie, looking at the entrance to see if he would follow me out. Thankfully, he didn’t. I guess it was his hotel. 
 
    Looking around, I saw something familiar. Alfredo’s… the place I originally met Brady, on the next block. I could slip in there, have a drink, while I arranged for the Uber. This would allow me to calm down a little before I went home to explain it all to Zane. 
 
    What had happened? Had he really been a bad guy that I didn’t want to deal with? Or had I lost my nerve at the last minute? You know me, always full of every negative scenario! This guy would call the police, post negative reviews online, find out where I live… I was nearly in tears by the time I walked toward Alfredo’s. 
 
    Suddenly, I felt my pussy tingling with the disappointment. I had spent my last few days at the bank daydreaming about a weekend full of new cock. That was almost worse than the jerk. I really wanted to return to being a hotwife again, wanted it very much. 
 
    As I walked toward the door, warm memories of meeting Brady at this bar swept through me. I could relax, wait for the car, and calm down. Zane’s presence was with me as I heard him whispering his standard phrase whenever I would become distraught like this. ‘It’s ok, babe,’ he would say. ‘Things are never as bad as you imagine.’

  

 
   
    19 / Meeting Cole 
 
    And he was right. I was already analyzing what happened, what I could have done differently, what I SHOULD have done differently. I would never again meet without talking first. The way William flared at me; my confidence grew in the decision I had made. Trust your instincts, I kept saying to myself. If we were alone in a room when that temper exploded, he could have done a lot worse. 
 
    Still, as I looked forward, this was going to be a real problem. Did I want to become a professional escort? Being a hotwife, taking on a guy occasionally, differed significantly from a 3-day-a-week sex job where I took everyone that signed up for my services. 
 
    Was I really willing to do that? Take all comers? Or should I say ‘cummers’? The number of unknowns that stretched in front of me was almost paralyzing in front of Alfredo’s entrance. Tears were forming… I did not want to go into the bar with tears running down my face, so I stepped aside, near the edge of the building, leaning against the side. 
 
    The image of the dream invaded my every thought… the line of guys, erections displayed for all to see, turning into monsters! Was my mind telling me something my sex was not willing to admit? I had the need, wanted the sex as soon as I could get more. But at what price? 
 
    Would I get a Brady for every William? Or would it be 10 Williams for every Brady? The uncertainty of this path I had chosen was suddenly all-consuming. I thought briefly of calling Zane to tell him what happened, but my own failures consumed me more than the uncertainty. For God’s sake, I chose new-dick Brady over my husband of 10 years in that fucking dream! How could that have even been a potential choice? 
 
    But Zane knew it was coming, seemed to have a clear vision of what his near-term future would be like. The need in me had grown so strong over the last six months of dreaming… and then the magical Brady weekend… and the near disaster of Zane’s crying as he watched. 
 
    My own husband crying because of my behavior! And I knew it, but was so tied up in Brady’s pleasure we went on another hour before I stopped to wonder what was going on. The shame swept through me like a hurricane wind through a paper towel. 
 
    I was looking around the front of the bar as people came and went. Wondering if they knew what kind of horrible person I was. Or was I horrible? Zane wanted me to do this, encouraged me, setup the website, essentially ordered me to become a pro. 
 
    Ok… ordered is a little strong. But he argued it was our best approach. Best for who? I knew what he meant. I could accept what he knew was coming, or he could live with the eternal uncertainty of my coming home late one night because I just had to get my dick-fix! The risk of that was all too real. I knew it. He knew it. 
 
    My mood kept getting darker as I leaned against Alfredo’s. I would be a terrible mess shortly. I decided I need to go in for a drink. Maybe that would calm me down a little. 
 
      
 
    * * * * * * * * * * * * 
 
      
 
    Alfredo’s was not empty, exactly, but not as full as it was during the Vet convention. Bar Association gatherings must not be as large. There was a seat isolated at the end of the bar. I sat down, ordered a pinot noir, and sulked in place. 
 
    What was I thinking? Becoming an escort? I’m not that kind of person, I chuckled to myself. Willing to spread my legs, I knew that, but not the kind to go out and suffer through every situation. I was still shaking a little from the abrupt change in plans. How could I have been… 
 
    “You alright, angel?” 
 
    I startled out of my brooding with a soft, tender voice, looking up. It was the bartender, a large black man with a sympathetic look. 
 
    “I’m ok. Just had a fight with a guy. Left me a little shaken.” 
 
    “You’re safe in here, so don’t worry about him. I’ll make sure you get safely to your cab.” 
 
    “No, it wasn’t like that. Had a fight with a client. Probably lost his account.” 
 
    The bartender stepped back, his look of appraisal clicking through what I had said. A wry grin came to his face. “Not getting what you hoped for tonight, huh?” 
 
    I jerked up from my moping in surprise, looking up at him fully for the first time. “Am I that obvious?” 
 
    He chuckled, “It was the canvas shoulder bag. Looked fuller than some office worker would want to carry around.” 
 
    I laughed in return, extending my hand. “Brianna…” He had me pegged from the start. 
 
    He accepted it, “Cole.” 
 
    “You must see all kinds in this place.” 
 
