

JANIS BECOMES A HOTWIFE

I had just parked to pick up our dry cleaning when I noticed my best friend, Judy, about to enter a tavern. She was holding hands with some guy I’d never seen before. I was shocked. She had always seemed like a straight arrow, never swearing, usually dressing very conservatively. I walked past the tavern and peered inside. Judy was all over the guy, snuggling up to him in a back booth. She looked my way, and I hurried on. I didn’t think she noticed me, but you never know. I picked up our clothes a few doors down and hurried back to my car taking a detour so Judy would have no chance to see me.

I drove home in a kind of trance. I had seen something I wasn’t meant to see. It made me very uneasy. What about Fred, her husband? We weren’t close couple friends, but the few times we’d spent time with them they seemed like a happy pair together. And Fred was a nice man. How could she do this to him?

Bob and I were empty nesters now and were enjoying our new found freedom. We got along as well as we ever had. I considered not saying anything to hubby, but we shared pretty much everything. We prepared a simple supper, soup and a salad and sat down to eat.

“OK, sweetie, something is bugging you. You haven’t said squat since you got home. What’s going on. I hope it’s not something I’ve done.”

“No, no, honey. It’s nothing to do with you. While I was picking up the dry cleaning, I saw Judy with another man. I think she’s having an affair. It’s none of my business, but I find it kind of upsetting. I don’t think she saw me, but she might have. I just hope we can still be friends. I certainly don’t plan to bring it up with her.”

“Wow, who woulda thunk it? I rather liked her, but she seemed almost prudish. But I don’t know her like you do. I do have a thought though. Maybe they’re into some kind of swinging.”

“I hadn’t considered that. She doesn’t seem like the swinging type. But then, she doesn’t seem the type to be having an affair.”

After supper, we cleaned up together. I was just finishing with the dishes when Bob came up behind me and wrapped his arms around me, squeezing each of my breasts. He kissed my neck and pulled me tightly against him.

“Mmmm, that feels nice, honey. Sometimes I miss the kids, but there are definitely advantages to having them gone.”

I turned around and planted a kiss on his lips. I started to pull back, but he was having none of it. He pushed his tongue into my mouth and grabbed my ass with both hands. I could feel his erection pressing against my stomach. We had been having sex more often lately, but it was married sex and not this spontaneous. It felt good that Bob still desired me. I responded by sliding my tongue into his mouth.

“What’s gotten into you? Are you becoming a horndog?”

“I’m a guy, honey. All guys are horndogs. And I happen to live with a beautiful woman that I want to fuck all the time.”

“Maybe we should take this to the bedroom.”

“Maybe we should fuck right here. Take off your clothes. I’m going to fuck you on the kitchen counter.”

“My, you are being a horndog, but you’re my horndog aren’t you.”

“You know it, baby.”

We quickly shed our clothes, and Bob picked me up and sat me on the kitchen counter. He spread my legs and buried his face in my crotch. No foreplay. Nothing gentle about it. He was super turned on which was turning me on. I grabbed onto his head and pulled him tighter into me. I found that I was pumping into his face. I was fucking his face, and I liked what was happening.

“Eat me, baby, eat me. Make me cum.”

I was typically not one to talk dirty during sex, but it was exciting me right now. We were wilder together than forever. Maybe we are starting a new life together, a sexier life. I was getting close and forced his head further into my pussy. He curled two fingers in me and was rubbing my G spot. He was slathering all over my pussy, licking my clit, sucking on my labia. I kept urging him on.

“Oh God, don’t stop. Eat my pussy. Eat me, eat me, eat me. I’M CUMMING, I’M CUMMING, Oh god, it’s so good. I love you so much, baby.”

He rose up and kissed me with lots of tongue. His face was a mess, and he tasted like pussy, my pussy. I was so lucky to have this man as my husband. Just as I was beginning to enjoy the afterglow, he tried to insert his cock in me, but the height of the counter wasn’t right. We both started laughing, but he was a man on a mission. He grabbed me, threw me over his shoulder, and carried me into the living room. He threw me down on the sofa and spread my legs. He got on top of me and shoved his hard cock into me. All the way into me. I was so wet I didn’t mind at all. It didn’t hurt. It felt good. Fuck, it felt fantastic. I liked this new Bob. He pounded into me fast and hard. I could tell he wasn’t going to last very long, but that was OK. I’d had my cum, so now it was his turn. But he slowed down just enough to hold back. My own arousal was resurfacing. He stared into my eyes and kept pumping. Oh my God, I was going to cum again. Just as he bore into me as far as he could go, I came. He came with me. Cumming together. We hadn’t managed that in years.

“Wow, honey, that was intense…. And you know what else? I think telling you about Judy’s tryst turned you on.”

“I guess it did. Yeah, I know it did. Whew.”

“You don’t want me to have an affair, do you?”

“If I found out you were cheating on me, it would kill me. But if you wanted to fuck some guy, and we discussed it, and I gave you the OK, I think it would be hot.”

“You want me to fuck somebody else? Why? I thought you loved me.”

“Of course I love you. Honestly, I think I’d love you even more. Not if you cheated, but if we did it together. The image of you cumming on some hunky dude’s big cock really gets me going. Don’t you ever fantasize about some hot guy having his way with you?”

“I find some men sexy and appealing, sure, but I’m married to you. I could never do it. Do you want some kind of threesome? Why haven’t you ever brought this up?”

“Because I never thought you’d be up for it. You’d think I didn’t love you. But I would. It could be as exciting for me as it would be for you. Sweetie, this is a very common male fantasy. There’s a whole hotwife lifestyle that lots of couples get into.”

“You don’t think I’m hot?”

“Look at what we just did. We had more awesome sex than we’ve had in years. And that was from only a mention of Judy’s secret liaison. Yes, I think you’re hot, but that’s different than you being a hotwife.”

“I’m your loving wife, and you say I’m hot. Doesn’t that make me a hotwife?”

“Actually, no. A hotwife is one word, not two. It means a wife who hooks up with other guys with her husband’s permission and encouragement. There are websites and forums devoted to the lifestyle. Also videos and erotic novels. And millions of couples.”

“So, you want me to become a hotwife. Is that what you’re saying?”

“I would never want you to do anything you’re not comfortable with, but, yeah, I think it would be incredibly hot if you became a hotwife. Again, not by cheating on me but something we did as a team.”

“Well, don’t hold your breath, mister.”

“I won’t. And whether you’re my hot wife or my hotwife, I love you madly and want to fuck you every day.”

We cleaned up and went about our usual business. I graded some papers, and Bob watched sports on the TV. No more mention of hotwives. At bedtime, we snuggled, told each other that we loved each other and drifted off to sleep.

The next day at school, Judy and I chatted in the faculty lunch room like we usually did. No big secrets were revealed. Talked about which of our students drove us the most nuts and how they did it. We laughed a lot. I really treasured our friendship. Just as we headed out to our next classes, she stopped me and suggested we get a drink after the last bell rang. I was surprised because this was something we’d never done before, but I agreed to meet her at O”Reilly’s. I was nervous the rest of the day, fearing she was going to tell me about getting a divorce. When I arrived at the pub, Judy was already nursing a glass of red. She had ordered similar for me.

“Thanks for coming Jan. I felt we needed to talk. I’m pretty sure you saw me with my current boyfriend, and I want to clear the air. Your friendship is extremely important to me, and I don’t want any secrets between us. Yes, I have a boyfriend. He’s not the first, and he won’t be the last. I do this with Fred’s complete support. And encouragement, really. He gets off on it. As you might suspect, I was completely opposed to the idea, but I finally agreed to give it a shot. I thought it would make him so jealous and anxious that would be the end of it. It didn’t, so I said I’d try it another time. He loved it, and I began to see this could be fun for both us. I know, I know, how could Ms. Careful and Conservative become so crazy. The thing of it is, Fred and I are closer than ever. We have sex almost every day, and I like it. I like it a lot.”

“Wow, I had no idea.”

“I’m what is called a hotwife now. I enjoy sex more than I ever have, and Fred treats me like a goddess. Our marriage is stronger than ever. All I can say is don’t knock it if you haven’t tried it.”

“I don’t think I could ever be a hotwife.”

“That’s what I said at first, but now I probably average over a dozen orgasms a week. After one of my dates, Fred can’t enough of me. He brings me flowers. He gives me jewelry. He’s super affectionate and constantly horny for me. I will be eternally grateful for my sweet hubby pushing me to try it.”

“I hope you don’t mind, but I told Bob that I had seen you with your…. friend.”

“You don’t need to resort to euphemisms. He is kind of like a boyfriend. It’s probably more accurate to call him a fuck buddy or a friend with benefits. I’m not surprised you told Bob. I know how close you two are. Just make sure neither of you lets anyone else know about my marriage. I’m not ashamed of what I do. In fact, I’m proud of me. So is Fred, but we don’t want this to get out.”

