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    1 / The New Brynn 
 
    Brynn moaned as the cock pushed into her from behind. Her knees were wobbling as the pleasure surged upward. The guy we had picked up at the T-Bar was into that. He was pounding away. No thought for her pleasure. He was in a hurry. I caught Brynn’s eye, and she giggled to me in silence. 
 
    The guy seemed like a suitable candidate at the time. Tall, relatively muscular, handsome. Had that ‘take charge’ personality that she loved so much. The reality was something different. Some guys were good, some were not. This one was firmly placing himself in the latter category. 
 
    Since her… what’s the right way to describe it… her ‘coming out’ with Claudio, Brynn has become a real hotwife. This was the umpteenth guy we had picked up at the T-Bar, returning to a hotel room so I could watch the latest cock take her. 
 
    There had been so many we would now have riotous conversations afterward, typically at our favorite Greek diner on the way home, where we graded them, like Olympic judges: 8.9 for effort, 8.4 for cock performance, 9.3 for eating technique. This guy was a 3.5 for style, no better. A complete lack of imagination. 
 
    But that did not matter for Brynn. She had become so enthralled with the flow of cocks; I suspected any would do. She had orgasms galore, no matter whether the guy was good or bad. And that’s what she wanted. 
 
    At the beginning, I mistakenly believed that the best moment of every session was always the excitement of being naked in front of me, waving her ass in the air as I watched a strange cock approach her. Her eyes would stare straight into mine, the glitter of her arousal feeding my desire. But no… it was the orgasms. 
 
    I’m having some fun at her expense, but truth is, I was enjoying it too. What’s not to like about a woman really enjoying a cock? They built the entire porn industry on this premise. With Brynn, there were no fake cries of pleasure or feigned arousal. She absolutely loved being taken this way. 
 
    Enjoying a cock entering a woman was especially true when the woman involved was my own gorgeous wife, Brynn. She is an absolute knockout. I still couldn’t believe she had married a software geek like me. Watching this magnificent creature writhe in bliss had become one of my own favorite activities. 
 
    And she was beautiful. A luscious mane of dark red, almost auburn hair, which looked so sexy when offset against her short, upturned nose and tight lips. Especially when disheveled from repeated cumming. Her long legs, voluptuous body, when set against her exquisite breasts… how did I get so lucky? I loved watching her C-cup breasts, so perfectly shaped, flop around when the guys were taking her from behind. She always changed her position on the bed to make sure I got a splendid view of this. Her eyes were a rare shade of green that simply sparkled when she would look up at me… just before some guy made her cum. It is a look of euphoria that I loved to provide witness. 
 
    And her body? Ever since getting more active with our sex life, she had become a fanatic about physical fitness. Nothing like the prospect of being naked in front of a bunch of strange guys to get you more focused. I often laughed to myself. She was never heavy before, but now she was in peak shape. She worked out 3 days a week at a local gym, did yoga the other days, and did a lot of Kegel exercises to help with pelvic thrust. That last was always my favorite.  
 
    Watching Mr. Umpteenth showing her ‘how it’s done’, I had time to reflect on how we got here. We had been doing the hotwife thing for several months by this time. Brynn was really getting into it. She loved everything about it: the sex, the tension of the build-up, the picking-up process. All of it. But she especially liked the orgasms. And she loved to have me watch her have them. 
 
    The surprising part is how far we had come. For the first 16 years of our marriage, and even a couple of years dating before that, Brynn had never expressed a sexual idea to me. Wasn’t against it, or frigid, nothing like that. She just never brought it up. We had never had a sexual conversation that she started. No jokes, or knowing smiles, not even a hint of a sense of humor about sex. Zippo. Nada. Nothing. 
 
    I later found out she had a boyfriend in college, named Brett, who had shamed her mercilessly after she expressed some desire to him. Ever since, she completely shut off that part of her personality. 
 
    This all changed when we went to Tomasino’s Bar & Grill, widely known in town as the T-Bar. I needed to use the restroom while she sat at the bar. Before I could get back, testosterone surrounded Brynn, hovering for a score. She also had a little too much to drink. I watched two guys… well, how do I say this delicately… touch her inappropriately, and, the guys, before you know it, had Brynn in a back booth with their hands down her dress (while she positioned herself for better access). 
 
    She considered it a little embarrassing at first, but it truly aroused me. Brynn noticed the hard evidence when we spoke about it the next morning. When I did not reject her for this desire, she opened up about her past and what she was feeling now. What followed was one of the hottest sex sessions we had ever had in all our time together. 
 
    After that, we fantasized about me watching her in other situations. Her nervousness about my reaction gave way to revealing her deeply buried desire. Our fantasies quickly moved to sessions where we would go to the T-Bar late on a Friday night. Brynn would attract the attention of available men, pretending to be interested, then we would go home and fuck our brains out! It was the best sex ever! 
 
    Soon, the pretending wasn’t enough, certainly not for Brynn, whose desire was growing stronger at an astonishing pace. I may not be phrasing that right. Her desire was not so much growing stronger… How do I put this? The desire was coming out of its long-buried and hidden compartment. My positive reaction to her needs encouraged her to bring them out for a test run. When even that did not bring a negative reaction, she opened the gates. And when that genie was out of the bottle, it partied down! 
 
    We ended up going to a seedier bar than the classy T-Bar. Here she attracted a crowd of young men ready for action and ended up giving a blow job to one of those guys in the parking lot; while I watched. Holy shit! Was that ever exciting! She wouldn’t even let me get her home, demanding I hump her on the car trunk while we were still in the parking lot. Brynn was simply on fire. I had never seen her so aroused. After that, it was only a matter of time before we did this for real. 
 
    We had challenges along the way, like I suspect every couple does that enters the hotwife world. The most important helped us through the mess of our early attempts. In the middle of her growing needs, and frankly, my intentionally feeding those needs, my company had a crisis which pulled me away for several weeks. I couldn’t handle her and my company crises at once, so Brynn went looking for sex on her own, with my full permission. 
 
    She found a guy named Claudio. He was so good that our own sex life has never been the same. Her time with Claudio started a chain of events which almost destroyed our relationship, but we came back, stronger than ever. 
 
      
 
    * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * 
 
      
 
    As I continued watching her drilling by Mr. Umpteenth, I wondered if she would ever be willing to return to our old, regular sex. We still made love regularly without the play, but truthfully, I was getting bored with the whole pickup part of the hotwife thing. I loved watching her have orgasms. Still one of the best things about our outside play. But after a while, all the hook-ups started to feel the same. 
 
    My software design hat would analyze the reproducible decision process. 
 
    STEP #1: PICK UP AT A BAR. 
 
    Brynn still enjoyed the thrill of the flirting and acquisition, but this had become mind-numbingly boring for me. Watching her attract a new guy, the resulting flirting and talking, while I waited around at the other end of the bar, became monotonous. Sometimes it happened right away. Other times, it would take hours. But in all cases, it relegated me to stand aside until she finished. That left me drinking expensive liquor by myself, gathering my own guys around that wanted to bar-talk. This part became excruciatingly tedious. 
 
    STEP #2: TELL THEM HUSBAND COMES WITH PACKAGE. 
 
    I was surprised how this seldom slowed the guy down. By this time, he had typically invested time and multiple dollars into buying Brynn drinks. They were ready to get humped, no matter who watched. And once they got in the room, seeing my limited involvement, they would hump away… just as Brynn liked it. 
 
    STEP #3: GO TO THE HOTEL. 
 
    After a few times, we took out our own room at the business hotel across from the T-Bar. That way, we could stay longer if we wanted to. The first few times, we got kicked out of the guy’s room when he was done. Got a little awkward. 
 
    STEP #4: GET HUMPED. 
 
    This was always the most fun. She would always take her clothes off in front of the fully clothed guys, who were sitting on the bed. The striptease would be as much for me as him, but, as she disrobed in front of them, you could see the look on their faces. Almost always the same. How did I get so lucky to have a goddess like this land in my hotel room? 
 
    She would undress them while I sat in the corner. Most were hard by this time. The lone dangler got a blowjob that electrified both of us in the room. Then, the guy would give it to her however he wanted. Even that… being offered unrestricted access to such a beautiful woman… was always a shock to them. And she would say it pretty much in those words. ‘I offer myself to you. Take me as you like.’ Something like that. 
 
    This would get them all started actively, but even this became ruled more by sameness than eroticism. The initial sexual tension of the session would often give way to cumming too early and a quick departure. Mostly, I just stayed on the side and watched her get humped. 
 
    By Mr. Umpteenth, I seldom joined in the play, especially when Brynn was giving off body language that this was not a good one… which happened often. 
 
    Here’s the thing. Not that she didn’t enjoy all the guys that she has had since, because she is one of those lucky women who cums easily and often, but Claudio spoiled us both. 
 
    There was just something different about him. The way he took her so aggressively and completely. He understood what was going on, especially with me in the room and what this new hotwife status meant for her, handling both better than anyone else. And it didn’t hurt that he could stay hard for long stretches while she came repeatedly. I still think Brynn must have set a record of how many climaxes he gave her in our session. Simply astonishing. 
 
    Claudio was a software guy that was in town working on a web-implementation project for a local firm. As I said, she met him at the T-Bar during the time I was having my company crisis. He told her upfront he was only going to be around for a short while. She had two sessions with him, once by herself, and then with us together. Once his project was complete, he left town. We have not seen him since. 
 
    Now, we are on an endless hunt for the new Claudio. The search was not going well. First, we were looking for the ‘close to’ Claudio, then it was ‘not quite’ Claudio, then it became the ‘in the general vicinity’ Claudio, to now complete despondency of ever coming close. Our repeated attempts, all with businessmen at the T-Bar, have been abject failures in comparison. 
 
    There was something about Claudio. Something about the way he approached the psychological side of what we were doing, as if he understood specifically what Brynn needed as a new hotwife. He stoked her arousal until she was ready to explode. He was rough, much rougher than I could ever think about being, but somehow, he pulled it off in a way that stoked her desire even more. I never heard her scream in pleasure more often. 
 
    The second time with Claudio, when I could watch, I understood why she liked it so much. He really was a great lover. He worked her, managed her emotions, stroked her when she needed it and fucked her hard when she didn’t want it gentle. He just had a sensitivity to her sexual needs. 
 
    I consider myself a reasonable lover. I am a very fit guy, low six feet range, not fat, work out regularly, and no slouch in the cock department either. Definitely above average. But where I was above average, Claudio was at the very edge of the performance curve. 
 
    The problem we now faced is that Claudio was so far above everyone else, he was becoming a major obstacle to continuing. He was the perfect fit for Brynn’s needs as she emerged into being a hotwife. 
 
    During their sessions, she fell into his desire as he worked her, as he helped her understand the joy that she was feeling, and why she wanted this. There was a time during our shared session that Claudio held her in front of me, sharing with me what she was thinking. It was like a light bulb went off in her head, shocked that this guy was reading her so completely, knew exactly what she was feeling. It showed in every stroke as he took her. 
 
    I felt jealous after the last time they made love before he departed. It was so tender, so… making love, not humping. She certainly had a fun time. And in the end, so did I. We really enjoyed the time with Claudio, and once I got over the jealousy of his commanding performance, I could release that angst and allow her to enjoy what was going on. 
 
    That’s when I really came to enjoy the experience; as a wife-sharer, a cuckold, or whatever it is they are calling it now days. Instinctively, while I enjoyed the time with Claudio, I understood that going back to him too often would change my relationship with Brynn. Her affection for me could transfer to Mr. Oh-So-Sensitive before I could blink. So, we went hunting elsewhere. 
 
    Regrettably, this was a major challenge for guys like Mr. Umpteenth, who finally came inside her as she pushed back against him. Then, like a surprising number, he grabbed his clothes, ran into the bathroom, thanking us on the way out the door. Something obviously embarrassed a lot of these guys about what they had just done. Never failed to make us laugh. Claudio had lasted all night and into the next morning. 
 
    Brynn and I looked at each other as Mr. Umpteenth sprinted out the door. The laughter came out full-throated. I had this guy pegged as a runner from the first moment. I looked at her, now lying on the bed, her legs spread in obvious welcome. So, I scrambled up on the bed and let this hungry slut have some good hard cock! 
 
    And if you tell her I put it that way, I will deny even thinking it…

  

 
   
    2 / Brynn Comes Alive 
 
    Afterward, we went out to one of our favorite Greek diners. I never understood why so many Greek immigrants got into the diner business, but they were good at it! This place always packed them in late at night and seemed to have a full assortment of delicious eats, especially for those couples recently sated with said hard cock! 
 
    Brynn always ordered their coffee. I am not much of a coffee person myself, but Brynn says it’s good. I tried a cup once, after her constantly bragging about it. Nope, still don’t like coffee, though I could get it down with lots of cream and sugar. 
 
    “I told you he was going to be a runner,” I laughed with her. During our build-up at the T-Bar, she had walked past me on the way to the restroom. This was a signal we had developed. I was to follow her moments later into the hallway. ‘This looks like a good one,’ she had told me. I said, ‘maybe… but he’s a runner.’ I could tell because some guys had this odd mix of desire and fear in their eyes. They wanted to do it… often we knew this was the only time in their entire life that a fantasy girl pickup scenario had actually come true… but it petrified them about being caught or unable to perform. Brynn was quite the morsel to be dangling in front of them. Quite the morsel indeed! 
 
    “But he got hard and gave me what we wanted.” 
 
    “Yes, he did. 3.5 for style. 9.6 for best reaction. Brynn, you should have seen his face when you were first on the bed, on your knees in front of his spear, offering your moist pussy to him. He was practically panting. He kept looking over at me nervously, wondering whether he should stick it in. If you wouldn’t have reached in-between your legs and pushed yourself onto him, not sure he would have done it on his own.” 
 
    The flush, even eager, look on her face that followed my remark told me all I needed to know. None of that mattered to Brynn anymore. The sexual release had become the beginning and end for her. I tried to hide it as best I could, but increasingly, I knew I was no longer needed in this activity. 
 
    Somewhere along the way, her desire had crossed above mine. Like one of those economic graphs in college where one line stayed flat, but the other was rising at a steeper angle. The two lines crossed at a single point they called equilibrium. 
 
    We had held at our own crossing point for quite a while, but I knew in my heart we had passed equilibrium several Mr. Umpteenth’s ago. While we were talking, my mind was churning away, trying to figure out what to do about that. 
 
    We tried a slightly different approach after Mr. Umpteenth, especially after I told her the bar scene was getting too boring for me. She tried to hide her disappointment. Brynn loved the hunt as much as the play, I suspect, but the alternative I suggested got her moving in my direction. 
 
    My proposal was to use two guys at one time. The idea was to use online resources to find like-minded players willing to make it in front of me and to give her all the release she wanted. And that worked well. We found the first two separately, having never played together, but they were both willing. They went at her for a good couple of hours. She enjoyed the play (and the orgasms), seemed to enjoy having cocks in both her mouth and sex at the same time. This was her first real threesome. 
 
    We had done the double penetration anal thing with Claudio, but she didn’t seem interested in that now. According to Brynn, anal required just the right circumstance. That first duo was not the right circumstance, apparently. 
 
    Up to this point, I did not mind the outside play because it helped our own sex life. We spent so much time planning and helping each other. Our own play was super-charged, making it better than it had ever been. Now, however, the outside play was becoming her primary focus. Still, who’s complaining? I still got plenty. 
 
    The best part about the hotwife lifestyle was Brynn herself. She had become a goddess in the bedroom. The desire she had buried so deep in her personality after college could flower. And flower it did. She would bring these guys into her sensual world so completely… likely they had experienced nothing like that in their entire lives! 
 
    And this was not just in outside play. Our own bedroom was scorching hot as her mind became more focused on sex, in all its infinite variety. 
 
    One odd part of her emerging sexuality was that Brynn had become a ‘verbal’ lover in our own bedroom. She wanted to discuss erotic scenarios as we made love. The words would pour out of her mouth as she ground herself on me. These scenarios always included third parties and me watching or joining in. 
 
    At first, this was enough for us both, but soon the combination of outside play and our own sessions were no longer enough to hold her attention. Brynn needed more. She began reading erotica on her iPad, then I caught her watching some porn by herself. After that, I went through her browser history. She was all over the place. Lots of hotwife and threesomes, of course, but she also did BDSM, lesbian, strap-ons, gangbangs. It did not seem to matter. She was in full exploration mode now. She talked about sex all the time, wanted to do it, wanted to explore. It had become her principal outside activity. 
 
    For me, this was becoming a bit of a problem. Brynn had always been highly active in social circles, especially charity work around town, and kid-oriented projects. The success of my company meant we had become quite wealthy by this time. With that wealth came certain responsibilities to the community. One of the most important responsibilities was charity work. She always understood this in the past, becoming an active participant in many organizations that helped children. 
 
    I failed to notice this at the beginning. We were so involved in our play that other issues fell behind. She started dropping off boards, advisory groups, or stopped meeting with women to talk about these issues. The process was slow, but became very visible after a while. 
 
    I sympathized, but reality has a way of intruding, no matter your preference. Her mind constantly focused on the growing desire, yet we still had to exist in the larger world. Life goes on, no matter how many orgasms you do or don’t have. I still had to work. We still had a family. We still had to pay attention to what was going on around us, but increasingly, Brynn was only paying attention to the next orgasm. She was hooked badly. 
 
    After Mr. Umpteenth, old worries emerged again… thoughts of how to keep the girl on the farm once she’s seen the big city. Those glimmering lights of outside play were flashing at full brightness for her right now. I wondered whether we could ever get back to our equilibrium again.

  

 
   
    3 / Had Enough 
 
    A few guys after Mr. Umpteenth, I had enough of the T-Bar. We had been there at least two hours. She was chatting away with a candidate, but some guy from Pittsburgh had trapped me at the other end of the bar, telling me all the reasons the Steelers were going to the Super Bowl next year. 
 
    In my mind, two truths pushed forward. (A) I had never been a major football fan, and (B) even a moderate football guy like myself knew the minor changes the team had made would not make that much difference come the playoffs. 
 
    Brynn kept looking at me with those sparkling ‘I’m going to get fucked tonight’ eyes while I listened to this guy drone on and on. Deep into the second hour, I could not continue. I walked by her, seemingly announcing to the room, “I’m leaving,” then walked out the front door. In the back of my mind, I briefly wondered whether she would even follow. But she did, yelling for me to wait as she ran down the hall. 
 
    “What’s wrong?” she asked anxiously. 
 
    I was leaning on the wall just before the parking lot entrance. 
 
    “Sorry, babe. I can’t do that anymore.” 
 
    “What? Eric looked like the guy… not much longer…” 
 
    “That guy? He looked as dumb as a box of rocks. Really? Are your standards that low? Any cock will do?” 
 
    She didn’t respond, knowing I was right. 
 
    “Brynn, we have been here almost two hours. I know you are having a swell time, but the experience is completely different for me. If I had to listen to that guy talk about the Steelers one more minute, I would have started looking for a gun to shoot myself! I’m sorry, but this whole model we have been using to get the guys is not working for me anymore. It has become deadly boring.” 
 
    I gasped inside at the sudden look on her face as the realization dawned. She wasn’t getting her fix tonight. Or worse, that would not be doing it again… maybe ever. I had to hide my shock at that face, so started walking to the car. 
 
    As I got into the parking lot, approaching our car, she grabbed my arm, turning me around. “What’s going on, Cam? Why this sudden stop?” 
 