    “We attract an interesting mix. Few working ladies, though. I used to visit the Hilton on 16th, in the financial district. Lots of pros work that room.” 
 
    “Not really working, right now… if you get my meaning. Just trying to recover. That guy was a total jerk.” 
 
    “Still safe here. I’ll make sure of it. Gotta get another customer. Be back if you want to chat more…” 
 
    “I’d like that,” I said, as he walked to fill another order. 
 
    It was slow for a Friday night, so I looked around the bar. Indeed, the lawyers did not come this far away from the convention center. They must gravitate to high-class places like the T-Bar further uptown. 
 
    I sipped my wine and thought about what I was doing here. Why had I agreed to become an escort in the first place? The answer to that was simple. My need for cock was too strong! Especially after Brady. Even watching tears run down my husband’s face had not been enough to distract me from the burning itch that controlled me at that moment. 
 
    Even now, I felt the disappointment of William in my crotch like a throbbing pulse. The last few weeks of planning, giving notice at the bank, and working out the details of the escort business plan… all done to get me laid! Now that it would not happen, my pussy throbbed even more. The shame of it all seeped into my face. I could feel the heat growing as I reddened, tears again forming. 
 
    Then Cole was back. “Disappointed about the night?” 
 
    I jerked up suddenly, so deep into my own commiserating. “Yes, I am. Had been looking forward to it.” 
 
    “So, you’re one of those that’s in it because you like it, not for the money.” 
 
    “You seem to know a lot about the trade…” 
 
    “Not really, but I know a little about women. You are not a hardened pro. I have met some of those. You ain’t that. I would bet you are new to this life…” 
 
    “Supposed to be my first time,” I laughed, tipping my glass to him as I took a sip. “Off to a great start, aren’t I?” I don’t know why, but I felt comfortable with this guy, like I could tell him anything. It was his sympathetic tone, his soft eyes, and his incredibly large hands. My pussy tingled again as I looked him over. 
 
    Cole was well over six feet, looked like he spent a lot of time in the gym since his red Alfredo’s polo shirt stretched around his massive chest and arms. Too bad he’s working, I giggled to myself. 
 
    I reached into my bag, pulling out one of my new business cards, pushing it across the bar. He picked it up, giving it a serious look. 
 
    “You’ve put some thought into this, haven’t you?” 
 
    “Too much,” I giggled. 
 
    “Give me a stack,” he said. “If anyone comes in asking, I’ll give one out.” 
 
    I looked at him with appreciation, handing over the cards. His look of support and encouragement brought another smile, this one touched with emotion. I really liked this guy. “Wish it would have worked out today. I was ready to start.” 
 
    “Don’t worry about it. Things will be alright. How d’you get into this, anyway?” 
 
    “Needed to get laid…” it just blurted out. I can’t believe I said that! 
 
    “A good a reason as any. What’s your husband think about it?” 
 
    I really jerked then, suddenly fidgeting in my seat. 
 
    “Don’t mind me and my big mouth. I always blurt out whatever comes to mind,” Cole said, embarrassed. 
 
    “How could you tell?” I giggled sheepishly. 
 
    “There is a tan line where your ring usually is. Assume you take it off when you are working.” 
 
    “Not much gets past you, does it?” 
 
    “When you spend as much time in a bar as I do… you see some things, hear some stories.” 
 
    “Yes, my husband knows. He calls me his hotwife. Says he just wants me to get what I need.” 
 
    “Good man…” Cole laughed. “Good men like that are hard to find. Sure you want to risk that for some strange?” 
 
    “I thought the same thing, but he was quite insistent. I needed this, he told me. And he was right. I went on my first date a few weeks ago. Wow! Did not know what I was missing. Then we worked out this plan to have me become an escort so I could get what I needed and still come home at the end of the night.” 
 
    Then we talked for real. For the next hour, in between his taking care of other customers, Cole would come back to chat more. Why I liked new men. How he came to be a barkeep after he got out of the Marines. My plans for the next time. He suggesting guys that walked in, jokingly making suggestions for the evening. 
 
    By this time, I was slurring my words, after losing count of how many glasses of pinot I consumed. It was too late for tonight. I struggled to get the Uber app working. He helped me arrange for the car, then walked me out when it arrived. 
 
    “I didn’t pay,” I protested, trying to get out my billfold. 
 
    Cole pushed my hand back into the bag. “You can pay me next time… Or maybe…” he winked, “I can take it out in trade, hire you for a night myself,” as he helped me into the car. 
 
    “For you…” I slurred, “I’d give a discount…” a big drunken smile on my face. 
 
    He just laughed, folding my legs inside, tapping the car top to let the driver know I was ready. I was asleep in the back before we even pulled away.

  

 
   
    20 / The Next Day 
 
    When I arrived home, the driver had to reach back to shake my leg, dead asleep. I stumbled up the steps, into the front door. It was not even 10 yet. Zane was watching a baseball game, looked up at me, surprised at my early arrival. He knew immediately something was wrong. My outfit was the same as when I left, and I was drunk, drunker than I had been in a long time. 
 
    “What happened to you?” 
 