We sipped our wine and talked some more, mostly about stuff that had nothing to do with hotwifery. On the way home, I felt relieved that Judy and I were still besties. I also was aware of a faint tingling between my thighs. A good stir fry with shrimp and veggies over rice prepared by my sweet hubby awaited me. Bob wondered why I was late. When I told him I’d had a drink with Judy, he got real interested. I told him to wait until we got set up on the dining room table.

“Well?” he asked.

I pretty much told him everything. Everything except the part about my pussy tingling when I was back in the car. No point in giving him any ideas. After cleaning up, we retired to the living room and watched a CSI show which was one of our favorites. Bob was very affectionate, putting his arm over my shoulder and pulling me close to him. My mind was spinning over my conversation with Judy, so I hardly knew what was going on with the show.

As soon as the credits appeared, he pulled me closer and began kissing me and fondling my breasts. I got horny real quick and began rubbing his erection through his pants. It didn’t take long before we were both naked and he was fucking me full throttle on the couch. We’d been having sex pretty often of late which enabled him to hold off until I came. He came soon after. He told me he loved me, and he loved to fuck me, and then we untangled. Neither of us said anything about my conversation with Judy, but it was obvious to me that it had primed the pump for both of us.


CHAPTER TWO

A few days later, it was such a beautiful day that Judy and I took our lunch outside. The students were throwing a football around but mostly acting like the goofy teens they were. Each of us learned the other’s classes went well that morning. Judy smiled mischievously at me and asked how Bob and I were doing. What the hell, she’s my best friend, why not tell her.

“Believe it or not, hearing about what you and Fred were up to, fired us both up in the sack. In the kitchen and on the sofa too.”

“Oh, I believe it. Becoming non-monogamous has been such a godsend to our marriage that I figured when you heard about us, you’d want to join in on all the fun.”

“I’ll admit it. Your adventures have made us horny, but I’m not sure I could ever do what you do.”

“I felt the same at first, but now I think it’s the best decision I ever made. I know it’s not for every couple, but you guys are ideal candidates. You’re both good looking. You have a great marriage. You’d have your choice of guys to play with. You’d have a blast. Tell you what, how about you guys coming over to our place for dinner Saturday. You can ask us anything about the lifestyle, and we’ll answer honestly. There will be no pressure from us and absolutely no hanky panky. Then we can get to know each other better as couples like any other get-together. We could play scrabble. We could get stoned and play charades. It’ll be fun.”

“You smoke pot?”

“I do now,” she giggled.

“Well, I’ll ask Bob and see if he’s up for it.”

“Bestie, you know Bob would love to pick our brains about the lifestyle. He’s a guy. Most guys can’t wait to try some kind of non-monogamy with their partners. How does seven o’clock sound? Do either of you have any food no-nos?”

Judy was right about Bob; he was delighted at the prospect of learning more about the hotwife lifestyle. The next day I told Judy we were coming. She declined my offer to bring a dish, so we bought a bottle of decent wine to share. We did not talk about our Saturday dinner date, but Bob was all over me the rest of the week. I’ll admit I was starting to enjoy our more frequent hook ups. I truly loved my husband, and it felt damn good to connect with him sexually. He wanted me to wear something sexy, but I adamantly refused. I opted instead for jeans and a knit top that was not particularly revealing. I was nervous as we drove to their place. And I must confess, a little titillated, something I chose not to share with Bob.

Judy welcomed us with hugs and kisses, all very platonic and chaste but warm and friendly. Her attire was not in the least provocative, jeans and a blue button-down dress shirt that wasn’t tucked in. She had let her lovely chestnut hair down, however, and seemed, I don’t know, more laid back and comfortable with herself. There was a twinkle in her eye and a happy smile on her face. Fred shook our hands and led us into their den. He thanked us for the wine and passed around a cheese and cracker appetizer that was a lot better than it sounds. I had no idea what the cheeses were, but they were exotic and delicious. Judy soon invited us into the dining room where quite the spread awaited us – bacon wrapped shrimp with cheese, a rice pilaf, and broccoli with what seemed like real hollandaise.

“Wow,” Bob enthused. “We’re eating at the Ritz tonight.”

Conversation flowed. The food was great. Another bottle of wine was produced. I felt we really clicked as couple friends. Our former best couple friends had moved across the country to advance their careers, and we wanted to replace them. Dessert was port in small snifters. We were all relaxed and comfy and maybe a teeny bit tipsy. We all pitched in with clearing the table and cleaning up before we gathered in the den facing each other on two sofas. Everything was tasteful without being ostentatious. Fred was an architect and I suspected a good one.

“This evening has been fantastic. Bob and I so appreciate the wonderful meal and the great company. We will definitely reciprocate, but I doubt it will be half as elegant. Thank you, thank you, thank you.”

“Amen,” Bob added.

“You are more than welcome, but I think we need to deal with the elephant in the room. You guys know that Fred and I are enthusiastic practitioners of the hotwife lifestyle. You are understandably cautious about getting involved. And whatever you decide, we want us all to be good friends. While we’re all relaxed and happy, we welcome any questions you have. Nothing is off the table.”

After a few awkward moments of silence, I spoke up. “Fred, what do you get out of Judy being a hotwife?”

“I’ve thought about it a lot and read up on it on various blogs. The first thing I’d say is I’ve always fantasized about it. It turns me on like crazy when Judy screws other guys. Nothing is more exciting to me than watching her in action. After Judy has been with someone else, I crave her more than ever. That’s when we have our best sex. I think it probably has to do with being wired to compete with her other lovers. Since we started on this adventure, we have sex practically every day. Usually several times over the weekend. That depends on whether she’s with someone else or not, but she always has time for me. That’s one of our hard and fast rules. No matter how active she is as a hotwife, she must never ignore my desires.”

“And, believe me, I’m happy to accommodate his every perverted wish. Since we’ve started this lifestyle we’re horny for each other all the time. If you’ll pardon my French, we fuck like rabbits, more and better than ever. Frankly, I was pretty uptight about sex. Now, not so much.”

“Not at all is more like it,” Fred threw in, “and I love her for it. I really think we love each other more than ever and not just stable, routine married love. We are in love. Like teenagers. Head over heels, crazy for each other. What’s not to like?”

“How’d you get started?”

“Fred pushed me. Not in a demanding way, but I needed pushing. We loved each other. We had sex. But I found it difficult to really let go. This frustrated Bob which made me feel awful. I loved him and wanted to make him happy. Now he’s happy, and so am I. I have gradually learned to love sex. I mean really love it. I guess I’ve become kind of an evangelist for the lifestyle because it’s worked so well for us. But I want to be clear, we want your friendship whether you stay vanilla or begin to explore.”

“Vanilla,” I said. “You make us sound like old farts.”

“No, no. “We do not judge you. Vanilla is just the term used to describe couples who are monogamous.”

“What about jealousy, Fred?” Bob wanted to know.

“Mostly, it hasn’t been a problem. Sometimes I get a little nervous when Judy crushes on a guy, but she is always so reassuring, so caring. I remember how much she loves me. Why would she ever leave me when she can have her cake and eat it too. For a while I was kind of jealous of her current boyfriend. He’s a younger and very good-looking hunk of a guy. He has the dick of a pornstar and the stamina of a thoroughbred. She’s been seeing him for over a year, and I’ve actually formed a friendship with him. The three of us hang out together from time to time. And, yes, sometimes we have threesome sex. I love watching them. I love participating. If I can’t be with them, Judy tells me everything while I’m reclaiming her that night or the next day.”

We continued to pepper them with questions, and they were more than forthcoming about anything we asked: birth control, std’s, romantic attachments, overnights. By the time our conversation was over we felt we knew a hell of a lot more about the hotwife lifestyle. Judy asked us if we were ready for a game, and we chose Scrabble. Before she brought out the set Fred stopped her.

“Honey, I think you should give them Jake’s contact information. He was so helpful in guiding us through this new territory.”

“You’re absolutely right. He was like a mentor to us. He’s a great guy, never pressures you to do anything, and he’s very handsome. I still see him from time to time, but his big thing is introducing new couples to hotwifing.”

Fred set up a card table and chairs. Judy returned with Scrabble and placed a slip of paper on the table. I hesitated to touch it as though it might burn my fingers. Bob grabbed it and stuck it in his shirt pocket. Gulp. We soon started playing, girls against the boys. I found it hard to concentrate on the board. Our earlier conversation kept intruding in on my thoughts, but Judy made up for my ineptitude. We laughed and swore, and when we won, we lauded it over the guys something awful. We were sorry their vocabularies were so anemic and wondered if they had even learned to read. After more laughter and agreement that we should do this more often, we headed for home. Neither of us spoke. We got ready for bed, Bob in his boxers and me in one of his big T-shirts. I wondered where Bob had put the info about this Jake guru. I wondered if it might start a fire which was an absurd notion. Finally, I spoke.