    I leaned against the car, looking at her. It was all I could do to keep the disgust off my face. She looked like a heroin addict that had suddenly been told I cut off her supply. All that was missing was the sweat pouring down her brow. 
 
    “I know you like this play… and I do too… but this approach is just not working. Even the sameness of the watching has made it less interesting.” 
 
    “So… what? You don’t want to play anymore?” 
 
    Oh, that look again. I started wondering if the shakes were going to start soon. I needed to hide my growing negative reaction, turned to get in the car. “Let’s go. We can talk at home.” 
 
    “Not going to the diner?” 
 
    “No, let’s go home. We need to talk…” 
 
    The ride home was deathly quiet. We both knew something had to give. Neither knew what direction we would take from here. 
 
    For her part, she clearly wanted to continue, even do more. There was no question in my mind. My wife had become addicted to the pleasure. Addicted to the hunt. Addicted to the entire experience. She wants to get laid, often and regularly. I was no longer enough. 
 
    For my part, I had been giving a lot of thought to this, especially as I began to routinely pass my boredom quotient. I typically had a lot of time to think about it while I waited. Her desire for more was growing at a rate I could no longer contain. That was no longer even up for discussion. 
 
    The shocker for me came with threesomes. In some sense, the first time we got together with Claudio was a threesome. I had her with Claudio at the same time. But now, since I seldom take part in the play, it felt like threesomes differed from regular play. Simply put, she was moving further away from our own relationship with her sexual desires. Any resemblance to hotwifing as a new wrinkle to spice up our own sex life had long passed. 
 
    Before the threesomes, I had been confident enough in my lovemaking capability that, if I stopped these in the future, I knew it would be ok. She would not like it, but we would continue to make love and she would have plenty of orgasms. 
 
    After the threesomes, there was no longer any question. I would never be enough again. Knew it in my very bones. This started me worrying about the future. If we had gone into the threesome and she enjoyed it, then great. But if she REALLY liked it? My single cock could never replace two. Worse, I had to face it now. No escape. She REALLY REALLY liked it. And my nervousness grew. 
 
    I could tell, especially after that look she gave me in the parking lot, that Brynn wanted to do this all the time. Wanted it very much. There was now an internal war going on between Hotwife Brynn and Old Brynn. Hotwife appeared to be winning. 
 
    Before we did that first threesome, I shared my concerns. She told me it did not make any difference. It’s just another fantasy. There are lots of fantasies out there we haven’t done, but we don’t miss them, she said. She was clear that this would not be different. She was right. I had told her then. But now, a vastly different truth emerged from all our outside play. 
 
    She resisted any change. In fact, the one time I mentioned these concerns, she got very defensive. She never understood why I was always so jealous, she had said, when I knew she loved only me. There was simply no chance of her going off with somebody just because they had a good dick. No chance. 
 
    I finally accepted, even helped her find some additional threesome candidates. After a while, that’s all she wanted. Bar play reduced to an occasional change, like tonight. We did four or five threesomes. Many of them were exceptionally erotic. All were exceptionally pleasurable experiences for her; almost Claudio-like. I even got involved in a couple. 
 
    The latest threesome was so good, off the charts good… like Claudio… that I knew she would never be satisfied with anything less. They put her at the absolute center, took her roughly like she wanted, along the way setting some kind of record for orgasms per hour, and she loved THAT even more. 
 
    Now, she wanted groups for all her main outside play. We still went to the T-Bar occasionally, but it was no longer about the pickup and the play. She wanted more stimulus, more cock. 
 
    I wondered if I was being silly. Why all the worry? Yes, she liked it. But so? I liked it too. If she was having orgasms and it wasn’t interfering with everything else, why should I care? 
 
    After threesomes became the center, though, I could almost feel our shared experience heading in an uncontrolled direction. These latest guys were good… exceptional, even. They took her to the proverbial moon and back, so much so that she struggled not having that pleasure even days later. She kept asking if we could call them back together, talked about it all the time. 
 
    I never understood whether it was the multiple cocks, or their personality mix, or the extreme roughness. They were almost brutal with her. A couple times I got up out of my chair, thinking they were over a line, only to have Brynn moan deeply at how much pleasure she took from those actions. She loved the entire experience. 
 
    So, I broke down. Called them up about a return visit. They were coming back into town in a few weeks. We made a date for a session. They would be glad to have more fun with beautiful Brynn. 
 
      
 
    * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * 
 
      
 
    The memory of that night still haunts my dreams. Or is it nightmares? Before we arrived in the hotel room, I discovered she had been texting them after the last one. When we arrived at the hotel, they had brought a friend. She had asked if they could bring another. When we opened the hotel room door, there were three guys inside, all naked and ready to go. They must have seen my surprise. One guy started telling me how Brynn had worked out this plan for them to bring a third, so they could fill every hole at the same time. 
 
    Brynn looked at me with a ‘guilty as charged’ look and started laughing. “Sounds like fun, doesn’t it?” 
 
    I just shook my head… the girl is going crazy… and took my place in the chair they had set at the head of the bed. They forgot about me the rest of the evening. 
 
    The trio went immediately to work. Whatever clothes she had on were not exactly torn off, but removed aggressively. The new guy was a physically large man. Once she was naked as well, he picked Brynn off the floor and threw her on the bed. This set off a cascade of laughing and the group was on her. All six hands were all over her body, touching, pinching, pulling. She was giggling, pretending to push their hands away, and looking at me with a huge grin. She was loving this. 
 
    Soon, they got down to business. One guy pushed his cock in her mouth, the other went down to attach his mouth to her sex, and the third was pinching and pulling at her nipples. The moans coming out of whatever remained of her mouth were unmistakable. This is just what she wanted. 
 
    These guys knew she liked it a little rough, so the guy on top grabbed her head, shoving his cock deep into her throat. She gagged at first, but then opened enough to take him all the way. I heard the now familiar gaack gaack gaack sound of her violated throat. I did not know why she liked that so much, but she surely did. Her hands wrapped around his ball sac, massaging while she hummed on his cock. The guy moaned deeply himself. 
 
    Her first release came moments later as the guy on her sex savaged her clit, alternately driving his tongue deep inside. That was the first of many powerful orgasms. Big guy got up from his mouth position, turning Brynn so she was on her knees, her pussy facing me. His cock was ready. The guy who had been receiving the blow job had already sat on the bed right in front of her, his legs spread wide. She knew immediately what he wanted as she took him fully down her throat again. The guy behind drove himself home. Two cocks down. 
 
    The third tried nothing else for a bit. He was happy to move his head underneath her breasts and feast on those lovely mounds that bounced on his face. She reached out to caress his shaft while he did it. 
 
    No one was ready to cum yet, so they went like that until someone came close, then pulled out. Once they had settled down, they went right back inside her. Each time, Brynn would let out a groan of frustration before gasping as they returned. She needn’t have worried. Several releases later, she was really enjoying the pattern. Her moans of pleasure electrified the guys. Her breasts were flopping against the head underneath her as his tongue and mouth tried to capture the nipples on their way by. 
 
    It did not take long for the two to give up trying to extend and just let her have it. They pounded into her until they came with thunderous grunts of pure pleasure. I could see the spunk leaking out of her sex as he pulled out. The guy in her mouth did much the same. Grunted heavily and sprayed down her throat. She swallowed most of it, but some leaked around the cock. 
 
    As he pulled out, she used her finger to scoop the excess white cream into her mouth. The third guy still had not cum yet. He went straight for her pussy, driving into her like a steam engine. The new intruder lasted a long time, because the other two guys placed their cocks in Brynn’s hands. She massaged them as she came and came under the torment of the pistoning. 
 
    Soon they were both hard again, and Brynn was ready for the main event. One guy had come prepared. He pulled a bottle of lube off the nightstand, lathering her back opening. The large guy got on his back after the one in her pussy pulled back. She scrambled up on his cock, lowering herself with the deep moan of knowing what was coming. The second cock approached her rear opening, pushing gently in at first, but then more aggressively as he went all the way. She pushed herself slightly up so the third cock could enter her throat. 
 
    And multiple rounds began that lasted nearly four hours. They took her in every position I could think of. Her favorite remained the three-hole ‘triple-tap’, she called it. She would cum so often she had trouble breathing. I could still hear her screams of climax, despite the cock in her mouth. 
 
    As the hours went by, I eventually fell asleep in the chair. I woke up a couple times to the noise still coming from the bed. I can tell you. It was a very disconcerting feeling, waking up with groggy sleep eyes, to see your wife taken aggressively by three cocks. The second time I awoke, Brynn was lying on the bed, three guys draped over and around her. Her hands were still going at the cocks, but they were not cooperating. She was still ready to go, but she had worn them all out. 
 
    I got up, thanked them for the fun, helped Brynn dress, and then took her home. She slept until noon the next day.

  

 
   
    4 / Coming to Terms 
 
    That memory did not help our current circumstance at all, but it made sure I focused on the larger picture. It wasn’t just the Mr. Umpteenth’s that were the issue here. She was just getting wilder as we went along. 
 
    We pulled into the garage, walking into the kitchen. “Want a drink?” I asked. She nodded yes. I fixed us both something and then sat at the table. The same table where I fucked her so strongly after her first return from Claudio. Things have changed since then, haven’t they? 
 
    “What’s your vision for where this hotwife stuff goes in the future, anyway?” I asked her. “How do you see it? We continually go out to bars, pick up guys to fuck, then come home?” 
 
    “You have also arranged some threesomes online, haven’t you? That’s been fun.” 
 
    “No, not really,” I said, a finality in my voice that surprised her. “I know you enjoy the hunting and the pleasure, but… truthfully… this hasn’t been fun for me for some time.” Her look was one of genuine surprise now. She really didn’t know. I guess that’s my fault as well. I should have told her when I had moved on, not waited until it became a crisis. 
 
    “I think we need to revisit our basic rules,” I stated frankly. 
 
    Back when we first started all this hotwife talk, we had established three rules that we would operate under. We based much of this on our early read of what hotwife even meant. There were two definitions I had found. Scenario #1 was where the wife went out in the evening, found a strange guy to have sex with, then would come home to tell the husband about it. Scenario #2 was where the husband was always present during the play. I told her then Scenario #1 would not work for me. The idea of having two separate sex lives was not an option. This became Rule #1. She would only play when I was present. 
 
    The problem with rules is that they are known more by the exceptions than their strict adherence. Here, early in our hotwife period, my company had a crisis that absorbed much of my time over several months. I withdrew completely from our play efforts, and, because of her needs, I suspended Rule #1 temporarily. This is when she met Claudio by herself. 
 
    Brynn also had a problem with an ex-boyfriend that came back to town. Remember Brett, of shaming fame? That was him. He was trying to get her to go out with him again. She was resisting, and I got involved. That brought us to Rule #2: No former lovers. 
 
    Since then, after all the play we had done, we both agreed on one additional Rule #3: No staying overnight. She would only sleep with me, and me alone. Even if she went out to play on her own, she would always come home. Frankly, we made up this rule as more of an insurance policy for me. The four-hour session with three guys unnerved me. It went on for so long; we ended up there most of the night. The memory of waking up to see multiple cocks receiving her active attention still haunts me. After that, we settled on Rule #3. 
 
    “Yes, we need to think about how we do this,” I said. 
 
    “What do you mean?” she said, startled at the way I began. “You never want to play again?” I looked at her, not really knowing how far I should push this conversation. Or worse, how strong her push-back would be. I was genuinely afraid she would choose them over me. 
 
    “I might… in the future, maybe… but I need a break. I think it is time to make some changes. Particularly, Rule #1.” Her silence was truly frightening, the look on her face like someone had just told her of a death in the family. 
 
    “Why do you want to do that?” she asked, her tone getting more frantic. “I don’t think that’s necessary.” 
 
    “Brynn, you want this play. I would even say you NEED it. I have questioned, in my mind lately, whether you would choose this over us.” 
 
    “That’s ridiculous,” she cried out, getting upset with that implication. “That’s never been true. We have always done this together.” 
 
    I just chuckled. “I know this is something you think is true, but it’s really not. Hasn’t been for some time. I don’t enjoy going to bars, watching you do your magic, then going back to hotels to watch. I sometimes enjoy the result, watching them take you that way… but the tedium of the process… well… I no longer believe I am involved. You do this because YOU like the pleasure. I’m not even part of your consideration anymore.” 
 
    “That’s not right. I want you to go along. I thought you liked it too?” 
 
    “I do, but I like the sex that you and I have just as much. In the beginning, it was exciting. Now… I jokingly make up names for these guys. Your ‘Eric’… Jesus, Brynn, I still can’t believe you had settled on him. I was about ready to nickname him ‘Mr. Blockhead.’ Come on… none of that matters anyway, because I almost never get involved anymore. Haven’t for a long time. You didn’t even notice, did you?” 
 
    The look on her face was priceless. She didn’t have a clue. She was so involved with the partner while they played, she had long ago stopped paying attention to me. 
 
    I shrugged my hands in a ‘who knew?’ gesture. “Again, I think we should revisit Rule #1.” 
 
    “You’ve said that. What do you mean?” 
 
    “Brynn, I don’t want you leaving me if I decide not to do this any longer. I don’t want that decision to destroy our family.” She almost jerked in reaction to this statement. Clearly unaware things had gotten so serious. “Having said all that, I don’t want to hurt you in some manner, either. So, I propose we alter Rule #1 to allow you to go play on your own.” 
 
    “On my own?” she gasped again, caught totally by surprise. “Without you? I thought… I thought that was… what did you say… full non-starter, something like that? You didn’t think our marriage would survive if we did that.” 
 
    “Look, Brynn, I don’t wanna break up or destroy our marriage, our family. We will struggle with this, no question. But sitting around watching you do your cock hunting at bars… I just cannot do it anymore. I won’t do it.” 
 
    She was now tearing up. I almost stopped, but I knew this had to come out. 
 
    “Still,” as I took her hand in mine, trying to be sympathetic to how terrible this change must be to her. “I am no longer sure I want to stop you either…” I stopped for a moment to gather my thoughts. This is the big step. 
 
    “Babe… there is a reality I believe has to be accepted. By me, at least. You really love this play and want to do it… frequently. I would rather you experience what you so desire… and I put up with the emotional turmoil… than my attempting to shut you off of it completely. Frankly, I no longer think I would like your reaction if I forced such a choice.” 
 
    I got up to refresh my drink. She declined one for herself. I went on. “If you decided not to play in the future, it would not upset me. But if you decide to go ahead, then I will accept that as an alternative.” 
 
    She did not speak at first. Her head was in her hands. I could only imagine what was going on in her mind, with all I had thrown at her in the last few minutes. I pressed on. “I would expect two things in return. First, I think we should fully accept Scenario #1. I want to know where you are going and when, hopefully in advance, and that you continue to tell me what happened after it’s over. If that telling comes with sexual favors… well… then all the better.” I tried to lighten the mood with a small joke. A smile came to her face. 
 
    “Second,” I continued, “Rules #2 & #3 remain in force. No ex-lovers allowed, nor you staying overnight. You come home at the end of the session. And I don’t mean walking in the door as the sun comes up. Finish what you are doing, then come home. I will always wait up for you.” 
 
    “You would be ok with that?” she asked with a full realization of what I was saying. “You would do that for me?” 
 
    “Yes, my love. I want you to be happy. If outside play is part of the bargain, then I will accept that. Not happily, but I will accept it, if it does not interfere with your being my wife and the mother of our children. I would still expect you to make love to me occasionally and remain involved in the kids’ lives.” 
 
    The relief on her face almost broke my heart. I tried as best I could to keep that off my expression because I could tell she wanted this very much. Needed it. Her own look had been one of abject fear, of being cut off from her supply. What was I going to say to her as I stared at that need? I had to give in, or… in my very bones, I knew… we were finished!

  

 
   
    5 / The New Brynn 
 
    We went to bed that night, made love before going to sleep. Maybe it’s just my imagination… probably is… but she seemed to enjoy it. Still, our future together was a big unknown at this point. The partner I had planned on for the rest of my life had chosen a lifestyle I may not willingly follow. Whether she played or not, I knew our relationship would be quite different. 
 
    The next day, we had multiple kid things and a plan with friends for dinner on Saturday night. Family and friends absorbed most of Sunday, so we did not get back to discussing the future for several days. I did not bring it up, wanting her to have plenty of space to decide, though there was never any doubt in my mind which way she would go. In my heart, the sudden look of fear in the parking lot told me all I needed to know. The draw was just too strong. 
 
    I was watching TV on Wednesday evening, after the kids had gone to bed. Brynn came down to sit next to me on the sofa.  
 
    “How are we going to do this, then?” she asked. “My going solo…” 
 
    “I hope you won’t do it every weekend, but just let me know when you have plans, and I will try to work around them. If not, you will need to get a babysitter.” 
 
    “You are really ok… for me to do that?” 
 
    “Ok would be strong, Brynn. I accept your need, which does not mean I like it.” 
 
    “Jesus, Cam. You say shit like that, and I come away even more confused. It’s yes, or no, isn’t it?” 
 
    “Then yes, I am ok with it. I just wanted you to know there is an emotional price paid. An important one if we are to survive as a married couple.” 
 
    “I won’t do anything that endangers our family.” 
 
    “I understand what you mean when you say that, but the truth is… you cannot pull yourself away, can you?” Brynn dropped her eyes straight down, a flush on her face. I shook my head. “I thought so. There will be a change in accepting you being away from the house so much, but you need to find your way, Brynn. I cannot force you to be the way I want you to be, especially after discovering you had repressed all this desire because of that asshole Brett. When the whole Brett thing first came out, I wasn’t kidding when I said I accept you as you are. Just because it has become stronger than expected doesn’t change that. I still accept you.” 
 
    I scooted over on the couch, putting my arms around her, then sat back. “Remember Tom Nickels, that friend of my father’s?” She looked up, nodding yes, her eyes now curious about where this was going. “Many years ago, my dad told me a story about Tom’s wife, Susie. After many years of their being married… in their 30s, I think… they had 5 or 6 kids at that point… Well, she decided she wanted to be a nurse. And not just any nurse, but an Army nurse. She joined the Army, gained admittance to a service nursing school… in another state, mind you… and told Tom about it after signing everything. Despite all their previous plans, two months later, she was on a plane for North Carolina. Tom did not want to quit his job and join the Army lifestyle, so they stayed in our neighborhood. They lived separately for the next… I don’t know… multiple years. I forget what the commitment was she had signed, but it was at least six or seven.” 
 
    “This was all during the Vietnam War. She went to Vietnam, Thailand, Korea, volunteered and sent to every war zone. They saw each other… and she saw the kids… whenever she had a leave. What? 2-3 times a year… maybe… for a couple weeks at a time? Remember, this was long before video calls. Even phone calls were expensive back then, and especially from overseas. This separated them from her completely, except for an occasional paper letter. She abandoned her family through much of their growing years. But… and here’s the key… once her commitment was over, she joined the Army Reserve and got a job at the local VA Hospital here, moving back home for good.” 
 
    “Why’d you tell me that story?” Brynn asked. 
 