    “The guy was a jerk,” I slurred. “I told him to fuck off before we went to his room. All this,” pointing to my expensive outfit, “and I didn’t even get laid!” I was laughing in that drunken way people do, “… then went over to Alfredo’s and had a drink.” 
 
    “A few drinks, I’d say…” he said, shaking his head with a smile. “Bree… You should have called me. I could have gotten you.” 
 
    “And do what with the boys?” I smirked as I stumbled into the entryway. Zane grabbed me before I fell flat. “Hey guys,” I said, sarcastically, “need to get up, run downtown. Your mommy didn’t get the dick she needed, so we have to go pick her up.” 
 
    The harshness of my tone must have caught him off guard. “Let’s go to bed,” he said, coldly. “You need to go back to sleep before you say anything else you will regret later.” 
 
    I said nothing more, turning toward the steps. Zane had to support me to get up the stairs. How many did I have? I thought… 
 
    The next thing I remembered was waking in the morning, my head pounding with a terrible hangover. Zane was already up, settling some fight the boys were having over the breakfast table. I got dressed and walked downstairs, hunting for some Motrin. No wonder I seldom got drunk anymore, I thought to myself. This is miserable. 
 
    My oldest looked at me. “How was the new job, Mommy?” 
 
    “It was good,” I lied. How do I tell my 10-year-old of my disappointment at not getting the dick I wanted? “This will be a different job than the one at the bank. A lot more variety,” I said. Zane smirked at me, rolling his eyes. Then his brother took his attention away, and we were back to a regular family again. 
 
    They had a busy day today. Zane volunteered to run them around so I could get a shower. I thanked him, walking back upstairs, my head still pounding. As I got the water running for the shower, I heard a text tone. This was not one I was familiar with, then remembered I had set my work phone to a different tone so I could tell them apart. 
 
    I rummaged in the shoulder bag from last night, pulling out the phone. 
 
    [Cole]: Hey there, sleepy head. Cole here, from last night. 
 
    [Brianna]: Surprised to hear from you. What’s up? 
 
    [Cole]: Have a friend who might be interested in your services. Open for tonight? 
 
    [Brianna]: Yes. Tell him to go to my website, send me a text. We can make the arrangements. 
 
    [Cole]: Will do. Glad you got home safe. Need to control how much wine I give in future! :) 
 
    [Brianna]: My head is killing me. Thanks for last night. Turned dark inside. You helped. 
 
    [Cole]: No problem. Every bartender thinks they have a counseling degree. Have fun tonight. 
 
    [Brianna]: Thanks for the referral. 
 
    I hopped in the shower, laying the work phone on the cabinet. Before I got out, the tone had gone off again. I dried quickly, reaching over for the phone. 
 
    [Client]: Got your name from Cole. Have time this eve? 
 
    [Brianna]: Yes. Please call to discuss. 
 
    The phone rang. I loved the situation. Here I am, standing naked, receiving a call from someone who wants to fuck me. And I was so ready to be fucked. 
 
    “Brianna.” 
 
    “Hello, my name is Derek. Interested in employing your escort services for the evening.” He had a deep voice. I was quivering at the prospect, thinking only a big man could have a voice that deep. The disappointment of the previous night suddenly replaced by anticipation. 
 
    “I would like that. What did you have in mind?” 
 
    “Thought we could go to dinner, then go back to my place for a drink. Work for you?” 
 
    “Yes, I would like that.” 
 
    “Let’s meet at a restaurant near my house. I’ll text you the address. I will then drive you to my home nearby and you can get a taxi back. Hope that’s acceptable. Say 7-ish?” 
 
    “Looking forward to it, Derek. The payment system is on my website. Will need to be in place before I arrive. I will have a red rose lapel pin as a marker.” 
 
    “Understood. See you then,” hanging up. 
 
    I put my phone down. My hands were shaking. This was the real thing. I could not imagine Cole sending someone he thought was going to beat me up. A friend, he said. I immediately thought of Zane. 
 
    [Bree]: I got one! For tonight. 
 
    [Zane]: Congrats. Might have to prep self. Not back till after 3. Game starts at 1. 
 
    [Bree]: I will. 
 
    [Zane]: Lay out outfit choices. Can review when return. 
 
    [Bree]: Thanks, my love. Plan is restaurant, then home, no hotel. Want to go total slut? 
 
    [Zane]: Sounds fun. Pick some out. Will discuss. 
 
    I flew into the closet, pulling out choices, laying them on the bed. Then started having second thoughts. We were going to a neighborhood restaurant near his home. One he may frequent. He may not want me coming in looking like I came off the set of Pretty Woman. Back to the closet. We had plenty of choices. 
 
    I made two decisions which would guide me for much of my escort career. I wore something innocent on the outside. This would reveal some cleavage, but not ‘in your face’. But underneath, absolutely slutty… g-string, nearly see-through bra. I would later take this to another level, routinely wearing garter belts and stockings, typically without panties. My clients loved those. I also picked out a VERY slutty outfit that I could change into if he wanted that when we arrived at his home. 
 
    I then ran out to the local mall. I needed a different shoulder bag, something more elegant that would match my outfits. I found a Coach tote that worked perfectly. Zane may not be happy about its $700 price tag, but I justified it as a business expense! 
 