“Honey, you want to do this, don’t you?”

“Yep, I think it would be hot, but only if you were really on board.”

“I’m not ready. I don’t know if I’ll ever be ready. Sorry, honey.”

“I would never make you do anything you weren’t comfortable with, sweetie. I love you, and I always will. I do have a naughty idea, though, that might be fun.”

“Well Mr. Pervert, what would that be?”

“A role play. You pretend you’re a hotwife, and I’ll be your bull. It’ll be hot but safe.”

After some hesitation, I said we could give it a try. Bob stood behind me and wrapped his arms around me. He palmed both breasts, kneading them the way I liked. He planted kisses on my neck, and whispered in my ear. “Jake has asked me to undress you, baby. Close your eyes.” He slowly raised the T-shirt over my head. I raised my arms so he could take it off. “Look at Jake, baby. He’s already hard for you. I’m going to sit in that chair over there and watch him fuck you. I want to see you cum on his big prick. Is that what you want?”

“Yes, I want him to fuck my brains out.”

Virtual Jake took my hand and led me to the bed. He laid me down and began stroking me all over. He pressed up against me and kissed me, gentle at first and then with some tongue. He told me how hot I was. Bob had changed his pitch and tone so he sounded like somebody else. He kissed his way down my body, taking the time to kiss and lick my breasts. He sucked my nipples for a while. Virtual Jake proved to be a very good lover. This was fun. Even better, it was hot. I relaxed and enjoyed how horny he made me feel.

When he moved down between my legs I spread them for him. Or maybe they spread themselves. He began licking and sucking my labia. I grabbed his head and pulled him tighter into me. He began licking me harder, going higher to include my clit. He sucked on my clit and stuck a finger in me. He pulled it out and replaced it with his tongue. He began fucking my pussy with his tongue. It wasn’t as intensely pleasurable as when he worked on my clit, but psychologically, it was hotter than hell. I was approaching an orgasm when he stopped eating me and moved up to kiss me.

His lips were wet and slippery from my juices. Actually, his whole face was a mess. He rained kisses all over my face. I responded in kind. Just as he slipped his tongue into my welcoming mouth, I felt him work his cock into my pussy. I moaned. I wanted him inside me. He soon was in all the way. He began fucking me, slowly at first but with hard thrusts. Gradually he picked up speed. I was sighing and moaning. OMG, I was going to cum. I never came this quickly, but, before I knew it, I came. Yes, oh yes. It was a nice one. Jake kept pumping slowly into me throughout my climax, When I was finally finished, he pulled out. I opened my eyes to see Bob looming over me.

“Oh, baby, that was so hot watching you cum with Jake. Now, I need to fuck you. Let me reclaim you. Please, baby, I need to fuck you so bad.”

“God, yes. Fuck me. Fuck me hard and cum in my slutty pussy. My pussy that Jake just fucked. My slutty pussy that came on Jake’s big cock.”

I gazed into my sweet husband’s eyes as he began to pound me. And I mean pound me hard. It wasn’t long before he swore and announce he was going to cum. I urged him on and soon he was blasting off in side of me. Amazingly, I came with him. Two orgasms, practically on top of each other. That was different. But it felt fantastic.

“Jan, baby, I love you so much. Do you still love me?”

“I think so.” We both laughed and snuggled closer. “Of course I love you, and I always will.”

I didn’t even bother to clean up. Bob spooned me, and we drifted off to sleep without a word of what we’d just done. I slept like the dead and woke up nearly nine hours later to the aroma of breakfast wafting its way into my senses. I peed and headed down to the kitchen. The toast had just popped up. My sweet hubby had made my favorite cheese and mushroom omelet.

“Good morning, beautiful.”

He was beaming. We wrapped our arms and around each other and declared how much we loved each other.

Bob was especially affectionate the next couple of weeks. When I got home Monday afternoon, he presented me with a dozen perfect roses. He took over most of the meals, something we’d usually shared in the past. He was a good cook, so I certainly had no complaints. He included virtual Jake again in some of our frequent trysts. Honestly, I think I enjoyed our role plays just as much as he did. I began to wonder what if I did actually fuck some other guy. Would it be even better? It certainly was for Judy. Could I become a hotwife? Bob never pushed me, but I knew that was what he wanted. At lunch one day, I asked Judy to tell me more about this Jake. Not surprisingly, she sang his praises. Fuck it. It wouldn’t hurt to just talk with the guy. When I told Bob, he got super excited.

“Listen, Mr. pervert, I’m willing to talk with this Romeo, but that’s it. I’ll decide if I want to do more after you and I have processed everything together. Yes, the role plays have been hot, but doing it in the real world is a helluva lot bigger step. I want you to contact Jake and set up something. Not dinner at a restaurant. Just drinks in a place that’s quiet enough so we can carry on a conversation. And make it clear to him that nothing physical is going to happen. We’re just exploring the idea of my being a hotwife with someone who really knows the territory.”


CHAPTER THREE

As we made our way to a hotel bar, I reiterated that, no matter what, I did not intend to visit the inside of any other room except the women’s restroom if needed. It was just a little after seven when we entered the rather posh bar. A tall man in a Broncos jacket stood near a back booth which he occupied. As we approached, he stepped forward and shook Bob’s hand. Then, turning to me, he raised my hand and kissed the back of it, all while smiling warmly. I know it sounds corny, but he was so smooth I was impressed. It didn’t hurt that he was well built and Hollywood handsome.

Bob and I sat down across from him and soon had drinks. He asked about our careers and seemed genuinely interested in what we had to say. He was an attorney, as was his wife. I asked if she knew about his liasons because I did not want to be involved with a cheater. He assured me that she was completely on board. She was a hotwife herself and on a date even as we spoke. He was one impressive dude, laid back but confident. Relaxed but focused. In no time, we felt very much at ease with him.

“Well, guys, I think we should discuss what has brought us together tonight. Whose idea was it to explore the hotwife lifestyle?”

“I’d have to say it was mine,” Bob answered. “As I recently admitted to Jan, it’s always been one of my favorite fantasies. I never brought it up because I feared it would upset her. When her friend, Judy, confessed that she was a hotwife, it got us both to thinking about it.”

“How about you, Janis?”

“Pretty much what Bob said. He’s encouraged me, but he hasn’t nagged me about it. We’ve role-played some which has been fun, so I agreed to see what you have to offer. I still feel a bit wary. We have a solid marriage. I don’t want to screw it up.”

“Your concerns are pretty much the same as most of the couples who get into hotwifing. The husbands and boyfriends are keen on their wives and girlfriends getting it on with other guys. They don’t love you less because they want that. Actually, most men love their partners even more when the woman screws around. Of course, that only works if the couples are completely honest with each and agree on the same guardrails.

“Let me say something about how I work. I only get involved with attractive couples who have a good marriage. Obviously, I would enjoy having sex with someone as beautiful as you, Janis, but the more I’ve gotten into the lifestyle, whether as the husband or the bull, I have experienced a great deal of satisfaction from seeing couples spice up their marriages. I love to see a woman blossom sexually. It sounds like you both enjoy the sexual aspect of your marriage, but I can help you make it even better. You guys will start to have sex more often with more variety and more intensity. Yes, there can be pitfalls, but I will help you avoid them. Hotwifing will probably become your number one hobby. If that sounds appealing to you both, I’d love to proceed. You don’t need to make a decision right now. I’d like you both to talk this over a few days. If you’d like to give it a try, give me a call in a week or so.”

Another round of drinks, and we talked some more. Nothing much new, but Jake was one hell of a salesman. He made it seem like we’d be crazy not to embark on this new journey. By the time we left, my head was spinning. We could give this a try. If we didn’t like it, we’d end it. On the way home we agreed that Jake made my becoming a hotwife very appealing.

Once inside our home, Bob kissed me passionately and began undressing me. I kissed back and unbuttoned his shirt. He picked me up and carried me upstairs. We soon were naked. Our sex that night ranged from the wild to the romantic. We fucked like maniacs and then made sweet, soft, tender love. He didn’t press me to make a decision. I really appreciated that. I told him I loved him, and we could talk in the morning. I fell asleep enclosed in his arms.

Once again, I was awakened to the aroma of breakfast. Only this time, Bob brought me a tray so I could have breakfast in bed. I grinned at how thoughtful he had become since hotwifery had gotten on our wavelength. He had always been a wonderful husband, but if screwing other guys got me this much TLC, sign me up. He plopped down beside me, grabbed up the fork before I could and proceeded to feed me. It was a little awkward and silly. We both laughed at what we were doing, but it was sweet and romantic. It meant a lot to me.

“So, if I start fucking other guys, you’ll be my personal slave?”

“Absolutely.”

“And if I don’t?”

“Well, then you’ll have to be my personal slave. Nothing too onerous, just enough to keep you on your best behavior – cleaning the toilets with a toothbrush, waiting on me hand and foot, finally realizing your potential as a trad-wife.”