    “According to Dad, Tom stayed true to her the whole time, but… again, according to my dad… she didn’t. Told Tom about her adventures in long letters detailing what she did with other men, in a confessional style, he told me. Tom showed him a few of the letters. Despite this, Tom never spoke badly of her and waited patiently for her to come home. Dad said that Tom understood why she did it. Didn’t support it exactly, but understood, and wanted her to be happy. It was a tremendous hardship for him and the kids. For fuck’s sake, imagine taking care of 5 or 6 kids as a single dad! When she returned, the wanderlust was apparently out of her system and they couldn’t have been happier together, until Tom passed away last year, in his 70s. She just recently retired from the VA herself.” 
 
    “Interesting but still not understanding…” 
 
    “The point is, everything could have gone wrong during that period. They could have killed her in a war zone, run off with someone she met, even decided she wanted to stay away for good. But she didn’t. He gave her the space she needed. That patience paid off for him and the family, even though there was a serious price to be paid along the way.” 
 
    “Ok… I get it now. You see me as making the nursing school choice.” 
 
    “Fits, I think. I talked to her about her experiences when I was in college, a backyard barbecue one Saturday evening. She had just returned from her service commitment. This time for good. I asked her why she did it. ‘Wanted to contribute’, was all she said. It had to be more than that, I had told myself. Dad told me, some years later, that she just needed a more thrilling life, that she saw her youth going by with nothing to show for it. Tom believed raising kids in a suburban neighborhood was just too boring for her. The analogy is not perfect, of course, but it informed my decision to accept you… as you are. She wanted to do it, even needed it. Tom knew that. It’s the same here. Whether or not I like it, you want to do this outside play. My hope is… well… that a little patience will allow you to find a balance between your sexual needs and the family that wants you. Like Tom, hardships will be involved. But I will always hope that you will come back to me some day.” 
 
    “I will never do this without you, Cam.” 
 
    I burst out laughing. “Who are you kidding? Come on, Brynn. You were salivating for a nothing like Mr. Umpteenth, not to mention the Blockhead! And the three guys? There is no chance those guys would contact you and you not go running. They fucked you for four hours straight, Brynn, and you still woke up in the middle of the night wanting more. You are telling me you’re just going to turn that off now?” 
 
    Her head was back in her hands. I just laughed. “I didn’t think so. If I even thought to stop you now… when you are so deep into the need… that can only end in disaster. It’s like pulling heroin from a junky. It would destroy our relationship if I even tried. You must get this out of your system on your own.” 
 
    After that, we went to bed, even made love when she touched me in the middle of the night. That morning, after the alarm went off, I began to get out of bed, but she touched my arm. “Stay, for a moment, ok?” I laid back down. She looked at me, a strange sympathy in her eyes. “I accept your changes to how we do this. All of them. I will go out on my own from now on.” 
 
    I just nodded my head in acceptance. 
 
    “But I want you to know, anything I do on the outside will change nothing of how I feel inside. I still love you very much. Nothing will change that, I promise.” 
 
    “I will hold you to that promise, my love. But there are two additional things I want you to promise in return. First, do nothing to embarrass the family. Shit happens in this world. I understand that. Just try to be discrete. Don’t flaunt what you are doing around people we might know. Embarrassing me in front of my business associates… well… that would be a serious mistake on your part. Second, take care of yourself. You see stories all the time about women that went with the wrong men and things went south amazingly fast. Please be careful. If needed, I remain willing to arrange play for you, as I have done in the past. At least, in that case, I will know what you are doing, and with whom.” 
 
    She nodded, accepting. “I will do all of those. Thank you, Cameron. I know this choice was hard on you. I promise you will not be disappointed.” 
 
    “I will hold you to that too.”

  

 
   
    6 / Going Solo 
 
    Three weeks later, I get a text from Brynn at my office. I suppose she thought it would be safer there. 
 
    [Brynn]: going out fri night. ok? 
 
    [Cameron]: need to arrange babysit first couple hours. Will be home 8. 
 
    [Brynn]: not want to know where going? 
 
    [Cameron]: u agreed to tell me where and details after. 
 
    [Brynn]: t-bar, of course. 
 
    [Cameron]: had some success there. 
 
    [Brynn]: first solo. A little nervous. 
 
    [Cameron]: please be careful. Play not worth your life. 
 
    [Brynn]: will be. 
 
    [Cameron]: then happy hunting. 
 
    The weird part was that I had come to terms with this whole thing. I knew we would hit bottom somewhere along the way, but wasn’t sure how NOT to do that. Letting it play out seemed the only way. 
 
    I had done a lot of research since my fateful decision to drop out of her playing. Seems I had officially joined the ranks of true cuckolds, encouraging my wife to sleep with others without me there. The web is full of these stories with support groups and lifestyle sites everywhere. I had seen some of this before, but now I went searching for cuckold/hotwife as a lifestyle choice. It has always surprised me how many people are into this. 
 
    Brynn and I talked about her plans a couple times during the week, but I think she understood I wanted her to be free to experience this on her own. Unless she wanted help from me in putting a group together, I didn’t really want to hear about it. She would share where she was going and tell me about it afterward. I didn’t really want to know more. 
 
    I got home around 7:30 Friday evening, paid off the babysitter, watched a video with the kids, then settled in for the night. Maybe I am just being weird about all this, but it surprised me the kids didn’t ask where their mother was. Then again, maybe they were used to it by now. She had been getting dressed up in ‘party’ outfits for a while. But she never went by herself. Still… no questions at all? I had worked out an elaborate story of where she had gone. Glad I didn’t have to lie to them… Those questions would come, eventually. Our oldest boy was 11. It would not take much for him to put the pieces together. If not now, then soon. 
 
    Funny, after all the angst of the first Claudio event, in what seemed like another lifetime, I was at peace this evening. After the movie, I got the kids showered, teeth brushed, even read a story to the younger daughter. 
 
    Before I could finish the story, I heard my text go off. I did not rush the story, finished in the normal manner. By the time I got down to look at it, over 15 minutes had gone by. 
 
    [Brynn]: found one. pic to follow. 
 
    What followed was a pic of a nice-looking guy. Obviously a professional of some type. I could see why she picked him. 
 
    [Brynn]: no response? 
 
    [Brynn]: heading out. no response? 
 
    Shit. I am going to have to work on my timing. At least at the beginning, she will need me to be available for these. 
 
    [Cameron]: sorry missed you. Upstairs reading story. 
 
    [Cameron]: have fun. 
 
    I waited for a reply, but none came. I fell asleep on the couch; the TV showing something I did not watch. 
 
    About 12:30, I heard a car outside and our front door open. In she walked, just like I knew she would: freshly fucked, her dress barely held on by a shoulder strap, her hair disheveled, her lips red from the kissing or sucking, I wasn’t sure. 
 
    “How was it?” I asked. 
 
    She didn’t even respond, just walked over to me, like she had with Claudio, pulling her dress up. The panties gone. Her lips swollen and red. I could see traces of cum on the edges. She had indeed gotten fucked the way she wanted. 
 
    “Let’s talk upstairs,” I suggested, taking her hand. My erection already tingling. The memory of our session after she went by herself to Claudio was pushing my rod higher with every step toward the bed. 
 
    “Let’s make this easy. You can structure your response. Could do it this way every time, if you want. Tell me about the setup, then the action. Work for you?” 
 
    “Sure. Picked up Tony from the T-Bar. He was in town for a conference. In the medical field, I think. We talked only a little about that. He was tall, handsome, liked to dance and had a reasonable cock that he loved to press against me while we danced.” 
 
    Once in the bedroom, I pulled her dress off. No bra. Must be in her purse. Helped her lay back on the bed. I could see the minor abrasions on her breasts and inner thigh, where Tony was fondling, sucking, and humping her. I took my own clothes off, lying next to her. She changed positions. Sat up, her knees against my ribs, facing me. 
 
    The story energized her. All her practice of integrating storytelling into our lovemaking was showing. She reached down to stroke my shaft while she spoke, but I was already hard. I knew what was coming. 
 
    “You would have loved his timing. We weren’t in the bar for 45 minutes. He focused me on the goal from the start. I guess he could tell I was available. He touched me quickly. While on the dance floor… there were so many people out there… I allowed him to touch me wherever he wanted, and he took full advantage. Luckily, by the time we got back to the bar after the third song, he invited me up to his room… at the hotel across the street, of course.” 
 
    “We barely made it into the elevator before he was all over me. I responded, of course. By the time we were in his room, half my clothes were already off.” She winked at me in a conspiratorial way. “He took my panties off in the elevator. They have cameras for those, don’t they?” 
 
    She was blushing at this point. 
 
    “He tried to take my bra off in the elevator too, but I wouldn’t let him!” She was laughing now at the memory. 
 
    “Once we were in the room, within moments we were on the bed. He put his hand on my sex. I think to see if I was wet. You know me, soaked by that time. I fell back on the bed, open, and he gave it to me. Not hard like Claudio, but he wanted to give me a good humping. I came within the first few minutes. God, that felt good.” 
 
    She was now stroking my cock with purpose, the memory of her fucking written all over her flushed face. I touched her to get on me. She moved her leg over my body, then mounted my rigid shaft. 
 
    “He didn’t last long for the first round, but fortunately, could get it up several times. He would cum, we would wait for a few minutes, then I would suck him back to full and start over. The second and third times, he lasted a lot longer. I came and came.” 
 
    She was now grinding onto me, using her story to drive our own arousal. 
 
    “He really liked to try new positions. I was on top. He came in from behind. We did 69. It was very stimulating, my dear. Finally, after his third go, I looked at the clock and told him I had to leave. It was approaching midnight. He wanted me to spend the night. I told him no. That was our agreement, right?” 
 
    I just shook my head. By this time, the story and the pleasure so had me in its grasp. She could have spent the week! 
 
    She fell on my chest, grinding herself now with purpose. My arms went around her, and we kissed a kiss of such passion, it pulled the cum right out of me, exploding inside her. She was cumming as well, as she gave herself to the passion. 
 
    When finished, I held her in my arms. I knew she needed this, but I couldn’t help but feel a certain sorrow at that moment. Why had we let this into our home? To play its inevitably random games with our emotional lives. I guess I knew now. It was to create moments like this… moments of sheer pleasure… like this one, that we could share. 
 
    Once our breathing was back to reasonable, I rolled her on my side, pulled the blanket up and held her in my arms, and said, “Pretty good start to the new plan, you think?” 
 
    “Yes, I do,” she replied, snuggling up closer to me. Her words were so soft, I knew she was already heading for slumberland. I pulled my arms out, rolled her over so I could cuddle, and we both went to sleep. Yes, indeed, I thought to myself. An exceptionally good start.

  

 
   
    7 / Meeting Jake 
 
    I woke the next morning to one of the most beautiful sights in the world… my Brynn lying next to me. Her clearly exhausted face woke when I stirred. 
 
    “A little sore?” I asked. 
 
    “A little… not too bad. Not like the group play. Those really take it out of you.” 
 
    “Still feeling positive about the total experience?” 
 
    “I am. You?” 
 
    “I think so. This is the best for you. And I enjoyed the sex as well.” 
 
    She got up on her arm, lightly stroking my chest. “So, what’s next? When do we do this again?” 
 
    “Brynn, that’s up to you. I was hoping to limit it to once a weekend, but it’s your game. You set the rules.” 
 
    “Once a weekend works for me as well. Not even every weekend. If it’s ok with you, though, I will do a few weekends in a row to start, just to see how it goes. Then, I’m sure it will settle down.” 
 
    Well, she was half right. We got out of bed, showered together, then went out to find the kids and claim the day. I look back on this period as one of almost complete sexual bliss for us as a couple. She did several weekends in a row, but both after the session and during the week in-between, we were humping like teenagers that had just discovered sex. 
 
    And it seemed like a collaborative effort. She worked on pickup strategies with me. I helped her with outfits to wear. After that first night, she never again wore panties when going out to play. She wanted to give them access to her on the dance floor! 
 
    We talked about other bars to try. I read an article that Rick’s Tavern was a good place for pickups. That’s where our friend, Sarra, had met her lover, Nick, though that was not a direction I wanted to take this. Visiting businessmen at the T-Bar seemed much safer. We looked for conventions coming to town that might provide excellent feeder stock to the play. We were having a fun time with her thriving hotwife status. 
 
    The one tough part of this period was explaining to the kids why their mom was disappearing either Friday or Saturday night every weekend, dressed in party clothes. Our son, especially, had seen outfits like she wore on TV programs. He knew what they were. At first, I told him she was going out with some friends. That was enough of an explanation, for now, but he was a smart kid. It wouldn’t take him long to know something was wrong. Especially when his mom was coming home well after midnight, sometimes much later. One time she came in at 2 AM, looking especially hard fucked. He heard a noise and came downstairs. Brynn was, luckily, fully dressed, but clearly used up. I hustled our son back upstairs. We both knew this was going to be a challenge. 
 
    The half she got wrong was the settling down. It didn’t. Like any addict, she needed more of the drug each time to maintain the same high. 
 
    The few weeks stretched into a month, then to several months. At first, she stayed to once a weekend. Then she begged to go on both Friday and Saturday because some convention was in town that she knew would have a lot of candidates. Both nights that weekend, she got in past three in the morning. One of those nights, she hosted a sales team of four guys. After that, she would frequently go both nights on the weekend. Even added an occasional weeknight when she was in the mood. 
 
    On weekends where the convention pickings were slim, she begged me to arrange group sessions for her. I did this eagerly at the beginning. One of them, I went along, arranging for an overnight babysitter. This was a group of five college football players that were looking for a MILF to play with them. 
 
    Brynn was extremely excited about that. And it was an erotic experience. There were three black guys and two whites, but all huge men. They were a little surprised when I walked in with her, but they gave her all the rough sex, hard cock, and triple-taps that she could take. We did not get home until mid-morning the next day. And she played with them that whole time. She had never taken so many huge cocks. 
 
    After that, she had to take a break. They had given it to her so hard, every one of her holes was sore for over a week. She didn’t complain, or even act as if it were an issue during the play, but afterward, she could barely walk, much less sit down. 
 
    One fun discovery to come out of this experience was what we now call ‘cum stew’. One guy, a player named Roydell, was really into eating cum in a pussy, so they organized what they called ‘running a train’, where Brynn laid on her back and each of the guys would pound her until they came, then the next would follow. She would stay in that position so the cum would stay in her canal. At the very end, after everyone had made their deposits, the guy buried his face in her sex and lapped up as much of the white cream as he could. Brynn went off like a bomb! She described it as one of the most powerful orgasms she ever had. But leaving her legs up in the air for that long had left her walking bow-legged for a few days. 
 
    I organized several other group sessions for her, but this was the only one I attended. The rest she did on her own at the hotel. I am fairly sure, if we could have done group play every weekend, she would have given up cock-hunting at the T-Bar altogether. Regrettably, the coordination and scheduling made every weekend almost impossible. 
 
    After this surge of group sessions, our sexual bliss frayed, but then a curious event happened that… Well, you’ll see. 
 
      
 
    * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * 
 
      
 
    About six months into her active outside play, I had just settled down to another night alone. It was Thursday night, well past midnight. She rarely played on Thursdays, but there was some kind of convention in town that promised an excellent selection for her needs. At least, that’s what she said. 
 
    I was in my office, trying to catch up on some project emails, the TV blasting some action movie I was not following, about ready to go to bed. When I heard a knock at the front door. Mind you, we have a doorbell, but they knocked. Brynn must have lost her key or purse, I thought, and didn’t want to wake the kids. 
 
    I looked out through one of the side windowpanes on each side of the door to see an enormous man holding my wife with his right arm. Brynn had either passed out or was so drunk she couldn’t stand. The guy looked like he was holding her up without effort… he had to be deep into six feet. 
 
    I opened the door, surprised to see Brynn still fully dressed, the same as when she left the house. Definitely drunk though. I could barely understand her slurred words. 
 
    “Cam… what are you doing here? I thought we were going to Jake’s place.” 
 
    Not sure what it was. Maybe his eye roll… or his attempt to make sure my wife stayed up… or the sympathy in his tone. But I instinctively trusted the guy. Knew, despite his size, he was no threat to either of us. I invited them in. 
 
    “Hey, man. I’m a little embarrassed about coming here. She told me about your arrangement. We were getting cozy at the T-Bar…” Again, that embarrassed look, knowing he was talking to her husband. “And… you can see… she had a few too many.” 
 
    “I did not…” Brynn protested as she stumbled into the house, still with Jake holding her up. “We danced and made a connection. I thought we were…” And then she was out like a light. The sudden dead weight straining Jake’s hold. We both burst out laughing. 
 
    “I can see that…” I chuckled. 
 
    “Again, I’m sorry. I looked in her purse,” Jake told me. “Found her driver’s license. Brought her home. Wanted to make sure she was safe.” He held his hand up to make sure I knew he had not slept with her. “I don’t do drunk women. No fun when they’re comatose, right?” 
 
    I chuckled softly, taking Brynn off his arm. She was still awake enough to at least stumble forward. I took her into the living room, sitting her down on the loveseat. Once she settled on her side, head on the armrest, sleep took her. 
 
    I turned my attention to the mountain of a man standing next to me. He looked to be about my age… late 30s, maybe? His shock of curly blond hair, crystal clear blue eyes, huge muscular frame, and… calmness… not sure how else to describe it… the guy was comfortable with himself… made me instantly like him. 
 
    “Jake, is it?” Extending my hand out for a shake. “Yes, Jake… Jake Newman.” 
 
    “Cameron Brewster… husband of the wild woman here.” My thumb pointing at Brynn, already snoring softly. Dead asleep. He returned it, though his grip was so strong, I had to shake my hand out when we finished. “Hell of a grip, man…” I was laughing to make sure he knew it was a joke. 
 
    “Sorry about that. My mom always gave me speeches about being careful with that growing up. I guess I’ve had a few too many myself.” 
 
    “No problem,” I laughed again. “I’ve had worse…” Then I looked at him. “Let’s talk. Want a drink? I’ve got some good whiskey choices.” 
 
    “Sure, why not?” he said. We walked into the kitchen. He took a seat at a high-top stool next to the kitchen bar. 
 
    Before I could even get the bottles down, he apologized. “Sorry about this. Really am. Didn’t mean to intrude on your family like this.” He shuffled a little, trying to get this out. “And just so you know. We didn’t sleep together or anything. Never even left the bar.” 
 
    “It’s ok,” I assured him, pouring a generous amount of Jameson into a tumbler for each of us. “We do indeed have an arrangement. She needs… what’s the word… more… more than I can provide, at least. So, she goes out and gets what she needs.” I shrugged. 
 
    “Tough to sit home and wait, isn’t it?” He said, clicking our glasses for the traditional toast. Thanks. 
 
    “Sometimes… But I’m used to it now. She’s been playing pretty actively on her own for the last six months or so. I just want her to be safe.” 
 
    “You never have to worry about me, Cameron. I’m not interested in getting married, taking her away from you, or hurting her. Just got divorced last year. I do not want to go another round… not for a long time… and certainly not with another man’s wife.” He looked over at her, lying peacefully on the loveseat. “Though she is a beauty, isn’t she?” 
 
    “Inside and out,” I assured him. “Been the love of my life since we met in college. Maybe things did not turn out exactly as we originally planned, but life is like that, no?” 
 
    “You know it. Two years ago, my wife met some guy on a business trip. They had an affair for almost a year, I guess. Came home one day and said she was leaving. Took the kids. They live in Des Moines now.” 
 
    “Ouch… no kidding, change of plans. That must have hurt.” 
 