    Coming home, I hopped in the bath for a lavender-scented soak, and shaved myself carefully. This was the first time I had done this for myself. Zane had always done it before. I wanted to be completely bare down below, just as Zane liked it. 
 
    By the time I did this, it was past three. I was still drying off from the shave when I heard the garage door open. I threw on a quick bathrobe and finished laying the outfit choices on the bed. 
 
    After the first few of my client visits, Zane stopped reviewing my garments, but to this day, still shaves me before every session, whenever possible. He often eats me until I cum, then I give him a blowjob. I always reserve the other opening for the client on the day of the session! 
 
    It seems odd to me, even after all these years, but there is something about the denial on that day that really gets him going. I emphasize it while I am giving him the blowjob, talking about how my pussy is going to get stuffed with another man’s big cock that night. He can’t have me. I always go full cuckold on him: a real cock taking me, huge, compared to his small, inadequate nothing. He explodes in my mouth like a fire hose. We both know it is roleplay, but he loves it. 
 
    After reviewing choices, we settled on a conservative pencil skirt, though still well above my knees, a knit top that hugged my chest, and a pair of high-heeled sandals. The lingerie was dark blue, thin lace on the bra and a matching g-string on the bottom. Even though it was warming up outside, I still wore a light brown suede jacket to hold my red rose lapel pin. 
 
    When the Uber arrived, I kissed the boy’s good night, hugging Zane with a passionate kiss. 
 
    “Have fun,” he said, walking me to the car. “Hope you score this time.” 
 
    Me too, I thought to myself. Though, just to be sure, I checked the website. They had made the payment. Business first, I chuckled to myself…

  

 
   
    21 / So Big and Long 
 
    The restaurant was a small Italian place tucked into a neighborhood strip center. I arrived at just before 7. We did not arrange for what to do when I arrived, so I waited outside. 
 
    An elegant black man, much older, early 50s maybe, walked up to me. “Brianna?” 
 
    I nodded. “Derek?” He nodded, giving me a light hug and kiss on the cheek, as friends often do. He opened the restaurant door, guiding me in. 
 
    The early talk was typical introduction. The contrast to the previous night could not have been more dramatic. He tried to make me comfortable, touched me lightly on occasion, usually to make a point, but never overtly. He was the perfect gentleman. I wondered whether Cole had told him how new I was to the game. 
 
    The meal was excellent, the company warm and inviting. Derek turned out to be 52, divorced 5 years ago, with three kids, all now grown and living away, two still in town. At first, he had moved to the west coast after the divorce, but then decided he would not give up his friends and family, so moved back. He worked for a local manufacturing concern as Controller. 
 
    We sat in a booth isolated from other tables, so I asked him what he was looking for, how he knew Cole. Cole, surprisingly, owned Alfredo’s, had purchased it from the named owner a couple of years before. He was the son of a close friend of Derek’s. He had watched him grow up, respected him a lot as a man. 
 
    As to what he was looking for, he just wanted some warm female companionship. “It’s been a while,” he said. “I told Cole I wasn’t ready to get out there dating again, so he gave me your card, recommended calling you. He said you were beautiful, but he understated that considerably. I’m glad I called.” 
 
    “Thank you. I hope you will enjoy the evening. I am looking forward to renewing your acquaintance with a warm female.” 
 
    That got him laughing. “Me too, though I am getting older now, not sure I’ll be as active as I used to be. Used to get it up multiple times a night. Not sure about that anymore.” 
 
    “Whatever you have will be plenty. I am very flexible… go all evening or just once. I am good either way.” 
 
    After dinner, he drove us to his house, a nice Tudor in an upscale neighborhood. Once inside, I told him, if he did not mind, I would like to change into something more comfortable. He showed me the hall bathroom. 
 
    I was really going to shock the guy. I went in a prim and proper lady. But when I came out, the conservative skirt was now a scandalously short miniskirt with no underwear. I replaced the top with a nearly see-through clingy knit that hugged my breasts. With no bra, of course. My nipples were already stiff, showing plainly through the material. I replaced the sandals with 4-inch black leather stiletto heels. Then I looked in the mirror as I got ready to exit. Yes, I looked good… and was so ready to play! My sex was already gushing with my arousal. 
 
    His breath caught as I stepped out of the bathroom. He had fixed drinks for us and was standing in the kitchen. I walked up to him, rubbing my body against his. “You like?” I asked as seductively as I could. 
 
    “You have no idea!” he laughed, pulling me into his arms. His kiss spoke of such longing and loneliness it almost broke my heart, but the pressure of my body against him had another effect as well. 
 
    I reached down to stroke his cock through his pants, almost gasping. He was huge! The biggest I had ever touched. Way bigger than Brady. 
 
    “Maybe you should start on your knees. I would like that.” 
 
    “My pleasure,” I purred, kneeling in front of him as he began unbuckling his belt and slacks. When his monster popped out into the open, I could not help but gasp as I wrapped my hands around his girth. One hand wasn’t enough. 
 
    His shaft was dark, heavily veined, the head huge compared to anything I have had before. I stroked him up and down a couple times, in wonderment at its size, then licked the pre-cum that was already forming. 
 