“Dream on, Klingon,” I laughed and punched him in the arm. “OK, I’ll admit that I’m intrigued with the idea of me fucking other guys for our mutual pleasure. After listening to Judy and Jake rave about it, we’d be fools not to. I’m willing to give it a try, but if I can’t handle it, we end it. We can still do some role-plays. I enjoyed fucking virtual Jake. And I wouldn’t mind screwing virtual Ben Afflack. Let’s sleep on it one more night. If we still want to tomorrow, you can give Jake a call.”

I proposed we take a nice walk along the river. Bob was on board with that, but he first had other activities in mind. He pulled the extra large T-shirt I used for a nightie up and off me. I raised my arms to help. He stripped off his own shirt and boxers and pulled me closer and began kissing me. His kisses started out gentle and soft with lots of eye contact. Soon our tongues were fucking each other’s mouth. He kissed my breasts and sucked oh so gently on my nipples. He kept working his way down until he was licking my pussy. He looked up and locked eyes with me.

“God, Janis, you are so beautiful. I love you so much.”

“Mmmm, the feeling is mutual.”

I was feeling more loved and desired than since we first started dating. If just thinking about hotwifing made him this sweet, I was starting to like the idea more and more. As much as I loved how he was eating me, I very much wanted him inside of me.

“Enough, baby, I need you to fuck me.”

He moved up and I took hold of his cock and slotted it between my folds. He slowly slid in, and it felt divine. I moaned in pleasure and caressed his face. Gradually he picked up speed until we were fucking each other’s brains out. Eventually, he slowed down and got all lovey-dovey. He thanked me for my willingness to experiment and told me he’d love me no matter what. It was pretty intense, and both of us had tears in our eyes when we came.

The rest of the day was idyllic. The weather was perfect for a long walk. We made love again in the afternoon. We snuggled and hugged and kissed throughout the day. Monday morning came and I told Bob I was still on board. We could call Jake that night.

After another yummy meal prepared by Bob, we cleaned up together. It was time to call. Hubby put his cell on speaker. Jake answered after the second ring.

“I’m so glad you called. I genuinely enjoyed spending time with you and would love to help you explore the lifestyle. If you don’t want to continue, no hard feelings from me. I’ll be disappointed, but I know non-monogamy isn’t for everyone.”

“We want to keep going,” Bob said.

“Wonderful, but I want to hear from you too, Janis. Are you really up for this? Some husbands pressure their wives. That is not a good way to operate.”

“I’ll admit I’m a little warier than Bob, but I want to give it a shot. He has definitely encouraged me, but no pressure. What’s our next step?”

“Excellent, I’m delighted to hear that. Now I have some questions for you that will help me guide you. Bob, I’m guessing you’ve done some reading on the hotwife lifestyle. Do you see yourself as more of a cuckold or a stag?”

“Definitely a stag. I don’t want to be demeaned, humiliated, or denied.”

“Great, a man after my own heart. I’ve worked with cuckold relationships before, but I prefer a more egalitarian marriage. How about you, Janis? Do you have any fantasies about humiliating Bob?”

“Not at all. I don’t see either of as dominating the relationship.”

“Very good. It makes everything go much more smoothly if you’re both on the same page. Many couples enjoy occasionally experimenting with dom and sub or light S and M, but that’s entirely up to you guys. We need to set a date for our next meeting. Is next Saturday afternoon a possibility?”

“We could do that,” I said with more enthusiasm than I expected.

“Great. I like to start off with meeting in the couple’s home. It’s familiar and easier to relax and enjoy. I will be having sex with you, Janis. Is that understood?”

“Yes, I want to see if I can do this.”

“Excellent. I have an assignment for you both. Between tomorrow and Saturday, no orgasms for either of you. You can be as affectionate as you like. You can make out. You can edge each other, but no vaginal intercourse. This will make you very horny come Saturday, and that will make everything a lot more fun. And remember, I might push you a bit out of your comfort zones, but you can always stop the action. You can always cut things off from me entirely. I will take the lead, but the two of you are in charge.”

We talked a little longer, then said our good byes. We both took in big breaths and started laughing. We were going to do this, and I was actually excited about it. We eyed each other and, without saying a word, started undressing. To be honest we tore our clothes off. When we were naked, Bob grabbed my hand and pulled me up the stairs. We hit the bed and immediately started 69ing. As soon as he was hard and I was wet we untangled and started fucking in missionary. Although we had dabbled in every position we could think of, missionary was my favorite. We could gaze into each other’s eyes while we were doing it. It made the whole thing more intense and intimate.


CHAPTER FOUR

It took forever for Saturday to come, and yet I was so nervous that it came too soon. After five days of making out with Bob without benefit of orgasms, I was definitely horny, and I sensed he was ready to climb the walls. As agreed on, Jake showed up right on time at two. He suggested we all have a drink. If we relaxed we would enjoy it all the more. As we sipped our wine, Jake went over the ground rules again. No meant no. Hubby could watch but not touch. He could masturbate if he wanted, but he shouldn’t cum. He would save that for when he reclaimed me. Jake was sitting in the easy chair facing Bob and me on the sofa. He asked us to stand.

“Bob, I’d like for you to take off all Jan’s clothes for me.”

We stood and he pulled my dress up and off. I raised my arms to make it easy for him. He reached around me and undid my bra. Then he knelt down and slid my panties off. I kicked off my sandals, and I was completely naked except for my earrings and wedding ring. I was nervous but also very turned on. Bob and I were starting on a new adventure, and I was starting to like it.

“Janis, I’m guessing you feel a bit self-conscious now. You’re naked in front of a relative stranger. But there’s no need for you to be shy with your body. You’re gorgeous. You don’t look a day over thirty. Your loving husband just took all your clothes off for me. He’s proud of you. He wants me to fuck you. Bob, it turned you on to make Janis completely nude for me, didn’t it?”

“Absolutely. You haven’t even touched either Jake or me, baby, and I’m already getting hard.”

“First, I’m going to go down on you. My wife tells me I’m very good at that. I’ll do everything I can to make you enjoy our time together. I’m going to eat you right here and now. I want you to cum for me. Bob wants you to cum with me. I’m going to move the coffee table out of the way. Sit down on the couch and spread your legs. Look at your sweet husband. He wants to watch you cum on my tongue. He wants this even more than you do. You will learn to love it just as much as he does. Keep looking at Bob while I eat you, and don’t close your eyes when you cum. You’re going to share your first hotwife orgasm with him.”

I still felt self-conscious baring my private parts, but I followed Jake’s instructions, sitting on the couch and spreading for him. Hubby took the easy chair so he could watch. Jake, still fully dressed, knelt in front of me between my legs. He smiled warmly, then directed my attention toward Bob. He told me I was sexy and beautiful and that he had wanted to taste me the first time he met me. He gently slid his hands back and forth along my thighs. Bob rubbed himself over his pants. He looked super turned on. Jake bent forward and oh so gently kissed my pussy. Jesus, this was fucking hot. He began licking me, at first slow and easy, then gradually faster and with more force. He licked my clit a few times and then sucked on it. He slipped a finger inside me. Soon he was sawing in and out, finger fucking me with two fingers.

Bob pushed his jeans and briefs down. I’d never seen him so hard. He caressed his cock and told me he had to be careful because he was already on the verge of cumming. Jake continued licking and sucking. Then he curved his fingers up and rubbed me in a place I didn’t know existed. My God, it felt heavenly. I began humping his face. I was already going to cum. Holy fuck, this was hot. I came then while staring into hubby’s eyes.

“Oh, Jesus, baby I’m CUMMING SO GOOD. DON’T STOP, JAKE. PLEASE DON’T STOP. Oh, baby, it feels so good. I love you, love you, love you.”

“I hope you enjoyed that, Jan, because I certainly did. Let’s catch our breaths and then go to your bedroom. We are not done.”

“Wow, I think I’m going to like being a hotwife.”

“I’m so glad to hear that. You and Bob are going to have so much fun. And I really loved seeing you talk to Bob while I was eating you. Including him is very important for a hotwife couple. C’mon, take me to your boudoir. I’m going to fuck you.”

Jake stood and pulled me up with him. He kissed me with lots of tongue. He instructed me to give Bob a kiss. Hell yes. I wanted to kiss my sweet hubby. I knew he could taste my pussy because Jake had plastered my juices all over my face and in my mouth. And he seemed thrilled to taste me.

“Enough, you two. Let’s go fuck.

I grabbed onto Jake’s hand and pulled him up the stairs, my self-consciousness, completely gone. In the bedroom, he disrobed and instructed Bob to do the same. I lay down on the bed and soon found myself fondling my pussy while I watched the guys get naked.”

“Bob, my friend, you want me to fuck your wife, don’t you?”

“100 percent.”

“Janis, Bob wants me to fuck you. You up for that?”