    “Like you, I guess. I’m used to it now. Miss the kids, though. I drive up to see them every other month, but now… they’re in middle school… I think they see me as more a visitor than their father. A nuisance that has to be tolerated. They come home every few months, couple weeks in the summer. Fred is more their father now than me. My oldest daughter told me they were going to get married in a few months.” 
 
    “Tough…” I commiserated with him. It must have been hard. I could not imagine having my kids ripped away from me like that. We both took another swig of the whiskey. 
 
    “So you go to the T-Bar for some female company?” I said, trying to change the subject. 
 
    “Not really… Haven’t been out on a date in quite a while. I work for First National here in town. We had an event at Tomasino’s next door. Some of us guys were closing out the night with a drink at the T-Bar when I ran into your red-headed lovely. She was so gorgeous… hard to resist.. And so friendly… and available…” Suddenly stopping, he turned his head away, face red with embarrassment. “Shit… sorry, man… I keep forgetting she’s your wife.” 
 
    “No, you’re right. She is hard to resist… And you had her right. She was there to get laid.” My light laughter and clear understanding settled his nervousness. “In fact, the whole thing started at the T-Bar… gotta be a year ago now… time flies, doesn’t it?” Then I gave him the short version of the two guys that fondled her at the bar. The reawakening of our sex life. Her growing needs. And me setting her free to go on her own. 
 
    “Jesus… hell of a story. You some kind of saint, I think. Not sure I could have done that… let her go on her own…” 
 
    “At the time… it seemed like my only alternative. Letting her play or divorce. No chance she was going to give it up. And I didn’t want to deprive my kids of the family they know. So…” 
 
    “I get it. Still tough…” He stopped a moment, as if suddenly making a connection. “I can’t believe it. You’re Brewster? Cameron Brewster… of Brewster Systems?” 
 
    “That’s me…” 
 
    “I work in IT as well. Manage Systems Implementation at First National.” He pulled out his wallet, gave me a business card. “The way you managed that glitch last year… shit… a miracle! Should be a case study for business school,” he laughed. 
 
    Abruptly, we were off on tech-speak. Why he was there and the time of night long forgotten. I explained what happened when a new release had a glitch that made our accounting software vulnerable to attack, how we responded. Even worked in how I let Brynn go on her own for the first time when I was too busy during the crisis. 
 
    Jake was indeed an IT guy, very knowledgeable. Understood everything I said. Turns out, he went to the University of Pittsburgh on a football scholarship, got his degree in Computer Science while playing, then moved here to work for First National. Been at the Bank ever since, now a Senior Vice President, managing over 400 staff. 
 
    We did not lose the irony of our situation. Here we were, at 1 in the morning, talking away like old friends, while my wife… and his want-to-be sex partner… laid asleep on the loveseat only a few feet away. 
 
    Three drinks later, we were both getting more than tipsy and not a little tired. It was past 2. I told him we have a guest room. He was welcome to stay. We could continue our discussion in the morning. He took me up on the offer. We both sent emails telling our offices we would not be in the next day. 
 
    It took both of us to get Brynn up to our bedroom. I directed him to the guest room, the bathroom connected, and went back to sleep with Brynn. 
 
    And just like that, Jake Newman became my partner in crime for Brynn, and would eventually become one of our closest personal friends. Life takes some weird turns, doesn’t it?

  

 
   
    8 / Watching 
 
    I woke up the next morning with the alarm, having a moment of panic. Brynn was not next to me. I wondered if she was in with Jake… while the kids were still home! But soon, noise from the kitchen down below told me where she was. I went into the kids’ rooms, got them roused for school. The door to the guest room remained shut. I hoped the noise didn’t wake him. 
 
    “Hey there…” I said as I walked into the kitchen, handing her a bottle of Motrin. “How’s your head?” She dressed in her normal bathrobe, getting ready to brew some coffee. She brushed her hair back. I had almost forgotten how beautiful she was in the morning, though the signs of exhaustion were already showing, with her gaunt face and darkening eyes. 
 
    “Pounding…” she complained, holding the side of her head. “I can’t believe I drank that much. Some guy kept buying me wine. You know how that gets to me quickly. By the time I ran into Jake, I was already wasted,” taking the Motrin bottle out of my hand. 
 
    I looked around to make sure the kids did not hear, whispered to her. “Speaking of which… your friend… Jake… is still here. I put him upstairs in the guest room.” 
 
    The shocked look on her face told me of her surprise. “He stayed?” 
 
    “We actually talked deep into the night and had a few ourselves. By the end, we were both so drunk, I asked him to stay. Didn’t want him driving in his condition.” 
 
    She seemed anxious, worried about a confrontation. I wrapped my arms around her. “Don’t worry, my love. He knows all about you… and our arrangement. I’m good… ok?” 
 
    Her shoulders slumped, a little shame in her body language. “I’m sorry, Cam. Didn’t mean to throw it in your face like this. I kind of remember coming home, but it’s all fuzzy. He brought me here, right?” 
 
    I kissed her, trying to reassure. “It’s ok. Don’t worry. He’s a good guy. I trust him, despite the circumstances. We’ll be fine… How about helping get the kids off to the bus and I’ll fix something to eat?” 
 
    She nodded agreement, heading upstairs to get them going. The house became a flurry of activity as chattering kids got their stuff together, wolfed the food I gave them, and ran out when the bus arrived. 
 
    A few moments later, Brynn walked back into the kitchen wearing the transparent robe she liked to use when we played. 
 
    “Head not hurting that much, I see…” My chuckle letting her know this did not upset me. I couldn’t explain what it was, but I was very comfortable with Jake. Did not feel threatened or jealous. Our long conversation the previous night had removed all my qualms about him. And I knew what she wanted. Had watched her many times already. Why not him? I thought to myself. 
 
    “Would you mind? Thought you might like to watch. We haven’t done that in a long time. You used to like it.” 
 
    “Still do… Let’s let him sleep. Maybe in the back of my mind, I was thinking about this eventual outcome, anyway. We both sent emails. We would not be in the office today.” 
 
    “You didn’t…” The look on her face told me of her growing wetness below. She had missed her fix last night. Having that enormous man sleeping upstairs was all she needed to know. 
 
    “I did. Let’s see how it goes…” 
 
    Just as I said that, we heard a noise upstairs, an opening door. Brynn nervously moved around to the other side of the kitchen island. The outfit was still transparent, so he would only see her top. I could only chuckle. Even with all she had done with so many men, it still embarrassed her to be nude around this guy? Well… maybe that wasn’t really it. Maybe she was nervous about his reaction. She was making a bold assumption that Jake would be interested in playing. That outfit an open invitation. If he declined, she would be very embarrassed at standing naked in front of him. 
 
    Soon, down he came, still in the clothes he wore last night. “Good morning,” I said. “Want some coffee?” 
 
    “Sure…” he said, halting. He could not take his eyes off Brynn standing there, her outfit showing her luscious breasts and nipples so clearly. “Nice outfit,” he chuckled. 
 
    “My wife is shameless,” I laughed. “Thinks you might still be interested.” 
 
    Surprise painted his face. But my shock was Brynn. Her own face turned deep pink at my comment. 
 
    “Today?” Jake said, his own shock coming through. 
 
    “We used to play together most of the time,” I reassured him. “I like to watch… If you are interested, we could do something. If not, that’s ok. She understands, don’t you, Brynn?” 
 
    She nodded, then walked around next to Jake, her nearly nude frame now pressed against him. “We didn’t get a chance last night. And I wanted to thank you for getting me home safely last night. A perfect gentleman…” The smile on her face told us both she was no longer interested in his being a gentleman. 
 
    He looked up at me, but I was laughing so loud he could only smile. “As I said… shameless,” I said, in between laughing spurts. “And just so you know, it’s ok with me. I’d like to watch, maybe take part, if you agree. But that is not required.” 
 
    “Did a threesome at Pitt one time… a cheerleader. Fun. If it’s ok with you, then I’m game.” 
 
    Brynn squealed with those words. She turned toward me, pulling the robe over her shoulders. “Ready to watch me play, my love?” 
 
    I could only nod as I gazed at her sudden nudity. “Hey, babe. Better get around and close some curtains if you’re going to dress like that.” 
 
    She nodded, walking around to close every curtain, no apparent concern for her state of undress being displayed to the neighbors. When done, she returned to Jake. “Hey, big guy. Want to eat or play?” 
 
    “Do those have to be a choice? I’m hungry. Let’s eat, then play. Work for both of you?” 
 
    Nods all around greeted his suggestion. I turned back to the stove, pulling more eggs out of the carton. Still nude, Brynn walked to the cabinet for dishes and silverware. I guess she planned to stay nude the whole time. 
 
    The next hour, when we could keep our eyes off her nipples, which were hard as pebbles through most of the meal, we talked about his job, Brewster Systems, her playing. The way he had brought her home, and the conversation afterward, created a welcoming environment for him. Jake had become a participant in our perverted little world. And seemed completely comfortable with it. 
 
    When done eating, I spoke up. “Why don’t you two go up to the guest room and get comfortable. I’ll clean up here and join you shortly.” I looked at him, the concern on his face almost sweet. “It’s ok, Jake. You are free to do whatever you like. She’s ready, don’t you think?” 
 
    That removed his uncertainty. He walked around the table, picked her up in his enormous arms, carried her to what all of us would soon consider as ‘his’ room. I wasn’t comfortable with her playing in our marital bed. Just didn’t seem right. The guest room would do. Funny, I was already thinking about the next time. The room was plenty big for a king bed. We would need to get one to accommodate his size on any regular basis. 
 
    I cleaned the table, rinsed the dishes, placing them in the dishwasher, and got a bottle of water. I could already hear them going at it. They could probably hear her moans and his loud grunts down the block. I chuckled to myself. 
 
    Unexpectedly, I became nervous about going upstairs. She had played by herself for so long now; I felt almost like an intruder on her action. Silly, I know. Especially with my growing friendship with Jake. Truth is, nothing could keep me from seeing this guy take it to Brynn. Nothing! 
 
    I pulled a couple more waters out of the frig, making my way quietly up the stairs. I wondered whether they would close the door behind them. Happily, the door was open. She had even gone into our bedroom, pulling out a chair, placing it at the corner of the bed. She wanted me to be there! 
 
    Brynn was on top of him, using his rod in her sex, moaning with each plunge. I had to stop at the shock of what I saw. This had to be the largest cock I had ever seen. At least 9 inches long, and thick as her forearm, she would move up the entire shaft, then slowly drop herself. With each pass down, the pleasure made her tremble as groans, whimpers, moans, and gasps came out of her throat. My cock stuck out of my gym shorts. She was going wild on this magnificent man-meat. 
 
    And Jake wasn’t far behind. His own groans were as loud as hers as she milked him, pulling every bit of pleasure she could. He pulled her down to him, their lips sealing the passion that had been building so strongly. 
 
    Again, I didn’t understand yet, but that hard mix of arousal and anxious jealousy that had always been a part of my ‘watching’ experience was totally absent. Only pure arousal survived. This left me able to enjoy the visual and worship the sheer joy she was feeling. All the angst of the past gone. 
 
    The uncomfortable constriction from my shorts was too much for my raging rod. I pulled the shorts off, stroking my cock as I watched. 
 
    Brynn saw the movement lifting off her embrace. “Come over here, my love. I want to feel you inside me.” I tore my t-shirt off, scrambled up the bed, on my knees, as she took me fully down her throat. When had she learned to do that? I thought. Then she was right back at our new friend. This time with my cock joining in the pleasure. 
 
    Now my Brynn was back in her element. Full of cock and loving it. She groaned as she took me deeper, thrusting her hip to encase his massive rod down her sleeve. The moaning didn’t stop until I saw her shaking, feeling the power of the release grow inside her. Her lips suddenly pulled off my cock as she cried out with the sensation, ‘fuck.’ ‘oh god.’ Her tremble slowed, and she was right back at my cock. 
 
    Unexpectedly, truth hit me. This WAS the new Brynn… the Hotwife Brynn that had taken control of my loving wife since we started playing with outsiders, coming to full flower over the last six months. It wasn’t just that she came so hard. I expected that with a log like Jake’s doing its damage. No, it was the release and then eagerness to get right back to it. She wanted more and knew how to get it! Hotwife Brynn was just getting started! 
 
    And her men delivered. All morning, Jake and I shared my beloved wife. He was way too big to go in behind, but I wasn’t. We did her favorite double penetration twice, with Jake on his back and me in from behind. 
 
    But that was just in the bed. He hammered her across the back of the sofa while I fixed lunch. I took her on hands and knees while she tried to get him down her throat. That turned out to be harder than she thought. The combination of length and girth being too much of an obstacle. We took turns fucking her while standing with her knees pressed against the bed, her head on the sheets, screaming with each plunge. 
 
    We showered, scrubbing her with sponges and shower gel, until I stepped out, allowing him to hammer into her as the water smothered her cries of release, echoing in the shower. 
 
    Her orgasms came frequently. I do not know how many times she came, but we buried four loads each into her before I forced us to clean up in midafternoon. The kids came off the bus at 4. 
 
    Before he left, we all exchanged cell phone numbers. And that started one of the most torrid periods of our outside play. For the next few months, Brynn stopped heading to bars for her solo fix. We went together. To Jake’s place. The guy was some kind of machine. He got it up frequently, lasted a long time, and seemed to have an insatiable appetite, just like my Brynn. 
 
    There were times I had to take a break, sitting on the side while they went at it. Watching her in full slut mode was a wonder, a beautiful expression of what she was feeling inside. And she wanted to feel this a lot! 
 
    By the end of the third month of playing with Jake, I gave them permission to go without me. I was wearing out. They took advantage a lot at first, but soon he was wearing out as well. The pace of 2-3 times a week fell to twice, then once. 
 
    Much of this was because of his arrival as a close friend for us both, outside of the bedroom. We both started going out to get drinks with him after work. His role as an IT decision maker meant lots of tech firms gave him tickets to local events. He would take me to the sporting events, Brynn to the concerts and museums. He was at our house so often for Sunday lunch and weeknight dinners the kids started calling him Uncle Jake. And they loved him, and he them. 
 
    At first, I thought this was going to be enough. That the addition of Jake as a regular player would be enough for Hotwife Brynn. It wasn’t. We were about to enter a period that tested everything we were and nearly cost Brynn her life.

  

 
   
    9 / Flying Too Close 
 
    According to Greek legend, Icarus attempted to escape the island of Crete by creating a pair of wings made from wax and feathers. His father warned him not to fly too high, less the sun melt the wax. Alas, Icarus did not follow his advice, so enthralled was he with the power of flight. This is where the saying ‘don’t fly too close to the sun’ originated, describing the hubris of humanity not to pay attention to limitations, despite multiple warnings along the way. 
 
    Brynn and I discovered our own version of hubris as the football team faded into memory and Jake was slowing. It’s not that neither of us made love to her. She just needed more. Our slowing from multiple times a week meant she wasn’t getting what Hotwife Brynn demanded. 
 
    By this time, she had been in full outside mode for a year, totally enthralled with the joy of multi-orgasmic bliss. The time with Jake was good, but she wanted multiple cocks offering extra opportunities to feel the pleasure she craved. And she wanted increasingly more of that. There did not appear to be a limit to her need. 
 
    She still hit the T-Bar occasionally, but only when a group thing could not be setup, or Jake not available. I had long ago stopped making the arrangements. Frankly, I wasn’t sure how she did them, but they came with fair regularity. 
 
    She was so deep into her outside play that all other considerations broke down. She gave up all her charity work, most of the volunteer stuff at the schools, attending business functions as my wife, and even regular motherly duties around the house. As far as the kids were concerned, their mother simply vanished. She still lived there, but seldom paid attention to them and never was available for an activity. She wanted nothing to do with it, if cock was not involved. 
 
    Selfishly, this focus on outside play also slowed, and eventually stopped, our own celebration when she came home. After taking on three or four guys for several hours, she was clearly too tired to do it again at 2 AM. We seldom even spoke about it afterwards. I even stopped waiting up for her. She would come home and collapse in bed. 
 
    You can imagine that our relationship was struggling. Love life almost nonexistent. Even with Jake’s encouragement to stay at home, and the threesomes with that handsome rod, she wanted more. Needed to feel the release of multiple strange cocks. 
 
    She still refused to stay the night with her new cocks. I guess there was that. She knew that would be the final straw for me. But it was the physical toll that finally brought down Hotwife Brynn. 
 
    For nearly nine months, she had been going out at least two nights a week, many weeks more often, picking up new partners in singles, doubles, and multi-player groups. This, combined with the strenuous activities of each session, meant her health was deteriorating fast, from simple exhaustion. I tried to talk to her about it, but she would accept nothing that interfered with the flow of skin. 
 
    Jake called me one day, asking me what was going on with her. She seemed tired, used up. They had gotten together on a day off. She could barely hold her head up, he said. She was so tired. I told him about the outside play and how she would come home multiple times a week, used up and exhausted. He warned me that this was getting out of hand. Wondered if we should try to put a stop to it. 
 
    No, I told him. She needed to find her own bottom. If we tried to force it on her, she would not accept our decision and eventually rebel, going without our permission. She had to find her own way back. I sure hope you’re right, Jake said. He worried it looked like she was trying to commit a slow suicide. 
 
    I suspected there was some truth to what he said, but knew I was right about the choice facing her… and us. Hotwife Brynn was in control, so deep in the need, nothing was going to stop it, but her mind. Like that alcoholic uncle that everyone wants to ‘help’. None is possible for someone who does not want that help. Brynn was certainly in that category. A hard landing was coming. Both Jake and I knew it. But there was little to be done at this stage. We had to wait it out. 
 
      
 
    * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * 
 
      
 
    A few months later… a full year had gone by of active solo outside play. I hardly knew who she was anymore. But her body finally told her enough was enough. She caught a cold that turned into pneumonia. Her body was just too weak to fight it off. When she went to our family physician, her appearance shocked the doctor. She had lost a significant amount of weight and looked gaunt, with heavy bags under her eyes. The heroin analogy I used to describe her addiction seemed to become more appropriate with each passing month. 
 
    None of my or Jake’s efforts to dissuade her had been successful, but she finally listened to the doctor, who was so shocked at her deterioration, she admitted Brynn to the hospital that day and ran a battery of tests to see if Brynn had some disease causing the problem. 
 
    Naturally, the doctor did not suspect she was having sex with a half-dozen or more different men every week and had maintained that pace for months. I could hardly believe it myself! Brynn was almost frantic to get back out there. Even asked me to sneak a dildo into the hospital. I refused. I believed there was only one treatment for her actual disease: cold turkey. 
 
    When I look back at this period, it is a wonder she got off so lightly with a curable version of pneumonia. The STDs and wicked men so often involved in these activities could have made this outcome so much worse. 
 
    As it was, the pneumonia forced a halt long enough for her to break the cycle. She had deteriorated so much that she simply could not physically continue. A week in the hospital extended into another week in a lighter recovery facility, like those used by hip patients or the elderly, and then home for another week. She had a pneumonia relapse in the 3rd week of her treatment, sending her back to the doctor and another round of antibiotics. 
 
    In the meantime, without the flow of cock to keep her mind occupied, and too weak to pursue it, the contact with our kids and the attention of Jake and I began a slow process of reorientation. The need for more skin lost its iron grip on her heart. 
 
    During this rehab period, Jake would visit her in the hospital, recovery center, and home at least once a week, but I asked him not to make love to her. She needed to find a new equilibrium that did not include sex… at least for a while. He agreed. 
 