    “So big,” I said, as I stared at it. 
 
    “Bigger than you’re used to, I guess…” 
 
    I chuckled as I licked another bit of pre-cum off the tip. “Much bigger.” 
 
    As I continued stroking and licking, I looked up at him, asking, “You are going to bring me so much pleasure tonight, aren’t you?” 
 
    “That’s my goal,” he said. “But aren’t I paying you? Aren’t you supposed to be giving the pleasure tonight?” 
 
    “You see the two as mutually exclusive?” 
 
    “Oh no… quite the contrary,” he laughed. “By the time I am done with you, you will wonder how you ever lived without a black cock in your life.” 
 
    “I look forward to that discovery…” I smiled, returning my gaze to his shaft, which was now hard as a rock, as I licked the shaft again. The texture of the outside was so soft, yet the inside so hard! 
 
    This was the biggest cock I had ever seen in person, extending out in front of him. Had to be at least 9 inches long. I took the head in my mouth, sucking gently, then tried to go down further, but I could not get far, 2-3 inches past the head. 
 
    “Come on, babe. You’re a pro. You should be able to go further than that.” 
 
    I started giggling as I pulled it back out of my mouth. “Let me work on it,” I giggled. “I’m new at this.” 
 
    “Cole told me. Take all the time you need,” he said, his laugh full of the desire that I was feeling. 
 
    I had taken Brady all the way to the base. He had 8 inches. This wasn’t that much longer, but it was a lot wider. I changed my position, concentrating on technique, trying to force it deeper. 
 
    “Hey, take your time,” he said, laughing now. 
 
    I went a couple inches deeper, this time adjusting my throat and angle, then a couple more. I was still not all the way to the base, but I was pretty confident I could get there eventually. I will have Zane practice with me, with the big dildos we bought. Derek was right. If I’m going to be a pro, I should expect to handle even extreme members. 
 
    For now, I just wanted to bring him pleasure. So, I started going back-and-forth on the shaft, sucking gently, gradually getting stronger, more forceful. I could hear his groaning as I took him deeper. God, I love this, love sucking on cock! Especially monster cocks like this one. 
 
    Soon, I was taking him down my throat as far as it would go, worshiping his tool of love. I knew he was receiving as much pleasure as I was by his moans. He placed his enormous hands on each side of my head, using that leverage to gradually force me deeper. He was not forceful, just so strong. I gave myself to him. So much pleasure! 
 
    I could hear his breathing shortening. He pulled himself back. 
 
    “Hey, babe, gotta slow down now. Not sure how many of these I have in me tonight. I wanna preserve that for the main event.” 
 
    I pulled my mouth off him, giggling. “It looks to me like you have several runs in you. You had no trouble getting it up.” 
 
    “I hope so,” he laughed, pulling me up into his arms.

  

 
   
      
 
    22 / Derek Delivers 
 
    Then the kissing began. Such passion! He was drawing me into his world, and I was gladly falling there with him. His hands we all over me, my back, my ass, my breasts. He suddenly pulled my top off, bottom following on the side. I was standing naked in front of him. 
 
    His finger came down to touch my sex. It was sopping wet. 
 
    He laughed at that. “Not going to need encouragement at all, are you?” 
 
    “No, I really want you inside me. I want that in the very worst way.” 
 
    “Ok then, why don’t we go upstairs? I’m ready for you, too.” 
 
    I playfully grabbed onto his shaft, pretending to drag him toward the stairs. 
 
    He followed as if he was being dragged. “You are a firecracker, aren’t you?” He touched my shoulder, lifting me into his arms while walking up the stairs. I melted into his embrace. How did I ever live without this joy in my life?! 
 
    One arm I had around his chest, just to feel the warmth of his embrace. The other, I held behind me, gently stroking his rod. 
 
    “Oh, you are a hot one, babe. Hungry for that cock, aren’t you?” 
 
    “So hungry,” I said. “Please fuck me… I need you inside me…” 
 
    Derek carried me into the room. He had prepared in advance. Soft jazz played from a stereo; electric candles covered the room with a soft glow. He had stripped the bedclothes, leaving only the sheet, and placed lube on the side. I definitely will not need that! And besides, not sure if that pole will go into my other hole either. He may be a little too big for that. 
 
    That thought shook me… as I suddenly understood where I was. I was going to be doing this anytime I wanted for the next five years! My heart was pounding… Oh my God… the stream of cock that waved in front of me was mesmerizing. 
 
    Derek dropped me gently on the bed. I glanced over at the lube, reaching down to hold my vaginal lips open. He could see the moisture dripping out. 
 
    “I don’t think I am going to need any of that,” I said, giggling softly. 
 
    “No, I don’t think you are,” he agreed with a huge grin, then followed with a big smile, “at least not in there!” 
 
    I gasped as he reached into the nightstand, pulling out an XL condom. I wondered if even that one was going to fit. He ripped the foil pack, rolled it on the shaft, positioning himself, and dropped into me. I screamed out with the pleasure. He did not take any time to work his way in. I was ready. 
 