“God, yes.”

“If you ask me real nice I just might do that.”

“Fuck me. Don’t make me wait.”

I spread my legs with no hesitation. Jake crawled between them and hovered above me on his knees and elbows. He asked Bob to grab each of my ankles and spread me even wider. He asked me to take his cock and put it in. I couldn’t put it in fast enough. He instructed Bob to sit and watch from the nearby chair. I wrapped my legs around Jake and pulled him into me all the way. He pumped into me and I pushed back. God, I was turned on.

“For just a while, I want you to forget about Bob. A good hotwife loves to turn her bulls on big time. Look at me. Talk to me. Tell me how good it feels. Talk dirty to me.”

“Fuck me you, bastard. Fuck me, fuck me, FUCK ME. God, Jake, it feels so good. I love that you’re fucking me.”

“You want me to cum in your cunt, don’t you.”

“Yes, please. Please cum inside me as deep as you can go.”

“OK, look at Bob and tell him you want me to cum deep inside your pussy.”

“Oh, God I do, baby. Please, can I let him cum inside me.”

“Fuck yes, baby. Fuck him. Make him cum inside your hotwife pussy.”

Jake began fucking me harder, and I humped back just as hard. He pulled back so far he slipped out of me for a second, but I immediately grabbed his cock and put it back inside. I begged him to fuck me harder. I begged him to give me his cum. And then he did. He seemed to cum forever. I’m sure Bob could hear the squelching noise which only made it all the hotter. In the middle of Jake’s orgasm, I came too. And God, it was huge. I held onto him tightly with my arms and legs. I wanted his cock inside of me for a week. All I was aware of was his dick inside me and how wonderful I felt. Wow.

While Jake dressed, he gave us his final instructions. It was very important for Bob to reclaim me. He needed to let me know that he still loved me. I needed to let Bob know I still loved him. Bob had loaned Jake his hotwife’s pussy. He needed to reclaim it. Jake said he’d let himself out. He thoroughly enjoyed his time with us. He thought we could be a great hotwife couple. We should talk it over and give him a call if we wanted to continue with him. Bob quickly came to me, and I happily spread my legs for him. He entered me with zero resistance.

“How does it feel, honey, fucking your hotwife’s pussy when it’s full of another man’s cum?”

“Like seventh heaven, no, make that eleventh heaven. There’s a little less friction, but psychologically, it’s probably the hottest thing we’ve ever done. I don’t think I’m going to last longer than fifteen seconds.”

“That’s OK, go ahead and fuck me hard. Give me your cum. I want your cum inside me with Jake’s.”

It didn’t take much more than fifteen seconds for Bob to blast off inside me. I wasn’t close to cumming, but I was fine with that. I just wanted to be close with my sweet hubby. He collapsed on top of me, and we held onto each other like our lives depended on it. After a couple minutes of heavy breathing, I pushed him off and onto his back. I turned toward him and lay my head on his chest. After a minute or so, I raised my head enough so I could see his face.

“Well,” I said. “I think someone likes having a hotwife.”

“Jesus, do I ever. Was it good for you too?”

“No, it wasn’t good. It was fucking great.”

“Do you want us to see him again?.”

“Hmmm, let me think. I guess we could,” I said with a naughty smile.

“Awesome. Here’s his card. He left it on the nightstand. Send him a text. Ask him when we can meet again. Tell him the sooner the better.”

I smiled and typed out our message. I asked Bob to get me a towel before I flooded the bed. He didn’t care about a wet spot. He was already hard again. I laughed at how fired up he was and welcomed him inside my slutty pussy. He lasted a lot longer this time. He made sure I came first. He came soon after. I got a text from Jake a little later. He said he’d give us a call tomorrow night to set a date and let us know how we should prepare for the next session.

We woke up later than usual in the morning. If nothing else, we were sleeping better than ever since hotwifery had entered our bandwidth. We hustled through breakfast. Before I stepped into the garage, Bob grabbed me in a bear hug and planted a big, wet kiss on me. I could feel his erection as he pressed against my body. He told me he loved his hotwife. I have to admit, I found it titillating and didn’t really mind having to reapply my lipstick. At lunch time, Judy suggested we take our sandwiches outside. Once we settled on a bench, she poked me on the shoulder.

“Alright, girlfriend, something’s up. You look way too happy today. Did you ever call Jake?”

“Maybe,” I said with a smile.

“Oh, my God. Have you met with him yet?”

“Maybe.”

“Holy shit! C’mon, spill, you slut.”

“My, aren’t you the potty mouth. Now that I know what you’ve been up to the past few years, I can better understand that you’ve changed. You’re more relaxed. More confident. More… natural.”

“It’s true. I feel all of that. And you can have that too.”

I didn’t go into any of the lascivious details, but I told her we’d had Jake over to our house Saturday night and planned to meet with him again. She was genuinely happy for me. Her only regret about Jake was that he had moved on to guide other newbies. He was far and away the best fuck she’d ever had.

Shortly after supper, Jake called. Bob put his phone on speaker so we could all talk. The earliest we could get together was Thursday evening. He asked me if I had ever shaved my pubes.

“I used to keep myself better trimmed back in the day so I could wear a two-piece bathing suit. Why? Am I too hairy down there for you?”

“You are gorgeous just the way you are, but you’ll be even gorgeouser with a completely bare pussy. Bob, I want you to shave your hotwife Wednesday night. Everything. While you’re doing it, I want you both to think about what’s happening. Janis, Bob is going to prepare your pussy for another man to enjoy. He is totally behind you fucking another man. This will become a ritual for you both. If there’s the least bit of stubble before Janis has a date, you make her as smooth as a baby’s butt. One more thing. I want you to greet me at your front door completely nude. That will set the stage for your next lesson.”

Damn. I knew I could always say no. I also knew that Jake was pushing me to become a better hotwife. For some reason, I realized that I actually wanted to be a better hotwife. It was a challenge, and I didn’t plan to fail it.


CHAPTER FIVE

Even though I had enjoyed our first session, I still felt nervous when I heard Jake pull into our driveway. Yes, he told me I was hot, and Bob told me I was beautiful all the time. But I was forty-one, damn it. I was getting wrinkles around my eyes., and over the years gravity had taken its toll. Plus, what in the world was I doing greeting another man without benefit of clothing. What the hell, I could do this. Jake greeted me with a passionate embrace and kiss. He pulled back from me so he could take in the view.

“Like I said, even more gorgeous.”

We had wine already poured, but when I moved to join Bob on the couch, but Jake held me back.

“You take the easy chair. I’ll join Bob on the couch.”

We sat and sipped our wine. Jake told me that it was natural to feel a bit shy about exposing myself this early in my hotwife development. I would get over it sooner than I expected. Women, had been culturally conditioned to hide their bodies, to say no, to avoid flaunting their wares. But our looks and receptivity to other men gave us power and lots of it. Virtually every hotwife he’d worked with had become something of an exhibitionist and loved using the power that it gave her over men. This didn’t mean doing the nasty in public and getting arrested. It meant turning men on, making them desire me. I could have almost any man I wanted.

“I know this is all new and a bit uncomfortable for you, but Bob and I are really enjoying the view.” Bob enthusiastically agreed. “Now, let’s take it up a notch. Place each leg over the arm rests on your chair.” I closed my eyes, took in a deep breath and complied.

“Keep your eyes open, Jan. You have absolutely no need to be ashamed of your beautiful body. That’s what we’re going to work on this session. I want you to start pleasuring yourself. That’s right. Relax and play with your pussy. Now, after you get a little wet, stick a finger up your cunt. Good. Go on, finger fuck yourself. That’s it, now another finger. Now curve your fingers upward and rub them against your g-spot. Feels really, really good, doesn’t it.”

“Holy shit, yes. Oh god, I think I could even make myself cum while you’re watching. Mmmm, I am soooo turned on.”

“Go ahead, cum for us. Bob and I want to watch you enjoy an orgasm. Would you like me to fuck you tonight?”

“God, yes. You can fuck me all night long. You and Bob can take turns. I’m so turned on.”

“I will be happy to fuck you but only after you cum. If you really want me to fuck you again, cum for me.”

Jake and Bob were both rubbing themselves through their clothes. I was turning them on. I was using my power as a sexy woman. And I was loving it. And then I was cumming. It was intense, and Jake wasn’t even touching me. I had kind of dismissed the idea that there was a g-spot that could arouse me like this. But now I had a new tool in my hotwife repertoire. Involuntarily, I began humping against my fingers, riding the wave of pleasure.

“That was awesome, Jan. Now one more task before I fuck you. Using your fingers on both hands, spread your pussy lips open. Yes, but even wider. You are so wet and dilated. I think it’s time for your nice king-size bed.”