    This was when I really started to respect and love this man as our friend. He had made love to Brynn a lot. Many times without me present. A lesser man would have insisted on his continuing to have open access. But he didn’t. He cared for her very much. Knew she needed the break. The three of us went out to dinner several times during her rehab period. He did not request or even admit they had ever had sex. We were just three friends having dinner. I think this brought her around. She now knew there was life after Hotwife Brynn. 
 
    The doctor finally declared her cured of the pneumonia, and free to resume her life. Brynn did not go straight back out the next weekend, as I feared she would. We went to a movie as a family and out for ice cream afterward. This was the first time we had a real weekend family activity (with mom) for a year. 
 
    It broke my heart to see the kids so focused on their mother, who had been missing in action for such a long time, while still living in the same house. They never understood why she had stopped paying attention to them. And she couldn’t explain that she had become so engrossed in her next cock that the kids had fallen completely out of her mind. It was quite sad. 
 
    That Saturday night, at the end of the fourth week, I got the kids to bed. After a year of active care, I had become quite the Mr. Mom. Afterward, I came downstairs to find Brynn in a very slinky outfit I had not seen before. It left little to the imagination. Even with her health-issues of late, Brynn was still a gorgeous woman. Now, with four weeks of normal food and reasonable sleep, her face was filling out again and the dark circles under her eyes had become less noticeable. 
 
    “Hey, babe. Liking that outfit,” I said. 
 
    “I’m glad. I put it on for you.” She patted the sofa in the family room, inviting me to sit close to her. 
 
    “Just for me?” I asked, surprised at her loving tone. 
 
    “So surprising? I haven’t been out to play for weeks, even with Jake.” 
 
    “I guess that is a surprise… for me, at least,” I told her. “I was so afraid you would go back out the door as soon as the doctor released you.” 
 
    “Cam, that’s what we need to talk about. I want to apologize for the way it was. You warned me this would happen and told me you would wait. I’m glad you did, and in that sense, I am glad I got sick. I needed to move away from that stuff… to reset. I can’t explain why… the need had a powerful grip on me.” 
 
    I chuckled a little. “I have been using a heroin analogy myself.” 
 
    She stroked my leg, chuckling along. “Guess that fits… it definitely strung me out.” 
 
    “What about now? Something changed?” I asked. 
 
    “Yes. Something very fundamental. I still want to do it… have outside play. But the need has changed… not like it was. I won’t be neglecting my family anymore. Or you. If we find some time to get together with Jake, or put a group thing together… great. If not, I’m good with that too. It took practically coughing my lungs out to do it, but the fever broke. And I’m glad. I’ve missed those kids… and you.” 
 
    “And they have missed you. Did you see how they were all over you at the movie and getting ice cream. They so missed their mother.” 
 
    “And you? Did you miss their mother?” 
 
    “More than I can say. I missed you most of all. For them… it was all a mystery. One moment you were with them all the time; the next… you still lived in the house, but you weren’t there any longer. You know what I mean. I knew the reason. Somehow… knowing that made it harder. Being abandoned for a bunch of strange cocks was a hard lesson for me.” 
 
    Tears came into her eyes, obviously feeling regrets from her actions over the last year. “I can’t explain it, my love. I just had to have them. They consumed me. Now… and I can’t explain that either… whatever THAT was… it’s gone. I just don’t feel it.” 
 
    “I’m glad. My own cock has missed you most of all.” I giggled, stroking her leg, moving up her torso to her breasts, gently rolling her nipple between my thumb and forefinger. “You have always been the love of my life, Brynn Brewster. Nothing changed about that. Nothing WILL ever change about that. I just wanted you to come home to me… to us.” 
 
    She went down on her knees, burying her face in my chest. “Will you forgive me? Can we ever get back to where we were? I so want to.” 
 
    “That’s easy. Yes, forgiven. Put that out of your mind. I told you this would happen. It HAD to go this way, eventually. I knew it would. Remember my Susie Nickels story? She had to experience the life she wanted for herself. After that, she could be a better mother. Now days, the kids all worship her, brag about what she did.” I chuckled a little. “Though… I don’t think our kids will brag about this.” I gave her a leering look that started her laughing. I couldn’t hold the laugh in either. This got us both going. 
 
    Once we calmed down, I held her head in my hands, kissing her gently on the lips. “Brynn Brewster, I call you my beloved for a reason. You are stuck with me for a long time. I love you to my very soul. Nothing has changed about that. You are welcome to rejoin our family as soon as you are ready.” 
 
    She looked at me. “I’m ready now. Let’s go upstairs. You have something I need to become reacquainted with.”

  

 
   
    10 / A Threesome 
 
    We made love twice that Saturday night, seeming to seal our reunion into a more permanent state, yet the fear of moving forward haunted me. The next day, we were out and about with family activities. The kids once again loved the return of the mother they used to know. 
 
    Tuesday night, we went out to dinner with Jake. The change shocked him. The combination of rest and food had done the trick. The glory of her beauty shone brightly as the luster of her eyes, and sheen of her hair, had both rebounded dramatically. In some ways, this was new for him. He had not met her until she was deep into her Hotwife Brynn period. 
 
    We had a great time. Clearly, the love and warmth the three of us shared during that time was not a product of her addiction. It was much deeper. 
 
    Near the end of the meal, Brynn leaned over, stroking his arm. “You still interested in playing with us?” she asked. 
 
    “Only if you’re ready,” Jake replied. “You went pretty deep, Brynn. Should we give it more time to settle in… to recover?” 
 
    “If you want…” she said, seeming to accept this judgment as reasonable. 
 
    I could tell that was not what she wanted. “Are you ready?” I asked her. 
 
    “Not for group play… probably be awhile for that. But for you two… my men…” she chuckled. “Yes. I think I’m ready. Maybe this weekend? We can go to Jake’s place and see what comes up. You guys interested?” 
 
    Jake and I shared a look of concern. Yet, we both nodded yes. I agreed, actually. She was ready. 
 
    “Sounds like a plan,” I said. “Work for you, Jake?” 
 
    “I’ll see you there, 7 o’clock. I can guarantee something that will come up very hard.” 
 
    Brynn’s eyes sparkled. “Looking forward to lots of hardness that night.” 
 
    On the way home, I asked. “Are you sure? I would hate to start the cycle all over again.” 
 
    “Funny how sure I am, isn’t it?” She laughed. “Hard to explain, but the need is not there any longer. I still have desire, for sure… I’m sorry, my love… not telling it very well… My desire is still there. We have made love multiple times since my recovery. I have loved the touch, and the orgasms. But the frantic NEED is gone. With your junky analogy, I no longer believe one taste of the drug will send me into a tailspin. Just not like that any longer. I guess cold turkey was the right answer after all.” 
 
    “Glad to hear it. We’ll see Saturday night, won’t we? If anything can, Jake’s tool definitely could cause a relapse. Why don’t you find a babysitter that can stay the night. That will give us a chance to play as long as we like.” 
 
    She giggled softly. “That is a fine instrument, for sure… I’ll see if Sally is available. She has done several overnights for us.” 
 
    “Speaking of Jake,” I asked. “During your playing days, I gave you open permission to have him whenever you wanted. Do you want to continue that?” 
 
    “Maybe someday… but not now. Let’s see how things go on Saturday night. You like him too, don’t you?” 
 
    “Well… not the way you do… As a friend, very much. Not sure I want to suck his dick soon.” 
 
    That joke got her laughing. “Don’t be silly, that’s not what I meant, though I would not mind if you did. Might be kind of hot to share him with you. What I meant was the open access. No one else has earned that right. Clearly a violation of your Rule #2, isn’t it? He’s definitely my lover now. More than Claudio ever was. Why is he so different in your mind? It has to be because you love and trust him yourself.” 
 
    “Yes… I do trust him. He just has a way about him. Calm and sensible. Puts me at ease. He was the first guy I genuinely felt would not try to take you from me.” 
 
    “How do you know that? We made love a lot, Cam. He would occasionally come over on his lunch break. Or when you were out of town on business. Wanted me a lot…” Her grin suddenly turned down. I could tell. She was having another round of shame for things she had done. “… and I wanted him.” 
 
    “I know,” I laughed. “Guess you didn’t know he sent me a text after every one of those, telling me how much fun he had and what you did.” Her surprise look told me she didn’t know. “Truthfully, it’s not any one thing. More the accumulation. He took care of you when you needed it, supported us, and, frankly… maybe the most important sign… the way the kids have taken to him. Hard to be a phony around them. They pick up all the subtle signals on an emotional level, reacting automatically. I’ve seen those reactions now many times. He has earned their trust. And mine.” 
 
    Then I looked at her, suddenly wondering if there was a point here. “Should I worry about him? Have you become more attached to him… than I would like?” 
 
    “No, silly… nothing like that. Just curious why he was an exception to so many of your rules. If the kids weren’t home, you wouldn’t even mind me spending the night with him, would you?” 
 
    “That is true. Hard to explain. He and I seem to understand each other. Just wish I had met him years earlier. He’s quickly becoming my closest friend.” 
 
    “I’m glad,” Brynn said, putting her hand on my shoulder as we turned down our street. “I like him too. And no, you do not need to worry. He is becoming my best friend too. Besides, why should I leave you for him, when I can have his cock any time I want and still have the love of my life at the same time?” 
 
    That made me laugh as the garage door opened, pulling in. “Good point. If you are comfortable, I still give you open permission to be with him. Kind of hot thinking about it, actually.” I grabbed her hand, pressing it against my already rock hard shaft. “Watching you two is probably the hottest thing I have ever seen.” 
 
    “Good. Let’s go to bed. You can show me just how hot. Maybe I’ll tell you a story about the time he taught me how to take him all the way down my throat.” 
 
    My eyes grew wide, quickly closing the garage door as we went into the house. “I would love that…” 
 
      
 
    * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * 
 
      
 
    Several times that week, Jake and I shared text messages about the weekend. What to do? How to handle her if she falls back into her mode too quickly? We agreed just to keep an eye out. 
 
    Even so, I struggled. The memory of that night after dinner… the story of his ‘lessons’ while we made love… just set me on fire. We made it several times that night. She never went over the edge as she routinely did during Hotwife Brynn, frantically demanding we do it more and more. Yet… can you ever trust an addict? 
 
    Sure, she says the broken fever will not return, but what could restart it? Does our heroin analogy play through that as well… one hit and she’s back into it? She says no, but scenarios kept flowing through me. Would another group round do it? Or if we went off to the T-Bar for a go? Or even Jake and the approaching Saturday? 
 
    Now my mind moved into ‘hard truth’ territory. And it became ugly for me, full of guilt. Why was I even considering it at all? Why was I playing with such incendiary material? The price we paid the last time was so high. Is it worth even bringing up? 
 
    That was when I came to accept a large share of the blame. I was the one that encouraged her to do it in the first place. I was the one that talked her into taking the next step with that blow job at Callahan’s. I was the one that got so turned on when those guys molested her. Indeed, there was lots of blame to go around. 
 
    But watching her take on an entire group was a mesmerizing experience. Those football players? I would get hard as stone when I thought about her continuous cumming as one after the other did their train thing. And that guy eating the cum? Shit… My heart raced just with the memory of her exploding off the bed with that climax. I had never seen a woman cum so hard. 
 
    All the signals were there for a complete recovery as the Saturday with Jake approached. Most of them were subtle, but powerful. The anxious choosing of outfits never happened. As was the almost frantic discussion of planning every detail. We hardly spoke about it at all. Brynn had fallen back into her former life so swiftly, all she could talk about was the planned charity event for KidCare, the home for abandoned children, coming in three weeks. 
 
    But she was interested in the play. All week, she touched me constantly, cuddled close at night, made love to me several times as we went to bed, and she curiously texted me during the day about everyday things… something she seldom did before. Maintaining contact seemed a major priority. 
 
    For Saturday, she didn’t even dress up, though Brynn was so beautiful she could rock a potato sack! The mid-June temperatures had climbed into the upper 80s. This brought the return of shorts and tank tops. For this night, she brought out a short skirt to mid-thigh, a tank top that hugged her breasts, without a bra, of course, and a pair of sandals. 
 
    When I put our overnight bag in the trunk, she came up, pressing her body against me. “Ready to play?” 
 
    I wrapped my arms around, grabbing her ass playfully. No panties either… “Of course. Should be fun.” 
 
    We chatted about everyday things all the way there, but as soon as we walked into his apartment, her clothes were on the floor next to the front door and we seldom got out of bed the entire night. The action was the same… multiple positions and double penetrations. She screamed her orgasms. Jake and I came 3-4 times ourselves. 
 
    The difference was the in-between. We laid in bed a lot, just talking. She would alternate cuddling against her ‘men’, as she now described us. Or drape her legs over us both, leaving her sex fully exposed, as we laid on our sides, her in the center. The feelings had grown very strong for all of us. 
 
    At one point, Brynn had me on my back, sucking away. She had been exchanging glances with Jake. He abruptly came up and started sharing my cock with her, long strokes with his tongue as they lathered both sides of my rod. It did not take long. He took me fully down his throat. All I could do was stare at him… as I exploded down his throat, offering no objections. 
 
    This turned out to be a one-off. He never explained it or did it again. I also never returned the favor. I loved the guy. Not ready to go that far yet… 
 
    I woke the next morning with Brynn’s head and chest draped against my own. Her legs were across his. We had been in a position much like this most of the night. 
 
    Shouldn’t I be feeling jealous? When they kissed… When they touched… My wife was clearly in love with this guy! But I didn’t. It felt warm and comfortable. I loved him just as much. And he returned that emotion with everything he had. All our previous play… and his respectful concern during her recovery… had morphed into a menage of love that seemed to increase our individual status, rather than detract. That night, we became a true threesome. 
 
    She awoke with my face buried in her sex, lapping up every bit of cum that remained. Tasted pretty good, actually. Maybe I should try some cum stew in the future, I thought. Her hand immediately went to touch Jake. She pulled him to her mouth, their kiss growing more fervent as I attacked her clit, driving my tongue deep into her opening. 
 
    I tapped her leg. By this time, she knew what that meant, shifting her body on top of Jake. The groan of pleasure as he entered her sent my heart soaring. Will I ever tire of that sound? I reached for the bottle of lube, pushing her down on his chest. She groaned again as I entered, feeling the pulse of her… and him… as I pushed myself forward. We had cum so often that night; I lasted a long time. My wife came and came, finally collapsing on top of Jake as we both released inside her. 
 
    We went out for an early breakfast that day, finally getting home before noon. And that only because the babysitter had some place to go. We would have spent another day with him if we could. 
 
    That night made Jake a permanent part of our relationship. A part that would last most of our lives. For the next few years, even after he got married again three years later, we remained an active threesome. After his marriage, though, the sex part tapered off to only occasionally. He became more of a brother. His new wife was not as open about playing. Oh well…

  

 
   
    11 / A New World 
 
    It was amazing how easily Brynn stepped back into the role of ‘dutiful wife’. She told people she had some health issues, that those were now past, and she was ready to resume her efforts on behalf of whatever charity she preferred. There were all kinds of rumors about what happened, from drugs to cancer, but people are amazingly accepting of people that bring big checks with them. 
 
    Within a couple months, the kids were happy, and so was I. It was as if the last year had never happened. Our sex life had not returned to the fevered pitch of the early hotwife days, but it was so full of love, thoughtfulness, caring… and Jake, that I didn’t notice. 
 
    This settled my worry about outside play a little. Brynn continued to have orgasms, enjoyed them tremendously. Maybe… she really had burned the fever out. Besides, the sessions with Jake were plenty hot, though she still had not returned to the ‘open access’ with Jake. We only played together. Maybe this was all she needed. 
 
    Still, worry about the future was driving me. After another six months had passed, she gave hints she would like to try a group thing again… like the original three guys and their triple-tap. I needed to be ready. But first, I needed some advice. 
 
    My next stop was our friend, Sarra, formally of Brad & Sarra Weber. She had gotten involved in her own version of hotwifing when her husband talked her into doing what Brynn had done. Go out to a bar, pick up someone, have sex with them, and then come home to tell him about it. 
 
    Her reaction, though, was quite different. While Brynn became hooked on the flow of cock itself, needing one after the other, Sarra ended up falling in love with one guy she found. His name was Nick. Brad had reacted differently, as well. He kicked her out of the house, blocked her from seeing the kids, and called her every name he could conjure, from slut to tramp to whore. Even though it was his idea for her to do it. 
 
    Sounds terrible, and it was for their entire family, but Nick put Sarra up in an apartment. Sarra got a job to support herself, and now Brad has been making overtures for her to come back… as long as she dumps Nick. So far, that has not been a price Sarra will pay. 
 
    I decided that my next step would be to talk with Sarra about how she handled the situation. I sent her a text. 
 
    [Cameron]: Hey, Sarra. How’s it going? 
 
    [Sarra]: Cameron, what’s up? 
 
    [Cameron]: Wanted to see if we could have lunch next week. 
 
    [Sarra]: Lunch? You’ve never invited me to lunch before. 
 
    [Cameron]: Want to talk to you about a certain topic. 
 
    [Sarra]: And? 
 
    [Cameron]: About Brynn and hotwifing. 
 
    [Sarra]: Don’t talk her into it. 
 
    [Cameron]: Too late… looking for advice. 
 
    [Sarra]: Jesus, Cam. Tell me you didn’t! 
 
    [Cameron]: Best discussed in person. Open TUE? 
 
    [Sarra]: Ok. Meet at Wyatt’s Coffee, 62nd & Main. Know it? 
 
    [Cameron]: Y, see you noon. I will owe you. 
 
    Truth is, I was still uncertain what to say. I knew I was going to give her the whole truth, but what I really wanted to know was how to handle the future. Did she regret leaving Brad? How could I trust Brynn could play again and still come back to me? I knew she didn’t have any of those answers, but I was hoping for some guidance about where to look. 
 
    In the meantime, I started having long conversations with Brynn about her experiences. Not a re-telling of sessions, but of the feelings she was having and what drew her to the play so much. She was surprisingly candid. 
 
    At first, it was the hunt; she told me. The T-Bar guys were all like that. She liked to show off to me. She still had the looks to attract men. Her nipples would throb as she got closer to reeling them in, she told me. At first, the sex in the room was just a bonus. Didn’t I notice how often she looked my way, making sure I saw what she was doing? Of course, I did, was always my response. 
 
    Then the group sessions changed all that, starting with our threesome with Claudio. This took the play to a new level. She had strings of orgasms, with cum spraying all over her. She became addicted to what she was getting and to what she could give in return. 
 
    In one long discussion, she tried to explain how having all those cocks pleased her, especially the football player session. They kept pushing every erotic impulse she possessed. After that, she was hooked. 
 
    By the time she finished her description, I was ripping my clothes off… back to full Master mode… ordering her to lean over the back of the sofa. I ripped her pants down and took her hard right there. She screamed with her release, loving my aggressiveness. 
 
    But even then, there was something different about her response. She came hard, but I never felt the hunger that inevitably followed, like the old days. She enjoyed it and then let go. 
 
    She knew she was ready. And I agreed. It was time to reenter that world for a test run; I thought. 
 
    But first Sarra. I needed some real-world advice. I said nothing to Brynn about it. Wasn’t sure how to explain what vague idea I had for being there. I was hoping, since Sarra had been through the whole thing already, that she could give me an idea of how to proceed. 
 