    I let out a gasp. “Oh, God… that feels so good…” 
 
    He couldn’t help laughing, but did not slow down. He was humping me like a madman, Plunge after plunge. I wrapped my legs around his hips, “Yes… yes… take me… take me harder. God, I love this.” 
 
    He pounded into me for a long time. I came and came, crying out with the pressure of each release. I could tell he was tiring, so I stopped concentrating on my pleasure and worked his cock with my body. My pussy was milking his cock, gripping with each plunge. 
 
    Then I talked. “Oh, yes… your cock brings me so much pleasure… each stroke taking me higher… now it’s your turn…” I was gripping him with my legs, my entire body swaying with each motion. “I want you to cum, to use me for your own pleasure. Oh Derek, you are so good… so hard…” 
 
    He was panting now, close, very close. He slammed his lips down on mine, pushing his tongue deep as he exploded. I so HATED condoms! Hated not being able to feel this explosion inside me. Hated not being able to feel the heat of his body directly against my tender flesh. But alas… 
 
    I kept my humping motion as he gradually calmed down until he rolled off me. I quickly pushed him onto his back, feeling very dirty right then. I moved down to his condom-encased shaft, pulling the sheath off slowly, then turned it up to my mouth and let the cum slowly drip down my throat. When it was all gone, I turned my attention to his softening rod, licking every bit of cum that remained. 
 
    Then, I cuddled into his arms, laying on his side. We were both panting so hard, neither of us spoke. Just soaked in the moment’s joy. 
 
    A soft ‘mmm’ came out of my mouth, a seriously fucked, satisfied woman. I knew his cockhead would be too sensitive for a few more moments, so I reached down to wrap my hand around his balls, gently massaging them. 
 
    “You are something, babe. Is it true what Cole said? This is your first time as an escort?” 
 
    “Yes… Didn’t discover I liked it until a few weeks ago.” 
 
    “That makes you unique itself. I have been with a few pros over the years. Most of them had a good time but were very mechanical. They enjoyed it, but not like you. You LOVED it. Want to do it over and over, don’t you?” 
 
    I just nodded my head against his chest, cuddling closer. “Can we?” 
 
    “Oh yes… Let’s go down for a drink, take a quick break, let me recharge. We are going to do this as often as I can get it up. That lovely mouth of yours will be the key.” 
 
    He handed me a t-shirt of his to wear to the kitchen, as he wrapped a robe around himself. The t-shirt was big enough to be a dress on me but provided no cover for my nipples, which remained rigid as we talked in the kitchen. 
 
    I don’t think our bodies were ever out of touch with each other except for brief changes of position. Not sure I finished my drink before he had me on his lap, yanking the t-shirt off my shoulders and face buried in my breasts. I had to give him my standard warning they weren’t made of glass only once. 
 
    After that, he went after them, sucking hard, pinching, pulling. While he did that, his finger invaded below. He soon had me thrashing on his extended middle finger as his thumb roughly went after my clit. I came two more times, as our lips found each other. 
 
    By this time, we were back upstairs. I told him to lie on his back. I knew I shouldn’t, but I threw the condom aside, wanting to feel his cum blast into me. I scrambled on top, gradually impaling myself on his blessed tool. Then I worked the thing for my own pleasure. The best thing about being on top is that I have complete control, yet he has just as much fun. 
 
    I was driving myself down on him as he panted, pushing himself higher. I have no idea how long this lasted before he came. My orgasms just kept exploding inside me, wave after wave, crying out for release. 
 
    Soon, I could not go on longer. He could sense it, grabbing my hips to ram himself higher. Finally, his blast swept my canal as I screamed out with my last release, collapsing on top of him. 
 
    He gently pushed me to his side, holding me close as I tried to regain my breathing, pressing myself against his body. “That was so nice, Derek.” 
 
    “Me? You may be the best lover I ever had. Certainly, the best pro! I hope you are interested in doing this again with me.” 
 
    “I am allowed out to play three nights a week.” 
 
    “What does that mean?” 
 
    “My husband does not want me doing it more often than that.” 
 
    “Husband? What the fuck?” 
 
    “I thought Cole might have told you. I use the escort thing because I am a hotwife for my husband. He loves for me to have sex with other men.” 
 
    He pushed me off him, sitting up. “Sweet, Jesus. You ain’t serious?” 
 
    I shrugged my shoulders. “It’s true.” 
 
    “And he lets you do this with other men?” 
 
    “Weird, right? But he likes it. And so do I. No… I love it. If all the cocks are as good as yours, I may never want to go back to his.” 
 
    Derek stood up suddenly, a worried look on his face. He wasn’t about to be involved in a family breakup. 
 
    I noticed the worry there. “I’m kidding, really. Love my husband and my kids. Not going anywhere. Never. He has given me this gift to enjoy all the cock I want for the next five years, but I am limited to only three days a week, Tuesday, Thursday, and Saturday. I dedicate the other days to family.” 
 
    “That may be the weirdest story I have ever heard.” 
 
    I laughed, looking at him. “You didn’t seem to think it was so weird only a few minutes ago,” grinning at him, his softened cock bobbed in front of him. “Come back to bed, you big lug. Or are we done for the night?” 
 