I was becoming so much more sexual. I had just cum big time, but I still wanted more. I hopped off the chair, grabbed Jake’s hand and pulled him up the stairs. Bob followed close behind. There was something about being so aggressive with Jake. I wanted to fuck, and I was letting him know it. And my sweet hubby was watching every second of it. God, this was exciting. Jake lay on his back and pulled me on top of him. We kissed with lots of tongue wrestling. He asked me to blow him a little to make him even harder and use lots of saliva to make his dick slippery. I quickly moved down to comply. I hadn’t done oral on him till now, and I was loving it. I gazed into his eyes while I sucked him.”

“Oh, fuck, Jan that is nice. And the eye contact is really important. Never forget that. This time I’m not going to fuck you. You’re going to fuck me. You’re going to do all the work, and Bob is going to watch. You’re going to fuck me because you really want to, but you’re also doing it for your loving husband. C’mon, climb aboard.”

I didn’t hesitate at all. I straddled him, grabbed his dick and put it in. I was so wet and turned on I was able to drop down and take him him in all the way with no resistance. I began rocking back and forth. I was unashamedly fucking him right in front of my husband. I was beginning to really love being a hotwife. Jake instructrd me to look at Bob and talk to him.

“Look, baby. Do you like watching me fuck Jake.”

“Fuck yes.”

“Mmmm, that’s good because I don’t plan to stop. It feels so good, baby. If I keep this up, I’m going to cum again. Would you like to watch me cum on Jake’s big cock? Mmmm, I thought you would. Come over here and give me a kiss while I fuck my bull.”

Bob sprang out of his chair and knelt beside me. He kissed me like he wanted to plunge his tongue down my throat. I kept going with the dirty talk. I felt powerful. I was making Jake feel good. I was turning hubby on, and I was about to cum.

“Oh, baby, it feels so good; I’m about to cum. Tell me to cum on my bull’s big dick. No, tell me like you really mean it. C’mon, beg me, baby. If you want to see me cum, beg me. I’m almost there, I want you to tell me you love me. Fuck, I’m cumming, baby. I’m cumming.”

“God,” Bob practically screamed. “I LOVE YOU. I LOVE YOU SO MUCH.”

I fell forward and began kissing Jake and licking his face. I felt ready to do almost anything. And Jake was there for me to do it with. He asked me to turn around and fuck him reverse cowgirl. A month ago I wouldn’t have known what he meant, but I’d been reading up on hotwifing. I immediately turned around, slotted his dick in my pussy and started fucking again. Jake instructed Bob to move his chair to the foot of the bed so he could watch that big dick skidding in and out. He encouraged Bob to get real close and see how wet I was, how hungry my pussy was for dick.

Bob’s face was just inches from my pussy. He could see everything, my labia spreading and tightening, Jake’s big cock sawing in and out. He could hear every little squelch, smell the odor of raw, passionate sex. I had already cum twice and was about to cum again. And I did, bigger than ever. I grabbed onto Bob and pulled him into a very messy kiss. I pulled back a few inches and, gazing into his loving eyes, told him I loved him and then, started kissing him again. Jake groaned, and I felt him shoot cum in my needy pussy, a lot of cum. It was the wonderful climax of some very awesome sex. I loved his dick inside of me, but he grew soft and slid out. I rolled over onto my back and let out a long sigh.

Bob got up and casually got dressed. He instructed Bob to reclaim me but, this time with a twist. We were to pretend that Bob hadn’t been present during any of our fun and games. He was to imagine he had just gotten home and found me on the bed with my legs spread open and cum dripping out of my pussy. While he reclaimed me, I was to tell him everything I’d done with Jake in graphic detail. Just as Bob climbed on top of me, Jake said to contact him if we wanted to continue. We looked into each other’s eyes and simultaneously said we did. The three of us had a good laugh.

“OK, guys, I’m going to be out of town for about a week. I have some homework for you, Jan, do you like anal sex?”

“No, and I don’t think I’d be interested. The one time we tried it, it hurt like hell.”

“How did you prepare?”

“We didn’t do a whole lot of prep. Bob tongued my butthole for awhile, and I did enjoy that. But when he tried to stick his dick in, it just hurt too much.”

“OK, I’ve made it clear that you guys are in charge, especially you, Jan, but you went about it all wrong. You didn’t use lube. You didn’t practice with butt plugs long before doing the deed. The best hotwives do anal and learn to love it. Are you willing to try again but with adequate preparation? Buy a set of butt plugs in graduated sizes. Also lube. You can order them from Amazon. No sweat. Do you have any dildos?”

“Just a small vibrator. I haven’t used it in a while because we’ve been so active sexually. I’m not even sure the batteries are still good.”

“No matter. Buy a couple of dildos, medium and large. First, for the anal, insert the smallest butt plug in with lots of lube. Put it in each day till you can leave it in for over an hour. Once you’re comfortable with that, move up a size. Judy is able to wear a large all day at school. At first, it will feel like you have to take a shit. Soon it will start to feel good. There are a lot of nerve endings down there. Many hotwives can cum from anal intercourse. I will send you a couple of websites, one on anal, one on deep throat. That’s what the dildos are for. If you really want to be the best hotwife, youll be able to do both anal and deep throat. And guys will be begging for repeat performances. I’ll let you know when we can meet again when I get back.”

Bob reclaimed me twice. The second time he lasted long enough to give me an orgasm. I was increasingly able to cum from vaginal intercourse since we’d started this adventure which was really nice. And Bob was now able to get hard again much sooner after cumming. He could last a long time then which we both enjoyed a great deal.

I described my “private” sex with Jake as graphically as I knew how. It turned us both on like crazy reliving my tryst with him. I described how self-conscious I was when I exposed myself so outrageously. But I gradually got off on it and found it very hot to cum in front of my guys. Over the years, I had fucked Bob while riding him, but I preferred other positions. Doing it with Jake, however, had really gotten my juices flowing. I felt more exposed to hubby’s voyeurism which turned me on. And I felt empowered when I was on top taking charge. It might sound weird, but I felt quite proud of how far I’d come.


CHAPTER SIX

The next day, Sunday, we had sex. More accurately, we made love, tender romantic love. Lots of I love yous while gazing into each other’s eyes. Bob came soon after I did. Whether we were fucking or making love, sex kept getting better since we had started exploring the hotwife lifestyle. And I felt closer to him than ever. What’s not to like about that? Bob had encouraged me in the beginning, but now, I was probably more committed to fucking other guys than he was. I had, however, a big decision to make. Did I really want to do anal? Learn to deepthroat? I guess I should have expected new challenges from Jake. I figured it wouldn’t hurt to look at the websites he gave us.

We sat side by side holding hands in front of Bob’s big monitor. There were clear instructions, but what really grabbed our attention were the videos illustrating each step to take. In spite of my apprehensions, I had to admit it was kind of titillating. After we had viewed everything we looked at each other. Bob made it clear that it was my decision which I really appreciated. Once again, I found myself wanting to conquer every challenge Jake could throw at me. Each time I had so far, I had felt proud. I wanted to be the best damn hotwife he had ever guided.

We went on line and checked out sex toys. My God, there was more shit out there than I had imagined. We finally made our purchases. Bob reminded me again, no pressure. It was up to us, not Jake how far we went. We laughed and then fucked again.

Several days later our sex toys arrived in a nondescript brown box. I felt kind of silly and we fenced each other with the dildos amid much laughter. As intimate as this undertaking was, I still wanted Bob with me every step of the way. I smiled at myself, head turned sideways on my pillow, on my knees spreading my butt cheeks for him. That was another thing that had developed. We had lost all sense of shame about our bodies, something I found quite liberating. Bob lubed up his finger and worked it into my butt hole. It felt a little strange, but at least it didn’t hurt. He slowly finger fucked me, and I think I began to feel the hint of pleasure. After a while, we lubed up the smallest butt plug. It took a lot longer, but Bob’s patience paid off. He finally got it in all the way. I did it. I can’t say it felt good, but I was proud of what I’d accomplished.

I worked some with the smaller dildo, trying to overcome my gag reflex. It was tough going, but at least I’d taken the first step. Every day I practiced and gradually made progress. By the end of the week I was able to hold the smallest butt plug in me for several hours. It was more difficult overcoming my gag reflex, but I slowly made gains in that activity as well. And we fucked. A lot.

Jake finally called on a Wednesday evening. He and Mary had been away on business with some extended family time also. He told me he’d missed our times together and proposed another Saturday afternoon session to which we readily agreed. For the rest of the week, I practiced my anal and deep throat skills with renewed effort. I wanted to show my bull how much I’d accomplished.

When hotwife day finally arrived, I met Jake at the front door in the nude as had become our practice. This time I wrapped my arms around him and gave him a very passionate kiss with lots of tongue. Then I turned around, bent over and grabbed onto my ankles so he could see the butt plug in place. I’m embarrassed to say it, but I basked in his approval.

“Excellent, Jan. I’m proud of you, and I can see that Bob’s proud of you as well. How’s the deep throat coming along?”