      
 
    * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * 
 
      
 
    Wyatt’s Coffee was a famous story around town. I had met Wyatt once at a Chamber of Commerce luncheon years before. Coffee had obsessed Wyatt since high school. He inherited a little money from an uncle, he told me, and opened his first shop. He was only 20 years old. Now there were multiple stores around the city and he had recently hired a new guy to push that expansion faster. 
 
    I came to know him as a business associate a couple of years ago, when his wife, Nikki, chose our management software to allow Wyatt’s expanding to more stores. Since then, Wyatt & Nikki have become regular dinner partners at business affairs. Brynn and Nikki had become fast friends. She would always look for Nikki at an event, inviting them to sit at our table. 
 
    No one knows what he does to the coffee, but Brynn swears it is the best she has ever had. Not being a coffee drinker myself, I stuck with a bottle of water as I grabbed a table in the back. As always, the place was packed. 
 
    When Sarra came in, I almost didn’t recognize her. She had always been attractive, but now there was a glow about her. She wore her chestnut brown hair long, accenting her lovely face and deep brown eyes. She wore a sweater that accented her large breasts. She seemed to have lost a few pounds as well, though she was never heavy. 
 
    The Webers had become one of our closest friends when we moved to town so many years before. Sarra and Brynn had both joined a group of wives forming a playgroup for our then toddlers. Until Jake came along, the families of this playgroup remained our primary circle of friends. 
 
    We still do a lot of things together as couples and families, helping each other with occasional babysitting needs or emergencies, getting together on holidays. Sarra, of course, had dropped out of that circle when she and Brad split, but Brynn had remained in contact until she got so deep into Hotwife Brynn. 
 
    Sarra acknowledged where I was sitting and went up to order her coffee, coming over to the table when she finished. I stood to give her our usual friendly hug. 
 
    “Been a long time,” she said as she took a seat. 
 
    “You’re looking good. Seem happy.” 
 
    “Coming to terms with the new situation, I guess,” she chuckled softly. 
 
    “Brad still trying to get you to come home?” 
 
    “Not as much, though I get to see the kids now regularly. He has even been talking about a custody-sharing arrangement.” 
 
    “Taking care of three kids full-time more than he bargained for?” I laughed. 
 
    “I think so. It’s more than that, though. I think he understands now how big a mistake the whole fantasy thing was. He would like to restart, try to go back to where we were. Not sure that is possible anymore. I have changed too much to go back.” She looked at me with an accusatory look that presaged the conversation that was coming. 
 
    “Still insisting you leave Nick to come home?” 
 
    “Afraid so… I love Nick so much… THAT is not a price I will pay.” 
 
    “Tough choice ahead…” I said. She shrugged her shoulders, head slightly bent… yes, but what can you do? Her shrug told me. 
 
    “And what’s up with you?” Sarra asked. “Your note was kind of cryptic. Tell me you didn’t get Brynn to do the same thing?” 
 
    “It was not the same circumstance, but yes. We discovered the draw together through something that happened at the T-Bar. We got in deep. Caused some problems.” 
 
    “Ours happened over several months…” 
 
    “We know,” I confessed. “We saw one of your pickups.” I wanted to make sure she knew we could keep a secret. 
 
    “What do you mean?” 
 
    “We saw you leave with Nick at Rick’s Tavern long before the split. We sat in the back eating and saw the whole thing go down.” 
 
    “Why didn’t she say anything about it?”  
 
    “You obviously had something going on, agreeable to you both, so we didn’t want to interfere, or break a confidence.” She clearly wanted to know, so I told her the story of us sitting in the booth, watching her go to the bar by herself, Brad walking in 15 minutes later, but not joining her. How she brushed off several drink-buyers, clearly waiting for someone. Then Nick came in, hugging her familiarly, and she left with him, winking at Brad on the way out the door. “It was a real eye-opener for us. The T-Bar incident had happened only a couple weeks before that.” 
 
    “Tell me about the T-Bar…” she said. So, I told her about Brynn sitting at the bar, my going to the restroom to return with her surrounded by guys, how turned on I became… leaving off the part of me returning to the restroom to beat off, however… About how I hung back to watch, the arousal so surprising to me. Brynn ended up with too much to drink. “Sarra, two of the guys convinced her to go to a back booth where she allowed them to fondle her while I watched from across the room, finally rescuing her when I thought it would embarrass her afterwards. She drank enough. I thought she might not remember, but the next morning… Sarra, we had the best sex of our entire lives. So exciting as we both recalled what happened.” 
 
    “It is exciting, I know,” Sarra followed, “but something must have brought you to me.” 
 
    Our eyes broke as my head fell, the flush of embarrassment now flooding into me. I needed her to understand, to help us, so I gave her the abridged ‘what happened over the last year’ version of our story. She gasped a couple times when I went into more detail than she needed, but I gave her the entire tale. About Brynn really enjoying the pickup process and the sex that followed. How she loved becoming a hotwife as I watched. About how she enjoyed groups. How I stopped going with her and she got in so deep everything else fell away, even her family and friends. 
 
    “I wondered why she stopped calling me for lunch. Thought it might have been because of my telling the group about Brad and I splitting up.” 
 
    “No, not that. She dropped everyone. If there wasn’t a dick involved, she paid little attention… even to our kids. This went on for a year. Taking on so many guys really put a stress on her system, apparently. She literally broke down physically, catching a cold that she was too weak to fight off, ended up with pneumonia and a week in the hospital.”  
 
    Sarra covered her mouth with the shock. “Jesus, Cameron. Is she ok?” 
 
    “I am convinced her getting sick saved our family, and her. The lust had somehow taken her over, controlling her every action. I started comparing it to a heroin addiction. After the fever and the forced halt from the hospital stay, that deep need seems to have gone away. Lately, she is back to her old self again.” 
 
    “Where were you when all this was happening?” Sarra said, an edge of criticism in her tone. 
 
    “To my shame, I helped her at first, even arranged some of the group things. The watching so turned me on. It never occurred to me she was changing inside. When I noticed, I tried to slow things down, but… oh God, Sarra… by that time, she would hear nothing about stopping. I finally let her go completely. I told her she could go on her own, stopped going with her or planning for her. In my heroin analogy, I figured she had to hit rock bottom before anyone could help her. By the time she got sick, she was doing outside play at least twice a week, typically with groups. Luckily, she got sick before anything bad really happened.” 
 
    “Cameron… a terrible story. Can I call her? Or should this remain confidential?” 
 
    “No, not confidential. I will tell her we met when I get home tonight. Sarra, frankly, I’m looking for some advice. I have been getting indications from her she wants to play again. Nothing concrete, like an actual request, but she has begun talking about it again in our lovemaking. She really liked it; I can see that. But I am worried about reigniting the lust the way it became. Maybe… oh crap, who am I kidding. I want to see it again as much as she does. I’m just trying to figure out where to go from here. I don’t want to lose her again.” 
 
    “Not sure what to say, Cameron. Let me talk to Nick about it. Let’s have dinner soon and discuss the options. Nick has a lot more experience with this stuff than I do. He was my first hotwife experience, but he was an active bull for some years before me. He might know what to do.” 
 
    “I would like that.”

  

 
   
    12 / Sarra and Nick 
 
    When I got home that night, I told Brynn about the conversation with Sarra. It surprised her, but she was not angry. The next day, she called Sarra herself. According to Brynn, it was so good to tell someone else about what happened, about how she felt. Sarra was a superb listener and had shared many of the same emotions. 
 
    The next day, I also talked to Jake to see what he thought we should do. His concern was mainly for her health. Ok to play, he thought, but need to observe to make sure she does not go over the top again. I agreed. He even asked to be included if she did a group. He would love to see Brynn in action! I laughed at that, assuring him I would. 
 
    With all that in mind, a week later, Brynn and I were walking into a neighborhood place near Sarra’s apartment, to meet them for dinner. Nick Pappas was a genuinely nice guy. A salesman who lived in another city, coming to our town multiple times a year for clients. Since his relationship with Sarra began, he has been pursuing more clients in our area. His company has been asking if he would like to move here to expand their market share. Sarra and he were talking about it. 
 
    Nick was tall, mid six feet, though not a large man. Solid, with a muscular build, but thin and lanky. His olive skin and black, close cropped hair, highlighted by a closely trimmed beard, spoke of a Mediterranean heritage. With a name like Pappas, he had to be Greek; I laughed. He was clearly in love with Sarra, doted on her constantly, touching her with such respect and affection both Brynn and I came to like him instantly. 
 
    The food was good, but I hardly noticed. Sarra had told him about our conversation. Nick was telling about what they had gone through and were still experiencing. 
 
    “Brad had apparently been pushing Sarra to pick up someone for a long time,” Nick said. “Really turned him on to think about it. She finally agreed to try it out. They went to Rick’s several times without success until I came along.” He stared at Sarra with such passion, it was almost embarrassing. “Though how anyone at the bar could pass up this vision… a complete mystery.” Sarra was blushing, but we could both tell she loved this man just as much. 
 
    “That first time, I knew nothing about their arrangement, or even that Brad was watching us together, but it did not matter. I was smitten from the start. Her wedding ring was a bit of a challenge for me, but I had done some playing around before, so said nothing. I knew she would tell me the story when she was ready. After a couple of drinks, I asked her if she wanted to go back to my hotel and we have been together ever since.” 
 
    Sarra giggled a little as she reached out to touch his hand. “Thankfully, he didn’t notice me winking at Brad on our way out the door.” 
 
    Brynn was excited to hear the story up close. “So how long did this go on, the hotwife thing?” 
 
    Sarra and Nick looked at each other. Finally Sarra said, “over several months, 4-5 at least. Nick would come to town for sales calls and then send me a text when he would be available. After the first two or three, Brad became resistant. He knew something was not going the way he wanted. But he couldn’t say no. The desire to watch us leave the bar burned him with such a powerful arousal, and the sex when I got home was so great, he couldn’t say no. He actually told me he loved the feeling of the cum inside me when he took me afterward.” 
 
    She again looked at Nick, a wry grin on her face, “and it was exciting. Brad got so aroused when I got home, he went at me hard. I didn’t want to stop either. I had become a true hotwife. I got to like all the cumming, wanting it as much as he did.” 
 
    “What changed?” I asked. 
 
    Sarra giggled, looking again at Nick. “After our 3rd time, Nick found out I was not just cheating, but was there with the permission of my husband. That he really got aroused thinking about us together.” Nick shook his head, yes, that was right, “Nick played on it, sending texts to Brad from my phone, with pics of him entering me, the lower half of my face sucking on him, even sent a video of him taking me from behind, moaning loudly. Nothing showed my face or anything. This sent Brad over the top. He never wanted it to stop now. I came home that night, and he was an absolute animal… and I mean that positively,” she giggled. “I never wanted this to stop, either. I was getting so much sex, and having so many orgasms, I wanted this to go on forever.” 
 
    “Sounds like fun,” Brynn said. “Did something cause the break?” 
 
    “This went on for several visits. Then, Nick so rocked me one night, taking me over and over, while the pics and video just flowed to Brad. Nick wanted to do more, so sent a text to Brad asking him for permission to have me stay the night, that Brad could have me in the morning after he finished with me. Brad immediately said yes, thinking he would continue to get images of the play all night. But Nick didn’t do that. Once Brad gave permission, Nick cut him off completely.” 
 
    Sarra looked at Nick again, the memory of that night glowing inside her. “The rest of the night, it was all about us, and the love that was growing strong by this time. We made love over and over, but instead of the aggressive show for Brad, it was slow, gentle, passionate. Frankly, my interest in Brad never recovered from that night. Still, I got home mid-morning of the next day, physically wiped out, having slept little and my sex was raw from all the repeat entry.” 
 
    Tears formed as the memory of her fateful blow-up came back. “Brad had sent the kids away, expecting us to resume our after-play as we always had. But I was so tired and sore, I asked if we could put it off until later, not really understanding what that would mean to Brad. He just went wild, calling me names, yelling at me. I was fearful he would actually strike me. He’s never done that before. Instead, he ran downstairs, grabbing a suitcase, started throwing my clothes in it, yelling to get out. I helped him stuff shit in, grabbed the case, and ran. Luckily, Nick was still in town. When I showed up at his hotel room, suitcase in hand, he was shocked, to say the least.” 
 
    Sarra was now weeping softly as she spoke. The emotions of that moment were hard to hold off. Brynn reached out to touch her, sympathy for both their situations coming through her reach. 
 
    Nick placed his hand on her shoulder. “I was really shocked when she knocked on my door, but in one sense, relieved. She had rocked my world as well… love that phrase. I had gone along, a resolute and confirmed bachelor, doing some playing when I could, but I had been fretting all morning, wondering how I was going to live without her again. That night had taken us far from hotwifing for her cuckold deep in love territory. And we both knew it.” 
 
    “So, enough of the sad stuff,” Sarra said, wiping back the tears. You could tell the memory was strong, but she had moved on from the heartbreak. She looked at Brynn. “Let’s talk about you, you little slut. Really surprised me when I spoke with Cameron. How come you said nothing sexual to any of us before?” 
 
    Brynn began to speak, but I interrupted. “Let me answer that.” I then told them about Brett and college and the public shaming. “When she finally told me about what happened back then, we had already been playing for several weeks. Sorry, Brynn, didn’t mean to interrupt.” 
 
    Brynn smiled, a gentle chuckle on her breath, “I guess it was always in me, but I had buried it so deep after Brett… I didn’t want Cameron to reject me the way he had.” 
 
    “So, tell us,” Sarra said, “about hotwifing, going on your own, why you stopped.” 
 
    Brynn started talking and all of us sat captured by the story. About how we discovered it, about how we both liked it so much, about her love of multiple players, her getting in so deep when I could not go on any longer, about hitting rock bottom with pneumonia. Then she looked over at me. The look of love in her eyes almost embarrassing. “And this loving man stood by me the entire way, even when I did not deserve it.” 
 
    The restaurant was near closing by this time, so Nick invited us back to Sarra’s place to continue the conversation, winking at Sarra when we got up.

  

 
   
    13 / Sarra’s Little Secret 
 
    Her place was only a couple of blocks away. We left our car on the street and walked with them. Sarra walked ahead, her arm hooked in Brynn’s as women often do. They were chatting as friends of long standing, whispering back and forth, always staying soft enough so we didn’t hear. 
 
    Nick and I spoke of his business and of the economy. He knew about my software firm, seemed quite knowledgeable. I asked him about the possibility of moving here, to be with Sarra. He was negotiating with the company, he said. He had a lot of accounts elsewhere. Our mid-sized city was not as accessible as some for air travel, so he was trying to shuffle some accounts before the move. 
 
    By the time we arrived, Brynn and Sarra had worked out an entire plan for the evening. Nick must have known about it because, once in the front door, he walked straight to Brynn, taking her in his arms and kissed her deeply. Brynn responded in kind. Surprised, all I could think was ‘what the fuck?’ 
 
    Sarra walked over to me, gently tugging on my arm. “Let’s watch.” We sat on the sofa. While we walked over to the couch, Sarra began taking her clothes off as she started talking. “After our conversation at Wyatt’s, Brynn and I have been chatting regularly.” Her last piece of clothing hit the floor just as we sat down. She wore nothing underneath. 
 
    She stroked my arm, her ample breasts pressing against my shirt. I looked down at her as she smiled at me, then we turned our attention to the two going at it in the middle of the room. They were still standing, but Nick was not holding back his touching. His hands roamed freely, and Brynn was allowing him to go where he wanted. 
 
    As he started unbuttoning her blouse, Sarra’s attention turned back to me. “Brynn knew you wanted to start again but was holding back because you didn’t want her to fall off the cliff like before. She couldn’t figure out how to explain how different she was now, so we decided on a plan to go slowly. Nick was more than happy to oblige as our bull. Aren’t you, Nick?” All we heard was a ‘Mmmm’ head shake as their lips continued to pleasure each other. 
 
    “Why are you naked?” I asked. “I have done nothing with other women in the past.” 
 
    “We know that,” Sarra said. “This is just to help you relax. Both Brynn and I are comfortable with you touching me as much as you want, even taking me all the way, if you like, aren’t we, Brynn?” Another ‘Mmmm’ head shake came from the two meshed faces. 
 
    By this time, Brynn’s outer clothes were already off, and Nick was reaching for her bra strap as Brynn tugged at her panties. 
 
    “Brynn wants you to watch her very much, and I would like to play as well.” There was a brief pause as the last part of Brynn’s clothing hit the floor. “She is so lovely, isn’t she?” 
 
    I shook my head yes, then Sarra continued. “We can take this anywhere the four of us want. We can all go into the bedroom and swap partners all night. Or you can watch while Brynn and I take care of Nick together. Or they can go by themselves into the other room while we stay here and pleasure each other. You get the idea… Imagination is the only limiting factor here. My place is now open for whatever you desire.” 
 
    I reached up to stroke her breasts, gently tugging on the nipples. She whimpered softly. “I like that. I offer them to you for whatever you desire,” as she reached up, pushing them together toward me. Brynn had told me once that she had large breasts, but I had no idea how gorgeous they were. They were at least D-cups with large nipples, now poking out with her obvious desire. I could see the moisture forming between her legs. When she caught me looking down, she spread them wide to give me a clear view of her shaved mons. She was totally bald down below, and already leaking. 
 
    “Nick likes me to have a shaved pussy for when we play.” 
 
    The shocked look made her chuckle as we both watched Brynn removing Nick’s shirt. He really was a muscular guy, tight and hard. Must work out all the time, I thought. As she reached for his buckle, Sarra moved her hand to cover my now rigid shaft, rubbing it through my jeans. “Yes, Cameron, Nick and I are active players in town. We know most of the swinging community and I have enjoyed many sessions with multiple guys, just like Brynn.” She pressed her naked body against me, purring with the pleasure of watching. “You want to get undressed as well?” 
 
    “Yes,” I replied, “but right now I would like to relax while you continue stroking me and watch what happens next.” 
 
    She gripped my cock firmly before continuing her stroking. “I would like that,” Sarra said. “Nick’s tool is amazing. Wait until you see it. She will get so much pleasure from it.” 
 
    It would not be long. His buckle was already loose, and Brynn was pushing down the zipper, reaching inside to grasp his rod. She gasped, looking at me with a shock on her face. Then she pushed the pants down and this massive log popped into her hand. Oh my god! 
 
    My look must have told the entire story, as Sarra giggled. “I told you,” she whispered to me. Brynn fell to her knees, her entire hand not able to reach around it, while she helped him get his legs out. 
 
    My god, he was bigger than Jake. I didn’t know they made them this big. I remember Brynn saying that Sarra had described him as long, but this was way past long. He was huge. This made those football players look average. Even Jake. I would need a yardstick to measure! 
 
    “When he enters her…” Sarra said, as she continued stroking me. We were both watching for Brynn’s reaction. “… she will feel pleasure like you cannot imagine. It will open her, spread her sex as wide as it will go, then push in deeper still. She will feel an explosion inside her.” 
 
    My cock was simply pulsing in her hand. Sarra giggled again, squeezing me with her grip. She had to have felt that pulse. “You like to watch her receive pleasure, don’t you, Cameron?” I could only shake my head. “I know you do. And she loves having you watch her. She told me she loves that very much.” 
 