    “You kidding?” he laughed, crawling back into bed. “I’m just getting started…”

  

 
   
    Epilogue 
 
    And that’s how it all started. Derek and I went another couple rounds that night, with me getting home about 2 in the morning, thoroughly fucked. Zane did not wait up for me this time, but pulled me close when I got into bed with him. 
 
    I thanked him so much for giving me this gift. As I always have since. Every time I come home from a gig, my first stop is to thank him for giving me this gift, and for his love. Sometimes we make love afterward, other times I give him a blowjob. Still others, we just cuddle and go to sleep. 
 
    In all cases, after an escort gig, I always set my alarm for getting the kids up for school, or breakfast, no matter how late I get in, or how tired I might be. I can always go back to sleep after they leave, but I seldom do. 
 
    There is something about the releases from the night before… I just get up bright and cheery. Even the boys have noticed how happy I am getting them around in the morning. I am no longer rushed to get them going so I can get to the bank. It is just our family and our morning routine. They love mommy’s new job… and so does mommy! 
 
    Zane has even become more loving in our time together. As was always my habit, my love is available to him anytime he wants it. The only difference now? He assigned rights to that love three days each week. 
 
    The fun part is my teasing him with denial on some of the other days, though not always. I will tell him he may not touch, that real men have first dibs, that I need much larger cocks to satisfy me! He eats it up… 
 
    But when I am not teasing him, we fuck like proverbial rabbits. 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 I have made for the following week. 
 
    I do not have gigs all three days every week, but as time has gone by, and I pick up more regular clients, having a night off is becoming the exception, not the rule. This summer, I am planning to take a month off, to recharge and allow my body a little time to recover. Zane and I are planning to take some of my earnings to do a river boat cruise in Europe. 
 
    Financially, we are literally swimming in cash. This has become so much more lucrative than we thought it would. We lived on Zane’s earnings, putting all my escort monies into a college fund for the boys. Who knows how much it will cost by the time they go to college! 
 
    How this happened, and the problem we had toward the end of the first year… well… the journey has not been turmoil free, or even easy, at times. Zane has struggled with how much I like it, and I have struggled to get my cock addiction under control. Always a challenge for me. 
 
      
 
    Join me for more adventures as an escort,
in BOOK 2 of the ‘Bree Likes to Play’ series:
My Husband Struggles to Understand. 
 
      
 
    THE END
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    GK Grayson is a writer, living in the US Midwest, with two children and a loving wife. He enjoys writing about women that own their sexuality and couples that explore new sensual experiences, because he likes the courage they display in taking these actions. He occasionally writes about BDSM & bisexuality, just for fun. 
 
    You can find GK online at: 
 
    WEB:
www.gkgrayson.com
FACEBOOK:
www.facebook.com/gkgraysonerotica
TWITTER:
@gkgrayson
GOODREADS:
https://www.goodreads.com/author/show/10786720 
 
    You are welcome to email me at gk@gkgrayson.com. 
 
    

  

 
   
    Also by GK Grayson 
 
    Like what you read? Try these other books from GK Grayson. 
 
    HOTWIFE/CUCKOLD/GIRLFRIEND BOOKS 
 
    ‘Being Set Free’ Series: Husband sets wife free to be the hotwife she wants to be. Turns out, being a MILF to college boys next door was perfect.
MILF Set Free: A First-Time Hotwife Story (Book 1)
MILF Set Free 2: My Hotwife Summer of Love (Book 2)
Eileen Set Free: Discovering Her Own Desires (Book 3) 
 
    ‘Bree Likes to Play’ Series: How Bree went from a local bank branch manager to a highly selective escort. What the heck? If she is going to be a hotwife anyway, might as well get paid for her 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: My husband fantasized about my becoming a hotwife, I told him he was crazy. Then I found out my parents were a hotwife/cuckold couple for a decade. And now I want to let my hotwife out to run.
My Hotwife Inside: A First-Time Journey of Discovery 
 
    ‘Angel’ Series: Angel has been a Bull for couples for several years. Until he ran into a couple that would not take no for an answer. Coming out alive was now his biggest challenge. This series features Angel from my book, His Cuckold Craving
Angel 1: Being a Bull Can Get Complicated (Book 1) 
 
    ‘Brynn’s Need’ Series: After a brief encounter in a bar, Cameron & Brynn discovered a new layer of desire. Cameron now has a hotwife dilemma. But will Brynn give him the choice?
My Hotwife Dilemma: A First-Time Hotwife Romance (Book 1)
My Hotwife Dilemma 2: Living with her Desire (Book 2) 
 
    ‘Mentor’ Series: Nora was a retiree glad to see a young couple moving in next door. When Ellie & Carter confided how the move impacted their relationship, Nora decided to mentor them both. Wild adventures followed.
Mentoring Ellie: A First-Time Hotwife Romance
Becoming a Mentor: Nora’s Hotwife Journey 
 
    His Wife Wants to be Shared: The hotwife/cuckold lifestyle can be pleasurable and erotic. This is a story about a couple who went through a harrowing experience, almost destroying their marriage and nearly costing her life.
His Wife Wants to be Shared: A Hotwife/Cuckold Cautionary Tale 
 