“Slower, but I’m determined to get there.”

“There is no rush in any of this. Take your time, but practice, practice, practice. Today we’re going to have Bob more involved. Hotwife husbands love to watch, but they like to participate too. MFM threesomes are kind of the bread and butter of the lifestyle. Let’s get upstairs and get naked and have some fun.”

I hustled up the stairs, wiggling my butt so my guys could ogle me. They quickly shed their clothes and piled onto the bed with me. Jake settled his head between my legs and with no foreplay started licking my pussy. He paused just long enough to instruct Bob to kiss me while I told him how good Jake’s ministrations made me feel. I was surprised how quickly I came. It was so intense cumming from being eaten while staring into my wonderful hubby’s eyes. We relaxed for a couple of minutes and then moved on.

“Jan, I want you on your hands and knees. I’m going to fuck you doggie style. Bob, you kneel in front of her so she can take you in her mouth.”

He slipped his cock easily inside me all the way and began slowly thrusting. Bob was already getting hard. It felt good slurping on his cock. Jake instructed Bob to avoid cumming. He was to pull out of my mouth if he got too close.

“This called a spitroast if you don’t already know. Our job, Bob, is to make Jan cum. And cum and cum and cum. We focus on her orgasms, not ours. Yes, just like that. It’s pretty hot, isn’t it, Jan? Being fucked while sucking on a cock.”

After a few minutes, I was getting very turned on. Before I could cum, Jake exchanged places with Bob. They gave each other a high five which elicited a giggle from me. Bob entered me. It felt so good having him slide right in, easily accepting his cock like a hotwife should. With Bob fucking me slowly but with some force, I felt really good. And horny. And happy with what was being done to me. I moaned and bobbed on Jake’ big s cock. Then suddenly, I surprised myself with an orgasm. Bob slowed down but kept pumping. They changed places again, and I came again. The spitroast continued, only interrupted when the men switched. And I came and came and came till I couldn’t take it any longer. I collapsed on the bed and turned over onto my back.

“No more, guys. No more. I need to rest. But wow, that was amazing. I’ve never cum so many times before. Jesus, I could get used to this.”

“That’s the point, Jan,” Bob commented. “Most women don’t know how rich their sex lives can be. Judy probably cums at least a dozen times a week any more. And my Mary, several dozen. Just think of all the pleasure you can receive. And your loving husband is supporting you all the way.”

“More like cheering her on. I’ll swear, I think I enjoyed that almost as much as Jan did.”

“Let me tell you guys something. I’ve never enjoyed working with a couple as much as I have with you. Jan, you are blossoming sexually. Bob, you’re so clearly deriving pleasure from Jan’s pleasure. Yes, you get a lot of voyeuristic pleasure from having your very own porn star, but you’re starting to feel compersion.”

“I know what you mean. When I first read about husbands feeling that way, I thought it was BS. But by God, it absolutely thrills me to see her so happy and having so much sexual fun.”

“You love each other and communicate well. You can develop in the lifestyle however you want. And Jan, you can really become the ultimate hotwife. You can go as far as you both want as long as you communicate and stay safe.”

I was feeling like a sex goddess by the time Jake left. Bob fucked me once more. This time it was more playful than romantic or raunchy, but it felt just right to me. I looked forward to our next session with Jake. It was going to take place at his house, and Mary would be included. Yikes!


 CHAPTER SEVEN

For the rest of the week, I practiced, practiced, practiced and made real progress. I was able to take the medium plug up my butt. I didn’t see how I could ever cum that way, but I kind of liked the full feeling. I was able to get the smaller dildo down my gullet for a few seconds without gagging. Bob and I had sex Wednesday and Thursday nights but abstained on Friday so we’d have a bit of an edge. We weren’t even sure there would be any hanky panky. Maybe Jake just wanted us to meet Mary and learn from her experience which sounded extensive. I didn’t dress to impress and was glad that Mary was casually attired in a sort of mumu.

Their home was larger, nicer, and in a tonier neighborhood. She welcomed us with warm hugs and kisses on the cheek. She wore no makeup but was stunningly attractive, nonetheless. You couldn’t really tell about her figure under her loose-fitting dress. The furniture and décor were warm and inviting, expensive but not gaudy. Jake welcomed us into their living room and handed each of us a glass of wine. Somehow, I felt at ease and sensed Bob did as well. Conversation covered careers, travels, and reading and movie preferences.

Mary excused herself to finish her food preparations. The three of continued our effortless conversation. Mary called us into the dining room where we were confronted with a five-star meal. The table was adorned with both flowers and candles. Everything looked awesome and tasted better. Scallops in pastry were transcendental. After, we gathered in the living room, this time with sparkling water instead of wine.

“We are going to have a candid discussion about the hotwife lifestyle,” Mary said. “The modest amount of wine we drank has loosened us up, but I want us all to have our wits about us, so no more booze. Jake has given me such glowing reports that I insisted on meeting you both. I was a little skeptical, but you are a delight to be around. I’d like to be a part of your ongoing development as a hotwife couple. Are you guys OK with that?”

Given her charm and easygoing personality, we both said yes at the same time. The four of us shared a laugh at our immediate enthusiasm for expanding our horizons. She asked if ‘d ever had any bisexual experiences. Only some silly kisses at slumber parties when I was in high school. Women had never been a part of my sexual fantasy life.

She proceeded to give us a compilation of all the things we’d been missing out on. Husbands loved watching their hotwives get it on with other women. Most men are voyeurs, and it definitely scratches that itch. It was a gift I could give to Bob. Going both ways is quite common for women who swing or practice hotwifery, even though they prefer men. Basically, I’d be doubling my pool of potential fuckbuddes if I included women. At first, she and Bob had done so while engaging in FMF threesomes. Eventually, she came to like hooking up with women whenever the mood struck her. She’d had several girlfriends over the years which was all part of her love for variety. Dicks would always be her top choice, but a change of pace was a huge turn on. Would I be open to experimenting with her tonight? After a brief pause and a silent exchange with Bob, I agreed.

“Do you find me attractive, Jan?”

“Very much. I’d just never thought of being with a woman sexually.”

“I know Jake has worked on overcoming your self-consciouness. Let’s see how far along you’ve come. Please strip for us.”

I stood, took in a deep breath, and commenced taking off my clothes. Although this was new territory, my training with Jake eased the way. Shirt, bra, jeans and panties. Then, loafers and sox. My pride pushed me on. I was going to handle whatever she demanded of me.

“Very good. Bob, change places with me. You can join Jake and enjoy the show.”

He moved as directed and sat on the sofa facing me. I was directed to sit down on the opposite couch. Mary grabbed a throw pillow and tossed it on the floor at my feet. She knelt in front of me and pushed my legs apart.

“Ah, Janis, you are even more desirable than Jake said. Sure, you’re not as tight and trim as when you were twenty, but you’re so much better now. I will take a forty-year-old woman any time over some air-headed teeny bopper. He said you respond well to oral sex. Of course, you do. But believe it or not, there are women and men who never get into it. I know Jake eats pussy very well, but I think you’ll find a woman’s touch to be a new kind of delight.”

As she gently kissed my labia, her eyes were fixed on mine. She began slowly licking up from the bottom of my pussy till she reached my clit. She repeated this over and over until I began to moan from my arousal. She inserted a finger inside and rubbed my g-spot. OMG, it felt good. Another finger followed, then another. I briefly looked over at the men who were rubbing themselves through their pants. Bob silently mouthed that he loved me. I pulled Mary firmly against my pussy. Soon I was cumming. I had experienced more intense orgasms but none more satisfying and lingering.

“You’re tight for a MILF, dear, but we’ll stretch your comfort zone very gradually. Now, lets go upstairs and put on a real show for our randy husbands.”

In the bedroom she lifted off her mumu. She was wearing nothing underneath it. Her tits looked a little smaller than mine but very inviting. She climbed on top of me and began kissing me while she tenderly squeezed my boobs. She rolled over so that I was on top of her. She firmly pushed me slowly down till I could kiss her nipples. She asked me to suck on them. Then she was pushing me down farther, below her tits, beyond her stomach until I was staring at her very wet pussy. I told her I wasn’t sure what to do.

“You know what makes you cum better than any man. Eat me like you like to be eaten.”

I began doing to her what she had done to me, slowly kissing and licking. I inserted a finger, then another and began finger fucking her. Her moans told me I had to be doing something right. She asked for another finger, then another, then my thumb. She grabbed my wrist and pulled me in further. Jesus, I was fisting her. This was a real thing, not just in porn. She was tight around my hand, but this obviously was not her first time. I began to fist fuck her. She urged me go faster. I was getting super turned on myself when she came with a very loud groan.