    Brynn looked over at me. The smile on her face was broad and ecstatic. I could hear the shortness of her breath from across the room. She wanted this massive rod in her right now! But first, she had to provide pleasure for me. She pushed on Nick to move closer to us. She dropped the rod and crawled closer. Nick picked up the coffee table, moving it to the side. They were now only feet away from us on the sofa. 
 
    Brynn reached over and touched my pant leg. Our eyes caught for a moment. Oh god, the glazed look of arousal is back, so strong. She loves being taken by this man. Sarra saw it immediately, pulling on my rod, speaking to the couple. “Cameron loves this, Brynn. You have made him so hard with your own pleasure. He wants to see you swallow it, take it as deep as you can.” 
 
    Her attention turned toward the shaft, staring out at her. She began stroking, then opened her mouth and tried to take it in. At first, only the head and a couple of inches would go through her stretched mouth. But all her training from Jake helped her go several inches deeper. 
 
    Nick took her head gently in his hands and started pushing himself forward. Brynn adjusted her position twice to make her path straighter. I had seen her deep throat several guys, but I am not sure anyone could do this man-meat. 
 
    Just as I thought that, Sarra got up off the couch, crawled to the two of them. Brynn moved out of the way, and Sarra simply swallowed his cock whole. I could see the bulge at the back of her throat as his presence pushed her wide. I could hear her humming along the shaft as Nick gasped with the pleasure. 
 
    She pulled back out. “Just need to relax the throat,” she said to Brynn. “It took me several times before I could get it in.” 
 
    Brynn wanted to feel it in her, so moved it back to her mouth. This time she relaxed ahead of time, pulling him into her throat. More inches followed. She pulled back for a couple of deep breaths, then pushed herself down again. She was almost there. 
 
    Her eyes kept flicking at me as she drove him deeper. Finally, she pulled back one last time. Our eyes locked as she pushed it in, fighting her gag reflex to drive it the rest of the way home. Groans from Nick told me how much pleasure he was receiving. 
 
    For Brynn, Sarra had come around behind her, on her back on the floor, her tongue lapping at Brynn’s clit. Brynn spread her legs wider to give her better access, as she pumped his cock with her mouth and hand, each pull back of her mouth accompanied by a twisting motion of her hand along the shaft. She was now using his cock to fuck her mouth as she twisted on the shaft. 
 
    She was squirming on Sarra’s tongue while Nick became more aroused by her mouth devouring his cock. He returned his hands to the back of her head, pushing her head more aggressively. There it was, the gaack, gaack, gaack of her throat, enjoying the cock. His thrusts became more forceful as he grunted with the building pressure. 
 
    Brynn tried to pull out, not wanting him to cum yet, but Nick pushed even harder and Sarra drove her tongue into her welcoming slit while flicking her clit with a thumb. Stopping was no longer an option. 
 
    Brynn’s body vibrated as the orgasm swept through her. Just as she started, Nick pulled himself out, stroking himself furiously, spraying his release all over her face and chest. This amplified the power of her own climax with each rope that flew on her face. 
 
    She fell to her hands, trying to gather her breath again. Sarra scrambled up from underneath, pulling her up and kissing her deeply. I could see Brynn’s juices still covering her face. Sarra scooped the white cream on Brynn into her fingers, alternating the loads into her own mouth and Brynn’s. 
 
    Once done, she winked at me and Brynn together. “Don’t worry,” she said. “He can do that over and over. You’ll see.” 
 
    Sarra looked back at Nick. “Babe, want to go back into the bedroom now?” 
 
    “If Cameron is good with it,” as he looked over to me. 
 
    Brynn had already come over to cuddle next to me, stroking my cock. She was a little insecure still, wondering about my reaction. “Was this… ok?” she whispered to me. 
 
    “Yes, my love. I didn’t know how to get us back into playing without triggering anything. I’m glad you found a way.” 
 
    Sarra stood up, pressing her body into Nick. Sarra was not a small woman, by any stretch, but next to Nick, she looked like a middle schooler. He was a full foot taller with a body spread she could hold tight. My own thoughts were of poor Brad. He thought he could compete with this? Not a chance is all I could think. That guy is toast! 
 
    “Well, Cameron,” Sarra asked. “What do you want to do?” 
 
    “Let’s go back into the bedroom together. You both can take my clothes off while Nick cleans up. I want to bury my face in your beautiful titties.” 
 
    “I would like that very much.

  

 
   
    14 / Moving to the Bedroom 
 
    By the time I stood up, Brynn already had my shirt mostly unbuttoned. Sarra came over to work on my jeans. Within moments, I was stepping out of the remaining clothing; shoes and socks already left behind. 
 
    Both Sarra and Brynn dropped to the floor and alternated sucking on me. On this cock, this level of stimulation would not last long, so I pushed their heads away. “I am NOT like Nick,” laughing as they objected to stopping. “I would rather save this for when I am inside one of you.” 
 
    I pulled them both to their feet. Nick had already left for the Master Bath to wipe himself off. 
 
    Sarra looked at me. “Was this what you were looking for when you came to me last week?” 
 
    “Well, no. Not exactly. But this will do. I was just looking for some advice. Neither Brynn nor I knew you had become so active in outside play with Nick. Not bad, just a surprise.” 
 
    “Nick introduced me to it on… what was it, honey… our fifth date?” She called into the bedroom. 
 
    “Yep… the guys from Smith Manufacturing.” 
 
    “Oh yes.” She looked at me, a devilish smile on her face. “Remember I told you that Nick started taking pictures and video, sending them to Brad? That was a small white lie. I said they were of him inside me. Nick was taking the shots alright, but each was a different cock. Brad was so wrapped up in his own fantasy he didn’t notice they were not the same in every pic.” 
 
    Brynn burst out laughing. “Girl, you are dangerous.” Sarra started walking toward the bedroom, that wicked grin painted on her face. We followed, while Brynn continued, “How did he talk you into it so quickly? After only four times?” 
 
    “She was motivated,” Nick yelled in from the Master bath. Now Sarra joined in the laughter. 
 
    “After the third date,” Sarra said, “we made love only a couple times, then started talking. We spent the rest of the date doing that. He asked me about the ring, and I told him about Brad and the hotwife fantasy. Nick told me all about his being a regular bull for hotwives in his hometown. Remember, this was all new stuff for me. He started teaching me about being a hotwife and what the cuckold role is, and about group play. An entire world opened up.” 
 
    Nick walked out of the bathroom, naked. His cock was still half-hard. Brynn and I both looked at each other, our mouths gaping open. Sarra giggled. “Pretty impressive, isn’t it? Wait until you see what he can do with it!” 
 
    He got up on the bed, sitting cross-legged, inviting us to join him. Sarra sat in-between his legs, back leaning against him. I walked to the other side, sitting down with Brynn, who crawled between my own legs. We both faced the other couple. 
 
    “Sarra was… what’s the old movie line… a diamond in the rough,” Nick went on. “She wanted to do it. Brad had spent so much time talking about it that his fantasy had become hers. By the time I came along, her sex was throbbing. When I suggested she could get more, she asked me how. I told her about a playgroup I knew, a bunch of guys. She was so new I had to explain to her what I was suggesting.” 
 
    Sarra pressed herself back into him, the retelling getting her extremely excited. “When I walked into the room,” she said. “There were four guys wanting to take me. It was all I could do not to burst into tears. I was so happy. Luckily, they didn’t let me stand there long enough to cry as my clothes flew off my body. I can’t even remember how many times I came that night.” Then she giggled, a little guilty. “That was the night Brad mentioned liking me being so wet inside after Nick!” 
 
    That got all of us laughing. “A little more than Nick, I guess,” my only response. 
 
    “So, what’s next?” Nick asked, lying down on the bed, his rod already near full mast again. 
 
    Brynn did not wait for any other reply. “I want to feel that log inside me and I want to see Cam bury his face in Sarra’s breasts and his cock… wherever else it wants to go.”  
 
    I signaled for Sarra to lie on her back next to Nick. Brynn moved over on top of Nick, positioning herself above his rod. She used her hand to stroke it a few times. He was hard and ready. And so was she. I could see the moisture dripping down her inner thigh. 
 
    I wanted to watch. Those beautiful melons of Sarra’s were calling my name, but I wasn’t about to miss the entry. Sarra saved me the decision, saying words that made me wonder if she could read minds too. “Watch. My breasts can wait.” 
 
    I laid next to her, my hands fondling her breasts. On her back, they didn’t look as much big, as wide. They were way more than a handful. I chuckled to myself. 
 
    Brynn was now panting as she positioned herself above the post Nick was holding up for her use. She knew it was going to hurt a little going in. She had taken some large cocks in her playing days last year, and Jake wasn’t small, but nothing like this. She knew moisture would not be a problem. She was leaking with her arousal. 
 
    Brynn grabbed the pole with her fist, scraped across her opening a couple of times, then lowered herself onto it. My eyes were so big, Sarra touched me. “Calm down, big boy. She can take it.” 
 
    Brynn lowered herself an inch at a time. I could see the grimace on her face as her walls stretched wider than ever. After three inches, she halted, letting herself adjust to the girth, then pulled up and started her descent again. This time, another several inches gave way. The grimace on her face gave way to one of torture when she halted again. Finally, she pulled back up again and plunged herself all the way down. She screamed out, “Fuck… you are so big… feels so good…” 
 
    But she didn’t pull out. Brynn was deep into the pleasure now. Nick grabbed her hips and started moving himself inside her. The face changed again, this time to total bliss. 
 
    Sarra turned to me once again. “Think she likes it?” I shook my head. “Well, Cam, your turn.” She reached her hand around to the back of my head and pushed my face down into her breasts. They pillowed on my face and I lapped at a nipple with my tongue. “They are not tender,” she said. “I like it a little rough. Play with them as much as you like. I enjoy that.” 
 
    With her words of encouragement, I moved my mind away from Brynn’s violation and buried my face into Sarra’s soft mounds. God, they were gorgeous. So soft and full. I moved up in-between her legs, my cock touching her sex. Then began milking her breasts from the bottom, my mouth alternating tips. Not sure anyone had done that before, because she started moaning and thrusting her chest out to me.  
 
    “Oh, yes… that feels so good,” she said. “Suck harder while you pull on them. Oh god… yes… I love that.” 
 
    With encouragement like that, I doubled my efforts, pulling harder, sucking harder. She was moaning loudly now. Nick took his hand off Brynn’s hip, stroking Sarra’s face, then looked at me. “She really likes that. Go inside her and do it then. She will REALLY like that.” 
 
    A clever idea, I thought. If she took that log regularly, I knew she would have no trouble with Mr. Average, so I got up on my knees, positioned her on my hips, and plunged in. I thought I could get plenty deep in this position, with my hands free for the milking. 
 
    Sarra knew exactly what I was doing, helping me at every step, even pushed herself onto my rod while I was positioning her. My hands were right back onto her breasts for the milking. 
 
    This time, since I could not lean down for sucking, as each milking motion came to the top, I pinched her nipples, pulling them out as far as they would go. The moan out of Sarra’s throat was so deep, so full of pleasure. Even the panting Brynn looked over and smiled. I had done this to her much-smaller breasts many times. She really enjoyed it. 
 
    Then I began to piston into her. I had chosen this position because it would allow me full access to Sarra while I could still look at Brynn as she worked the pole inside. I loved watching her do that. Over the last year, I had watched her take many guys this way. It never ceased to thrill me. 
 
    Brynn’s first climax was a wonder, her whole body vibrating with the power. Sarra was not far behind, grabbing my hands to pull harder on the nipples as she screamed out her release. Regrettably, I was not far behind either, grunting as I slammed into her, spraying her walls with my spunk. That felt so good. 
 
    Finally, I collapsed on top of her, letting her come down, then rolled on her side, watching Brynn work that rod. She had already cum a couple more times; Nick not even winded yet. 
 
    When he noticed our completion, he gave Brynn a workout. Sarra got off the bed and moved her mouth to one of Brynn’s nipples. Nick signaled for me to take the other. Brynn was whimpering now. Nick took her up a notch. He started doing this thing with his hip where he would rotate his cock, while thrusting quick stabs inside. 
 
    The torrent of sensations from breasts and thrusts was too much. She bucked on top of him, screaming her release, groaning deeply as our actions stretched the pulse into longer moments. Then she collapsed on top of Nick’s chest, unable to take the stimulation any longer. 
 
    Our mouths pulled back as we started giggling nonstop. 
 
    I looked at Nick, “I think she liked that too.” 
 
    This was fun. We swapped partners, traded positions, and fucked these two women until I couldn’t get it up any longer. We must have been there for 2-3 hours. Nick had the stamina of a horse, able to hump and hump. He came only twice in all that time on the bed. An impressive performance. 
 
    Finally, Brynn glanced at the bedside clock, abruptly sitting up straight. “Shit, Cam. We only have the babysitter until 11. It’s 20 till.” 
 
    We jumped out of bed, laughing, hugging, and kissing our way out the door. What a reentry into the playing life.

  

 
   
    15 / Back to Groups 
 
    The revival of our hotwife sex life, true to her word, did not draw Brynn deeper into the play. We reestablished Rule #1 again, my always being present, and tried a few trips to the T-Bar after that. We changed some rules, however. Setting a time limit of 1 hour for pickup. If no reasonable candidate was close, we gave it up. Only one trip proved successful. But he was a runner. 
 
    And Jake was always there to provide play whenever we wanted. The guy had stamina and a cock… ok, maybe not as big as Nick, but way bigger than my Mr. Average… that could bring Brynn plenty of pleasure. We decided not to go the T-Bar route again. 
 
    Sarra and Nick provided much pleasure during this reentry. Not only with them, we played several times at Sarra’s place, but with this larger circle of Nick’s. He knew everyone in town willing to offer a cock for Brynn and Sarra’s delight. 
 
    One hard part of this new relationship with Sarra was our running into Brad and the kids at a breakfast place one Saturday morning. It was quite awkward, especially because we both remembered playing with Sarra the previous weekend. Brad seemed jovial, but we could tell there was a sadness to him. He had let his own desires destroy his family, and he knew that now. I, of course, knew EXACTLY how he felt. We had almost done the same. 
 
    We asked him how things were going. He described his attempts to get Sarra to come back, but he was losing hope. I looked at Brynn a few times during the conversation. We both knew the chances were slim-to-none. Sarra was now a completely different person than when we knew them as a couple. She would never be willing to go back to monogamy again. 
 
    When we left him at the restaurant, Brynn and I talked all the way home about how close we had come to Brad & Sarra’s outcome. Brynn said she was happy it had not gone that way, but in the end, she was still happy we had discovered her love of being a hotwife. Since her recovery and now our resumption of playing, she enjoys it more because of the broken emotional power of the need. She told me she could now just enjoy it, without all the baggage that went with the first round. 
 
    The genuine test for us was going to be in groups. Could Brynn return to group play and keep her need under control? We talked about it endlessly for several weeks, before agreeing to contact the original three guys that had taken her so well before. All were available and willing. 
 
    We met at our usual hotel across from the T-Bar. The guys had changed little over the last year. Of course, they knew nothing about Brynn’s travails. They were there for one purpose. To service Brynn while I watched. 
 
    And they took to their task with abandon, throwing her on the bed, hands covering every part they wanted. Clothes flew everywhere and, before we knew it, Brynn was on her hands and knees, a cock in her mouth, another buried deep in her sex. The look on Brynn’s face was one of total bliss. She really enjoyed being taken this way and was glad to have it again. Her deep moans of pleasure told me all I needed to know. 
 
    I just sat back in the chair and watched. This is when Brynn was at her fullest point of sexual pleasure. She loved group play: the pleasure, the contact, my watching, the works. As each cock got harder, and her orgasms started coming first in dribs and drabs, then in bunches, she gave herself completely to them. 
 
    The first time they moved into the triple-tap position, filling all three holes, I thought her scream of orgasm was going to be heard down the hall. She really loves that position. 
 
    I was naked in the chair by this time and began furiously beating at my shaft as the bliss she was feeling took me in its grasp. I couldn’t help myself either, exploding all over my abdomen with a shuddering release. 
 
    Things slowed down a bit after that. They needed a brief break because they had all cum with the triple-tap. I could see Brynn still licking her lips and scooping the last of the white cream that had escaped back into her mouth. 
 
    This is when I knew Brynn had really changed. She didn’t force it. She showed no signs of frantically wanting, needing more. She liked the gathering and the aftermath as much as the action. I agreed, joining them on the bed, touching, laughing, celebrating the joy of it all. 
 
    In the planning stages of the threesome, I had told them about the train of the football players, and of the guy that wanted to suck the cum out if her, how she had cum so hard afterward. I asked them if any of them were interested in doing that. None of them said they were, but I thought… 
 
    My memory of her cumming so hard when the guy stuck his tongue inside her overheated sex was still vivid. I wanted her to experience that again. So, I asked them if they would do the train if I did the eating. ‘Oh, yes,’ they were all in favor of that idea. 
 
    I said nothing to Brynn about it before the session, wanting it to be a surprise. We were all on the bed, recovering from the first triple-tap, when one guy leaned over, telling her what they were going to do to her. She blushed with the desire as she looked at me. Her questioning looks of ‘did you talk to them’ confirmed with a shake of my head. 
 
    The first guy got up so she could suck him back to hardness. They scooted her to the edge of the bed, one guy ready to plunge, holding her legs in the air. He fucked her hard. Not since Claudio and his rapid pistoning had she felt anything like this. Shocked with his ferocity at first, the sensations took hold as her own fierce grip made him groan. She leaned back, moaning, as the guy pounded into her, getting on his knees to twist her clit. Her climaxes began quickly. 
 
    The other guys leaned in so her hands could continue caressing them to harden as well, but no one wanted to disturb the pleasure she was getting. 
 
    This guy did not last. His cock could only take so much of this pressure. He pushed himself inside her as she came with the pleasure of his release, then dropped himself to the bed, totally exhausted. 
 
    But the second guy was ready to go. And the process started again. He pistoned into her just as aggressively, but seemed to last a lot longer. He never seemed to stop. Her orgasms came and came. I have seen nothing like this. She came so frequently it seemed like one continuous stream of cumming. 
 
    But then he released into her, and the other stepped up, going at her again. Brynn was thrashing on the bed, moaning, whimpering, crying out as the orgasms took her. She loved this, as the last guy finally released inside. He did not let her legs go, holding them in the air. 
 
    Now, all three pairs of male eyes turned toward me. Brynn was lying on the bed, wiped with the number of climaxes. Her body was quivering in anticipation, remembering what had followed this experience before. 
 
    The idea sounded good in theory, but now the idea of sticking my face into a crotch leaking with spunk made me cringe. All the guys were waving their heads at me… come on, you said you were gonna do it… Her eyes closed and body quivered in anticipation. 
 
    I broke down, flopping myself on the bed, burying my face in her pussy. Their ‘cum stew’ was thick, smothering my face. I was sure glad we hadn’t done this on the first round, when their loads were much larger. But I dove my tongue in, nose against her clit, and started lapping up the spunk. 
 
    She came off the bed like nothing I have ever seen, screaming with the power of the orgasm. I could feel her core vibrating with the pleasure as it waved up into her. The guys were just staring at her. They had seen nothing like that before. 
 
    And you know what? I liked it too. The taste of the cum was not as bad as I thought it would be. And, by god, I loved watching her come so strongly. This drove me over the top. My cock was as hard as I could ever remember. 
 