    ‘Nikki’s Desire’ Series: Nikki was feeling regrets as she approached her 35th birthday. Then an accident at a club set in motion a new direction, with Nikki becoming a hotwife for her husband.
Nikki’s Accident: A First-Time Hotwife Romance (Book 1)
Nikki’s Hotwife Desire: A Good Cuckold Makes All the Difference (Book 2) 
 
    ‘BigPlay’ Series: Ryan at BigLabs Pharma discovers a female aphrodisiac nicknamed BigPlay. His asst Sophia and wife Lily loved it. Becoming their cuckold was a tougher step.
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) 
 
    ‘Stacy Emerges’ Series: Stan and Stacy had invited their friend Ethan for a threesome. What emerged from this was a New Stacy that wanted wilder, rougher and more frequent sex as each new experience took her to another level. 
Helping a Friend: A Wife Sharing Romance (Book 1)
Stacy Emerges: A Wife Sharing / Motorcycle Riding Romance (Book 2)
Stacy’s Submission: A Wife Sharing / BDSM Romance (Book 3)
Stacy Released: A Wife-Sharing / Swinging Romance (Book 4)
Sharing Stacy: A Wife Sharing Bundle (All 4 Stacy Books in one) 
 
    My Wild Girlfriend: Casey wasn’t the most energetic guy when it came to the dating circuit, but he fell madly for Joni. The problem was that his conservative girlfriend got wilder with each passing month. How was he going to live with her desire for ever wilder sexual adventures?
My Wild Girlfriend: An Erotic Romance 
 
    Catching a Big One: I knew my wife liked large ‘tools’, almost from the day we got married. Now, in our mid-30s, I was looking for a way to jumpstart our torpid love life and remembered her desire for big. Maybe I could catch a big one for her to enjoy… for real this time.
Catching a Big One: A Wife Sharing Novella 
 
    MULTI-GENRE (BDSM/BISEXUALITY/HOTWIFE/HAVING FUN) 
 
    She Needed Him: Zach and Sydney joined a ‘lifestyle’ group. There, Sydney discovers a need to submit. Her friend, Molly, encourages Master Kai to take her under his wing, and now Sydney cannot live without his control. She needs him. This left Zach scrambling to save his marriage… and his wife.
She Needed Him: A First-Time Wife Sharing / BDSM Story 
 
    The Nudge: Logan, and his wife, Mackenzie, find their quiet life assaulted by a telepath who tries to police their kind. Logan can also ‘nudge’ people to do what he wants. He must now enlist her efforts to save his family.
The Nudge: A Paranormal Erotic Thriller 
 
    Finding What We Need: Terra finally told her husband, Brooks, that he was a terrible lover and she wanted to become a hotwife. His refusal, and her later punishment for that, brought new revelations for them both.
Finding What We Need: A First-Time Erotic Journey 
 
    ‘Kelly’s Training’ Series: Kelly is a 19-year-old college student that runs into the Hernandez family. They recognize her as a true submissive. She agrees to their four-week training program. Can she submit to their sexual will?
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) 
 
    My Cuckold Craving: Reese discovered her husband’s desire to be a cuckold, wanting her to be taken by another man. The action veers off course, as she and her bull, Angel, push their new cuckold in a new direction.
His Cuckold Craving: A First-Time Hotwife/Bisexual Romance 
 
    Officer on the Scene: Andy & Cora were a young married couple new to the whole BDSM thing. Neighbors had called the police for all the noise. Officers Gabe & Luca found themselves. Can these officers serve and protect in the bedroom as well?
Officer on the Scene: A Bisexual/BDSM Tale of Discovery 
 
    ‘The Joy’ series: 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. Follow their adventures as Alex comes to terms with this new desire and finds that she enjoys being his Mistress.
The Joy of Submission (Book 1)
The Joy of Giving (Book 2)
The Joy of New Experiences (Book 3)
Feeling the Joy: A BDSM Bundle of the Joy Series (All 3 ‘Joy’ book bundle) 
 
    ‘What Beth Wants’ series: Luke told his wife, Beth, about a gay experience he had in college. After hearing the story, she went from aroused to ‘on fire’ in what seemed like milliseconds. Follow their adventures as wants to watch him service guys and submit to ever harsher Masters.
Beth Wants to Watch (Book 1)
Beth Wants Submission (Book 2) 
 
    ‘The Hitchhiker’ series: Riley was bored with school. She decided to become a hitchhiker. Maybe, if she’s lucky, she’ll get laid on the trip. It started with California. She had so much fun, she started calling it her ‘debauchery tour’. So much, 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) 
 
    Rapture at the Supper Club: CJ and Ingrid had moved to a new city to get a fresh start. The Smithfield Supper Club looked like where the movers & shakers could be found. Little did they know that business was not what they were moving & shaking. 
Rapture at the Supper Club: A Wife Sharing / BDSM Romance 
 
    Given to the Doms: 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. You see, I was to be the offering for the evening. She was giving me to a group of Doms.
Given to the Doms: A BDSM Tale of Submission 
 
  
  
 cover.jpeg





images/00001.jpeg