“You’re a natural, Jan. It turned you on too, didn’t it. You’ll be able to take a woman’s fist too before long. Your cunt’s smaller than mine so you may never be able to accommodate a man. I can, and it’s one of my favorite things. Now let’s get our guys really turned on. She reached into her nightstand and produced a double ended dildo. It looked like a real circumcised cock at each end. She inserted one end in my mouth and instructed me to get it wet and slippery with my saliva. She inserted the other end into her mouth. There we were, kneeling on the bed, watching each other suck cock, close and personal.

She had me lie down on my side and raise my leg. She worked the dildo in all the way more easily than I expected. She nodded at me, and I shoved the other end into her with very little resistance. She began kissing me with lots of tongue. Almost involuntarily I began pumping into her, matching what she was doing to me. This was all so new, so different, but I had to admit it was fucking hot. We kept going, scissoring and humping. I was moaning into her mouth along with my tongue. The heat kept rising in my dildo-filled cunt. I realized I could cum like this, but I was in no hurry to do so. I wanted this feeling to last for a long time. She began fucking into me harder and faster and then she came with a scream. Thank God, she kept pumping into me. I felt such incredibly intense pleasure. I could hold off my orgasm no longer. I came, and it was awesome. We were both panting as we gazed into each other’s eyes.

“I think somebody likes fucking women,” Mary said with a smile.

“From now on, you may call me super dyke,” I said with a laugh.

We laughed as we untangled and I looked over at the men for the first time in a while. They were sitting naked in two chairs, stroking their very erect cocks and laughing along with us. I turned to Mary and kissed her softly, snuggling against her warm body.

“Janis, you are going to be such a fantastic hotwife. Sex is going to be your new favorite hobby. Let’s relax for a few minutes while I tell you about your next lesson. As a hotwife, the focus is always going to be on you, your desires, you getting all the sex you want, and, believe me, you’re going to want a lot. And, unless I’m reading Bob all wrong, he’s going to want that for you. The ideal hotwife husband gets off on your pleasure almost as much as you do.”

“Amen to that,” Bob piped up.

“Although we girls are the stars in this lifestyle, I think it’s nice to give our hubbies an occasional ride with another woman. It’s only fair, no? But this is usually a little harder for women than men. Men are visual. They’re voyeurs. Men evolved to spread their seed as far and wide as possible. We evolved to nurture our families and keep our mates close by and faithful. But we’re not hunter gatherers living in a small tribe in some African savannah. We can be strong, independent women with careers. I now get off on watching Jake fuck another woman.

Jake and I now have a completely open marriage. It took us a while to get to where we are, but each of us can fuck anybody any time anywhere. We prefer to play together, but it’s hot to reconnect after we’ve hooked up with others. Most couples in the lifestyle keep the wife in the lead role and maybe swing together occasionally. Just keep exploring and find out what you both want. I emphasize both because that way your marriage will flourish instead of flounder. Now, if you’re willing, I’d like to fuck Bob, and I’d like you to watch. You may find it easier to enjoy if you’re involved too. Are you willing to give it a shot?”

Bob came over and gave me a kiss. “Remember, babe, you don’t have to do anything you don’t want to. Sure, I’d like to fuck Mary, but I’ll be more than happy if it’s only you who does the fucking around.”

“I’m so glad you said that,” Mary commented. “I think it will make it easier for Jan to manage any jealous feelings that arise. So, Jan, can I fuck your husband?”

“Shit, I don’t know why I’m hesitant. It’s not like you’re going to try to steal Bob away.”

“That’s OK. You don’t have to do anything you don’t want to,” she continued. “I found it helpful at first to think of it this way. Why would a husband ever want to leave you if he can fuck somebody else and still come back to you. Both halves of a hotwifw couple can have their cake and eat it too. There is no need or desire to cheat.”

“OK, let’s try it, but is it OK if I say we need to stop?”

“Of course, but you may have to cope with a little anxiety. Just acknowledge it, and move on. Plus, you’re going to be totally a part of the action in the beginning. Bob, lie on your back between us. Jan, sit on his face facing his dick. Good. Now, watch as I straddle your hubby and stick his cock inside my cunt. We can kiss and play with each other’s tits. Mmmm, yes, just like that. Now I’ll lean back a little so you can have a clear view of Bob’s cock going in and out of my cunt. You’re being eaten by the man who loves you. He’s fucking me, and you’re watching. We’re all getting turned on and feeling really good. Pretty hot, isn’t it?”

“Yes, oh yessss. I could get used to this.”

“Oh, honey, you will.”

She leaned back into me and slid her tongue all the way into my mouth. Heavy duty kissing had always been a huge turn on for me. I was discovering that kissing a woman was different, not exactly better but awfully good. It was kind of like fucking in different positions. They were all good in different ways. Bob was fucking me with his tongue while I was fucking his face. This was sensory overload, and I loved it. She pulled back from me again and began gently kneading my tits. Then, she started in with the dirty talk.

“Look, Jan, I’m fucking your husband. His cock feels so good in my cunt. See how hot it is to watch your husband fuck me. I think I’d like to fuck him again from time to time. You’d like that too, wouldn’t you? Wouldn’t you?”

“I… I don’t know. This so new. But, God, everything feels so good.”

“Don’t worry, Jan, you get to call the shots, but you’re giving Bob something special -- new pussy. Guys are wired to be promiscuous. You’ll make him very happy. He still will want to fuck you. Watch, dear, let’s change places. You’ll see how much he wants to fuck you.”

We quickly swapped. As I sank down easily on Bob’s cock, he groaned in pleasure. Of course, he still wanted my pussy. God, it felt good having him inside of me again. Mary settled onto his face and began slowly fucking it, smiling lasciviously as she rode him.

“Your loving hubby is eating me so good. Isn’t it hot seeing him eat me?”

“Oh fuck, it is, it is, it is. Keep eating her, baby, make her cum.”

I continued rocking on my sweet hubby’s cock while gazing into Mary’s eyes. She told me she was almost there. We kept up a leisurely pace. No need to rush. When she came, she was staring into my soul. I picked up my pace until I came. Somehow, Bob hadn’t shot off yet. Mary stopped me from helping him finish. She invited Jake to join us. She had him lay down next to Bob and instructed me to fuck him cowgirl. I happily complied. She climbed onto Bob and fucked him deep and slow.

“See, Jan, we’re fucking each other’s husband. It feels good, doesn’t it. And it looks good too. It turns you on to watch us, doesn’t it?”

“Oh God, it does.”

“Watch while I make your husband cum deep inside my cunt. You’d like to see that, wouldn’t you. Tell him you want him to cum inside me. Urge him. Beg him.”

“Holy fuck, baby. Fuck her. Cum for me. Cum for us. Cum with her while I cum with Jake.”

Mary twisted herself sideways and began kissing me in between her groans of pleasure. I picked up my pace with Jake and urged hubby, no, begged him to cum in Mary’s sweet cunt. It didn’t take long before he did.

“Oh Jan, honey, your husband is cumming inside my cunt. Mmmm, I can feel him pulsing. It feels like a lot. Oh my, he’s still shooting. There’s going to be so much cum. I looove cum. I love to eat it. I love facials. And I love it when my pussy is drowning in cum.”

Mary kept kissing me while she talked dirty. Fuck, it was hot watching her cum on my sweet hubby’s dick. I was close myself and kept fucking Jake until I came too. Mary kissed me again while I was cumming. Jake came not long after. We all untangled and lay side by side on our backs, panting from our exertions.

“Holy shit,” I said. “That was unbelievably hot.”

“You aint seen nothin’ yet, dear. You’re going to have sooo much fun being a hotwife. And we’re not finished yet. I want to watch you clean up my cream pie. Then, you can watch me suck every last glob of cum out of your yummy pussy.”

I was beyond saying no. I practically launched myself between her thighs and began chowing down on her swampy pussy. Bob’s cum tasted a little differently with Mary’s juices in the mix, and God, there was a lot. I liked it even better this way. It tasted like pure sex. When I finally finished sucking her as clean as I could, she instructed me to sit on her face so she could return the favor. I wasted no time straddling her head and immediately began humping away while she lapped up everything I had to give her. Bob got up on his knees and kissed me and told me how much he loved his hotwife. I even came again, not a big one, but a sweet one while I stared into his eyes.

Satiated, we all lay back down. I had a huge smile on my face. I’d had no idea how wild, how thrilling sex could be. After a few minutes of silence, interrupted only by our heavy breathing, our hosts left us to freshen up. Bob and I snuggled in each other’s arms. No words were necessary. When they returned, they had another surprise. Would we like to spend the night and play some more next day. We both agreed at the same time. They knew us well. That was not the main surprise, however. Did I want to sleep with Jake or Mary or Bob? And if I slept with Jake, could she sleep with Bob? Decisions, decisions what was a hotwife to do?

The End

I hope you enjoyed this story. If you did, please check out Hotwife Janis 2 which should be coming out soon. Please leave a review. Without stars and reviews my stories languish in Amazon oblivion.              Bill Watchman
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