    After she calmed, I got up on the bed, my legs on either side of her chest, beating myself off with a fury, spraying all over her face and chest. The guys began clapping and cheering all around me. Brynn’s fingers scooped up the cream, placing it in her mouth, laughing along with the group. I can tell you that was one weird experience.

  

 
   
    16 / Getting More Active 
 
    Several weeks later, after a session with Sarra and Nick, we went out for dinner afterwards. Brynn had told them about the Greek diners we had always used after T-Bar hunting. They enjoyed the meal, though the coffee didn’t taste any better to me. 
 
    About halfway through the meal, Sarra looked at the two of us and said, “Have you guys ever thought about swinging?” 
 
    “Swinging?” I asked. I wasn’t sure what that meant. “Isn’t that what we’ve been doing?” 
 
    “No,” Sarra went on. “Sizeable groups. 40-50 people, all getting into the same room, and doing whatever feels great.” 
 
    Brynn still didn’t know where this was going. “No,” she said, “we haven’t. We did not want to be so public about what we were doing.” 
 
    She had a point there. By this time, my company had gotten quite large, and I was becoming a prominent businessperson in town. I didn’t want my face all over the city, especially with my dick hanging out in an open room. 
 
    “No,” Nick said. “This will be back in my hometown, Cleveland. There is a large swinger community there. They have regular gatherings and should be pretty fun.” 
 
    Brynn and I looked at each other. “What do you think?” I asked. 
 
    She looked at Sarra. “What actually happens?” she asked. “When you go into these… do you really just walk into the room naked, and anybody does whatever they want?” 
 
    “Not exactly,” Nick said. “It’s not like everyone just rapes all the women. You have complete veto power over who comes near you. But yes, in the sense that many people make themselves openly available for whoever wants to do whatever.” 
 
    “Will Cameron be able to stay with me, just to be safe, and to watch?” 
 
    “Yes, of course,” Nick said. “There are no restrictions like that. But there are so many people there. The problem will not be whether Cameron watches you, but whether everyone else does as well. Many people go to these things don’t even play. They just like to watch.” 
 
    “I’m going to have to think about this one,” Brynn said. “I wouldn’t mind the extra pleasure, but… being so open… I’m not sure I would like that. What do you think, Cameron?” 
 
    Before I could answer, Sarra cut in. “I’ve only done one, Brynn. It was a lot of fun. It amazed me how many men there could get hard and stay hard for extended periods. Amazing!” 
 
    Brynn looked at Sarra. “What did Nick do while you were playing?” 
 
    Sarra chuckled. “He played as well. I am not like you, Brynn, in the sense that I like to have him watch me all the time… you really like that… prefer it, even. I enjoy Nick watching me, but I like the sensations of touch more.” 
 
    I looked over at Brynn, then at the two of them. “Let us think about it. Public play like that is still a difficult proposition for me. I’m not famous in every town, but I don’t want to become famous for that reason in any town.” 
 
    Nick nodded, chuckling softly. “We understand. But if there is a group that is used to privacy and making sure there are no cell phones or cameras around, this is the one. None of the swinger groups allow any kind of recording. To my knowledge, they have had nothing like that happen. Tough to hide a cell phone when everyone is naked.” 
 
    On the way home that night, it was all Brynn could talk about. “What do you think? Should we do it?” All I could think about were the reasons not. It was all about the mechanics, whether it would be possible. What to do with the kids. For Brynn, it was clear she wanted to go to Cleveland. But even this, like the group play, she wanted it, not needed it. I was still happy about that. 
 
    The next time we got together with Jake, he thought we were out of our fucking minds! 50 people… open setting… What if someone saw you go in? The risk is just too great. 
 
    The next organized play session in Cleveland was in three months. We arranged for her parents to come stay with us for the weekend, telling them I had a business conference that week. They were happy to do it, loved spending time with the grandkids. 
 
    In the meantime, we continued playing in small groups and with Jake. 
 
    The surprising part about this period? The pace didn’t increase. In fact, our play sessions slowed. When we first got back into hotwifing, we were doing it every weekend. Now we slowed to every other, then slowing to every third. Now, barely once a month. We were still enjoying it, but it’s not driving what we were doing together as a couple. We got back in contact with a lot of old friends, started going out to charity events, and just returned to being neighborly with others. Like we used to be. 
 
    The weekend before the trip, we played with Nick and Sarra one last time. Nick absolutely took it to Brynn during that session. 
 
    I was sitting on the sofa. Sarra had feet on the floor, sitting back to lower herself onto my rod, slowly using me for her own pleasure. She was leaning back against my chest so I could massage her breasts. The reason we were in that position is so we could watch Nick and Brynn at the same time. 
 
    Brynn was on her knees, her head pushed into the floor as Nick pounded into her. I would have thought this was painful, or at least uncomfortable, but her moans and whimpers of pleasure told me a different story. 
 
    Nick could last a long time, so he really went at her. They shifted positions a couple times to get deeper penetration, but he never let up… thrust after thrust after thrust! Soon she was moaning so loud we thought people down the hall could hear. When she started cumming, it just never seemed to stop. 
 
    Long before that, Sarra had finished on me, after I came inside her, and was sitting next to me. I was fondling her breasts while we continued to watch. Wow… I don’t think I will ever tire of those breasts. Amazing shape and fullness, and so sensitive to touch. I was simply touching and fondling them, pulling while we watched. Sarra really enjoyed that. 
 
    Brynn had told Sarra about my eating the cum out of her after the group session. After Nick released into her, she never moved, just remained with her ass in the air, whimpering as the pleasure waves continued to course through her. Sarra kept poking at me, whispering, “Go ahead. Do it. She loves that.” 
 
    So, I did, going down on my knees, burying my face in the crotch he had used so much. His spunk was all over my face. I’m lapping it up as fast as I can, using my tongue to dive into her, scooping more in my mouth as I flicked her clit with my thumb. She really likes this. I couldn’t believe it… almost… because she jerked so hard, her body shaking with the pleasure of the release. 
 
    And you know, I liked it myself. I would never be a big fan of the cum, but I was sure loving what it did to her.

  

 
   
    17 / Playing in Cleveland 
 
    The trip was a month later. We had spent an incredible amount of time planning, picking out new outfits for her, getting back into shape, making sure we were ready for such a large group. Both Brynn and I knew we never would have done anything like swinging without Nick as a guide. The risks of exposure were just too great. 
 
    Brynn and Sarra knew they were going to be naked most of the time, so they worked hard to make sure they were ready. But the reality was simple. They were both beautiful, shapely, and motivated to fuck. None of the prep really mattered. It was their open posturing and responsiveness that really mattered. Neither would have trouble finding willing participants. 
 
    We splurged and stayed in a delightful hotel in downtown Cleveland, taking a suite so the two couples could stay in an open space together. If things were going well, and we had the opportunity, we could always invite more people to play longer if we wanted. 
 
    The hall itself, where the session would take place, was an old warehouse the organizing group had converted some time before. A member of the society had purchased the building, painting, and renovating it enough so they could fill it with sofas, mattresses, loveseats, and beds. These then spread around in a variety of smaller rooms and open spaces to give everyone a chance to find the place they liked the most. 
 
    As we were getting ready for dinner in the suite, Brynn was nervous. I chuckled to myself. She was nervous, like this was her first time in a group? Go figure… 
 
    But Sarra was cool and calm. “It’s not bad, Brynn,” she assured her. “The guys at these things are really nice. They will treat you with respect until you moan and want to be hammered. And then they will give you what you want.” 
 
    Brynn looked over at me, taking my hand. “Will you watch me sometimes?” 
 
    “Of course, my love. As much as you want.” 
 
    “You can play if you like, but don’t lose track of me, ok? I like for you to watch me.” 
 
    I could tell it was more than just watching. She was nervous about being so open with so many people. Her nipples were frequently pointed as she thought about what might happen. Still… so many people, so many variations. I told her I would be with her more than not. 
 
    Nick had told us people arrive around 8 in the evening, they have a drink at the cash bar, then play typically starts after 9. It was 8:30 when we walked in the door. 
 
    The variety of people was shocking. The four of us were very fit, and young (in our late 30s), but people coming in were of all shapes, sizes, races and ages. Already, various stages of undress were becoming clear as people gathered in the bar area. Many of the women wore virtually see-through or lingerie-style tops with no bras in sight. A few guys, wanting to show off, I guess, wore Speedo-style underwear that hugged their junk, with only tank tops. Some of them showed… how do I be nice… ample equipment, but many were quite a few pounds over the outfits they chose. 
 
    A quick glance around told me the group was going to have a record turnout tonight. There were already well over 50 people, and we were still early in the evening. Word must have spread that Brynn was going to be here, I joked to myself. 
 
    As we came in the door, I helped Brynn take her jacket off. What she had on underneath was a sheer nothing, a black nylon material that hugged her breasts, but with no covering to hide them, just some modest support to show them off. This coverlet went down to mid-thigh with a matching thong. Her nipples were on obvious display, pointed and aroused. 
 
    Sarra was just as aroused. She went with something even more daring. A leather bra-like top that had holes cut out for the nipples. Her breasts and pointed nipples were open for all to see, or touch, along with a matching leather pencil micro-skirt with no underwear. Any move and the lucky viewer could see all that was available. 
 
    Nick and I were both in gym shorts and sexually funny t-shirts. We wanted something easily removable and humorous. Mine said: ‘I’m not a gynecologist, but I’ll take a look.’ Nick’s said: ‘Does this shirt make my dick look big?’ We got lots of comments when we walked into the bar area. It felt good to come into something so new with a light tone. 
 
    For the first half hour, we sat in the bar, talking about what was to come. The thing about being at an event like this with two of the most striking women in the place… Brynn with a luscious mane of red hair and beautiful body… Sarra with those breasts and her willing openness to allow them to be touched… The combination drew both men and women to our table. 
 
    Before we finished our first round of drinks, Sarra and Nick were off to a room. Two men, whose wives had already gone off to play with others, asked if they would like to join them. They agreed, walking down the hall, the two men already touching and pulling at her body. 
 
    Brynn and I sat there for a while longer. We had plenty of requests to join, but Brynn wanted to take it slow, look around the place before committing to any play. So, we got up and started walking around. Room after room, even the shared areas, had already filled with naked, touching bodies. 
 
    There were many private rooms in the warehouse, but none of the doors closed. It amazed us. So much protocol involved! One or two couples would be in a room, someone else would come up to the group and ask, in an almost ritualized way, whether they could join. The group would agree or disagree, and the people would join or move on. 
 
    Typically, a woman was at the center of the action, but not always. One guy with an especially large pole had two women licking him, wanting more. One guy was sharing a cock with his wife. One room was full of guys, humping each other and sucking to obvious moans of pleasure, another full of women, with legs spread and tongues giving all they wanted. 
 
    We finally found Sarra. Nick had left her in the center of four men. We did not stay long, but we guessed the two men approaching her at the bar recruited her for the larger group. She was on her hands and knees. One was slamming into her while she sucked on another. The other two were on her sides, fondling her breasts, which were hanging free, swinging with each plunge. We could hear her moans from the door. Brynn and I looked at each other. She was going to be in there for a while. 
 
    They mainly filled the public area with couples. The folks that wanted standard partner-swapping. We could see many people around the room, intent only on watching their partner have sex with others. There were both men and women in this watching group. 
 
    We went further into the complex. One room had a unique table in the center. Shaped like the four limbs of a body, they spread-eagled a woman on the platform, her hands hanging over one end and legs spread wide at the other. Her head was slightly over the top, hanging down. A cock was pounding away down below, one in her mouth, another in each hand. 
 
    After our brief survey of the rooms, Brynn went back to join the room full of guys. It surprised them when she approached to join, since there was so much same-sex touching going on, but I knew she liked this; wanted to watch them touching each other as much as touching her. 
 
    I stood to the side at first, but as they began to cum inside her, the draw of my new hobby was too much. I would allow her to gather a little ‘cum stew’ and then eat away as she flopped on the bed, screaming with her orgasms. Word spread of my talented tongue and willingness to use it under those circumstances. Soon, I pulled away to provide my special service to others. 
 
    An hour later, I came back to find her in a completely different room. She was enjoying her favorite, the triple-tap, with a guy in each hole. She was taking them with such joy that a crowd had gathered at the door to watch. I was one of them. Our eyes caught as she swallowed a new cock to replace one already spent. A line had already formed to replace. She really loved this. 
 
    I suspected she was going to be awhile, so left her to the pleasure, and went looking for Nick. He had obviously been here before. He was in the corner of the main common room. Bodies were writhing all over the room, but a small crowd had formed around Nick. 
 
    He was lying flat, his head propped up on a pillow. I chuckled to myself. The line had clearly formed to use his cock. His ability to last a long time, and get it up over and over, really came in handy at group gatherings. One lady was bouncing on it, her moaning and whimpering heard around the room. Once she came, another would work his log into her, then start again. 
 
    The look on Nick’s face was not so much pleasure as amusement. He was hard and ready, but the detachment in that expression told of him wanting to lie like this the whole evening. As women discovered what he could do, and noticed his size, the line kept growing. Every woman in the place seemed to want the experience of riding that huge pole before they left. 
 
    By the time I got back to Brynn, Sarra had joined in the room. She was sharing a lucky cock with another guy, while a third was taking advantage of her open lower half. Somewhere along the way, the two ladies began necking with each other while guys were slamming into them. 
 
    Over two hours had gone by since we had arrived earlier in the evening. Sarra and Brynn were feeling the used sex and sore muscles of extended periods in odd positions. Nick had already cum three times, but the line was still as long with new women. Sarra nicely waited for the current occupant to finish, then picked him off the mattress, giving her apologies to those still in line. ‘Maybe next time,’ she giggled with them. 
 
    We had all cum multiple times and enjoyed many combinations, but Nick and Sarra were just getting started. Throughout the night, they had been talking to select participants about some after-play. When we left, three other couples left with us. We returned to the hotel suite to play for another couple of hours. What an introduction to how they do things in Cleveland!

  

 
   
    Epilogue 
 
    We both really enjoyed Cleveland and thought about a repeat visit several times, but we never went back. In fact, our playing slowed dramatically after that. Not that we no longer enjoyed it. Truth is, the relationship we had before the play reasserted itself. 
 
    Plus, our kids were getting older, and began noticing when we went out, their mother often returned with a slightly different clothing configuration. Our son even asked a couple times what that meant. Brynn just left the room for me to explain. I went through how their mother often likes to dance, getting sweaty along the way, so takes a change of clothes with her, just in case. We hated to lie so blatantly to our children. 
 
    But that wasn’t why we slowed our play activities. Not really. We were getting older; the newness had worn off. Our playing became more emotional, more directed at people we cared about. Nick & Sarra, specifically, and, of course, Jake. 
 
    Over time, Jake had morphed from a play buddy to a close friend… that had sex with us. Seems trite, but true. Are you still ‘friends with benefits’ if you are married? In some sense, Brynn had taken on a second husband. He was at the house all the time, frequently put on his ‘Uncle Jake’ hat to attend children’s events with us, even joined us for holidays. With his own children so far away, he seldom shared holidays with them. So he came to ours. 
 
    His kids were a little younger by a couple of years, but whenever he brought them back from Des Moines for a visit, they inevitably ended at our house. Our kids came to treat them as cousins visiting from out of state. 
 
    Jake often went with us to dinner, or sporting events, concerts, even civic functions, with no sex involved. We were commonly ‘party of three’ wherever we went. Brynn even did some of his Christmas shopping for him… in between humpings, of course. 
 
    We remained active as a threesome, though truthfully, I was slowing my interest again. Not completely, but Brewster Systems continued to grow. More of my attention was being absorbed in company affairs. Playing every weekend became too much for me. 
 
    After our reemergence with outside partners, we initially played every weekend, then every month, then 3-4 times a year… that is, play outside of Nick & Sarra, or Jake. With at least one of those, we remained active several times a month. 
 
    I wanted to slow down a little. Not stop altogether, but not at the pace Brynn continued to enjoy. She was not interested in going out to bars again, so Jake became her substitute. With my full approval… welcoming his involvement… their sexual relationship, without me involved, continued to grow. I knew she would be safe with him. Over dinner, they would often regale me with stories about what they had done that afternoon or the day before. I would often shake my head in wonderment at what these two would do with each other. 
 
    But there was one last thing that remained. We had promised to invite him to a group session when Brynn first returned to outside play. We spoke to Nick and Sarra. They agreed to include him the next time we got together. Brynn and I discussed it with him and we set a date. 
 
    This would be a full out session at Sarra’s apartment. Five people, everyone naked; three men and two women. Jake was definitely on board, especially with the prospect of having access to Sarra’s large breasts. He was very excited about that! 
 
    Surprisingly, Sarra answered the door naked, sweeping Jake into her arms with this… shall we say… warm welcome! It went downhill from there. Soon, the women were on their knees in the middle of the living room while the guys took turns placing their rods in whatever hole they wished. You know, when you are constantly pushing in and taking out, a cock can go a long time without cumming. And we did. 
 
    Sarra was happy about Jake’s size and ability to last. He took it to her multiple times during the evening, as Nick did the same to Brynn. I joined in, cumming several times myself, but many times, at my request, I sat back and watched the action. Even beat off once when Brynn screamed a powerful release under Nick’s care. I always loved watching her cum. 
 
    After I slowed down, Nick and Sarra agreed Jake could continue as Brynn’s partner for those nights I did not want to be involved. 
 
    One funny part of this post-Cleveland period was our introduction to Wyatt and Nikki… remember them, of Wyatt’s Coffee fame? Nikki turned out to be quite the hotwife on her own. We went to Nick & Sarra’s for a session one time without Jake… and found Wyatt & Nikki waiting for us. 
 
    Wyatt was an amazing cuckold for his wife. Almost submissive to her. Considering his size, both in body and cock, this surprised Brynn and I. He seldom got involved. It was a little embarrassing at first. We had previously only known them in a business context, but after hearing their tale of discovery, much like our own, the friendship we had built outside of play added more depth. 
 
    And old Nikki was a screamer, especially after riding Nick’s log for a long while. She loved that. After all three of us had gone off inside her, I went feasting for ‘cum stew’ and her reaction was just as strong as Brynn’s, exploding off the bed, flopping around as a powerful orgasm tore through her. Yes, I enjoyed that very much. 
 
    Brad and Sarra divorced at some point. Brad finally agreeing to joint custody. She moved into a small house so they could have bedrooms of their own, eventually getting married to Nick when his company moved him to our city. They both stayed active in the local swing and play circuits. 
 
    Brynn and I continued to slow our involvement, even with Jake, eventually stopping altogether. Again, we were now so in love with each other that the need for other stimulation had dropped. 
 
    Along the way, Jake started dating a woman that was not as understanding about his continuing involvement with another woman. To my knowledge, he never told her about us as the couple he played with, only that he had played with someone and would now stop. 
 
    He continued to come over for holidays, bringing his new girlfriend with him. ‘Close family friends’ always made her welcome. Indeed, Jake and I had become very close by then, and Brynn took in the new girlfriend as well. 
 
    I certainly look back on this fun chapter in our lives together as one filled with joy and amazement. Our transformation from loving, monogamous couple to freewheeling swingers, now back to monogamous, delivered an odd mix of absolute passion, lust, heartache, and connection. Brynn and I shared these things and… the oddest bit of all… it pulled us closer together, and gave us some of our most cherished friends. 
 
      
 
    THE END
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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.
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    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 
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