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    Prologue 
 
    “Come on, honey, we’ll be late!” I yelled up the stairs. We were supposed to meet friends at the restaurant in 25 minutes, and we were at least a half hour away. “What’s taking you so long?” 
 
    “I’m coming,” Brynn yelled back. “Had to pick out the right dress.” 
 
    When she walked down the stairs, my breath caught. God almighty, how did a nerd like me end up with a vision like her? Brynn and I have been married for 16 years, yet the sight of her still takes my breath away. Her still-natural hair was a shade of red, so dark it almost looked auburn. She kept it below the shoulder in a straight cut that highlighted supple lips and… well… the sexiest green eyes I have ever seen. But what always brought me to lustful stares was her body, so voluptuous. She has generous hips and chest, long, shapely legs… I catch my breath every time she walks ahead of me… Have I told you she is also smart, thoughtful, kind, a great mother, and she always dresses so… so… OMG! 
 
    “What are you wearing?” I cried out, staring at what looked like an old sack dress from a 50s TV sitcom. “We’re going to Tomasino’s! People will be dressed up!” I was, of course, attired in my ‘always’ outfit, about the only one I wear: khakis, collared shirt and sport coat with my beloved Olukai brushed leather shoes. 
 
    “Cameron, don’t be silly. I thought we were going to that neighborhood place on 46th?” she protested.  
 
    “I don’t care if we’re working in the backyard. A moo-moo dress? Where did you even get that?” 
 
    “You don’t like it?” She rotated once, showing me the dress and the contrasting dark belt in her hand. “Picked it up at the mall last week. I like the flower pattern and the way the deep purple in the lavender stalk contrasts with the other flowers? I can’t believe you don’t like it.” 
 
    OK, she wasn’t a fashion maven. I just shook my head. Though, as I gathered her in, absorbing her joy and how the outfit complemented every feature, I had to agree. No matter what I thought about that dress, she was rocking it. The contrast of the purple flowers and her luscious red hair were… let’s face it… amazing. Once the dark belt was in place, it highlighted her figure perfectly, was elegant and bright, understated but classy. Maybe I’m the one not the fashion maven! Brynn looked great… as always. 
 
    Now, where was I… Oh, yes, my loving wife Brynn. Thinking about the dress must have distracted me.  
 
    I was going to tell you the story of how my wife, Brynn Brewster, became a hotwife, and the dilemma we faced when we discovered her needs. My name is Cameron Brewster. Our adventures have been life-altering, emotionally disturbing and erotic, beyond anything either of us had experienced before.  
 
    But before I get to that, there is something you need to know about Brynn that becomes important later in the story.  
 
    When it comes to sex, Brynn was… not sure how to phrase this exactly… she was always ‘ok with it.’ Her openness to do whatever I wanted was in stark contrast to her own seeming lack of interest. This has been true throughout our lives together, first as a dating couple and now over 16 years of marriage. Again, not unwilling or a prude, nothing like that. She just appeared to have no personal sex drive to speak of. Even when we dated, she seldom turned me down if I asked, seemed to have an enjoyable time when we did, came easily and often, but she never brought it up herself or seemed to have any desire past what I provided. 
 
    When I first started my software company (more on that later), I worked incredibly long hours for nearly a year. Married… let me think… something like four to five years at that point. Anyway, the launch absorbed virtually all my mental energy. Our sex life, for the first time, took a back seat to other mental and physical demands. And here’s the rub. She did not seem to notice. No sexual interest seemed to come from her at all. Without my desire, our frequency fell off sharply. When the company finally launched and things got back to a more routine corporate life with regular hours, we returned to our usual sexual contact. And she was good with that, too. 
 
    Until recently, she had never shared a fantasy with me, nor made a sexual comment about another guy, nor shared a sexual conversation she had with a female friend. She just never thought about sex at all, or so it seemed. 
 
    I know what you’re thinking. I must have been a terrible lover, so she never had the chance to get started. And maybe there is some truth to that. I’m certainly no Adonis. In my defense, I have always kept myself in decent shape, think of myself as a considerate lover and my cock is, well, maybe slightly above average, at least 7 inches when erect. Others have described me as handsome, despite my glasses and nerdy job as a software developer. Now a successful entrepreneur. So, I’m not THAT bad! 
 
    For her, Brynn dated people before me and was not a virgin when we met. She had a couple of guys she talked about occasionally as good lovers. She always followed those comments with something about my being as good as them. But, come on, I would never believe a lover who told me something like that, man or woman. Are they saying praise because they think you need to hear it? Or because they really believe it? My insecurities never let me know the difference. 
 
    Anyway, back to the point. She always seemed to enjoy sex when I wanted to make love but also seemed able to live without sex as well. She had NEVER, in all our years of marriage and dating… before the discovery, of course… asked for sex or suggested we make love on her own. I never noticed this until deep into our married life because I was always so horny, and she was always willing to go along. 
 
    We still made love much more often than our other married friends. We never seemed to suffer from the ‘long-married blues’ of frequent sex at the beginning, then gradual decline as years passed. No, that was not our problem. But it is important to remember later that the suggestion to make love always came from me. 
 
    Now, back to the story. It all started when…

  

 
   
    1 / How It All Started 
 
    ‘A Beginning is a very Delicate Time.’ When Frank Herbert used that phrase to begin his science fiction classic, Dune, he knew that to understand what was going on; you need an understanding of how the story began. For Herbert, what led up to that point was as important as what was happening now. Particularly important, in fact. The past supplied all the motives for why people were acting as they were. 
 
    This is why I started with my explanation of Brynn’s apparent lack of internal sex drive. What came later brought such a wrenching change to that pattern of behavior. I quickly wondered if I had just missed the signs over the years. Maybe she was always like that. Nothing came to mind, then or now. So, as with the Herbert classic, let’s start at the beginning and try to explain how this wrenching change pushed our marriage in an entirely new, and delicate, direction. Along the way, you will see the dilemma we faced in how to adjust our lives to make this new fact a reality. 
 
    It all started with the late arrival to Tomasino’s on the night of the moo-moo dress. By the time we got out the door, we were so late our friends had finished eating. We both apologized profusely when we sat down. Regrettably, they had a babysitter constraint, so could only stay with us for a short while. 
 
    We had arranged for a late-night babysitter, deciding to take advantage of our time by heading over to Tomasino’s Bar after dinner. The restaurant itself was classic upscale Italian, with waiters in white-aproned uniforms, starched jackets, white tablecloths and so many silverware and glasses in a place-setting I used to joke with Brynn that you needed a manual to figure out what to do with them all. But the food was exquisite, the service prompt, and we loved it. We went there a lot. So often, the host knew us by name. We even had a regular table that Alfonso always tried to put us at when we made a reservation. 
 
    Tomasino’s Bar was in a different section of the same building, run separately by the owner’s cousin. No one wanted to say a complicated name like that, so everyone quickly came to call it just the T-Bar. Like Tomasino’s Restaurant, the owner was going for old-school elegance. Done in a classic New York style, the dark wood and mirrored wall behind the register, with racks of bottles in front, gave the T-Bar an understated elegance. They were renowned for their wide whiskey collection and the number of unique mixed drink combinations they could do for patrons. The lighting was subdued and booths a matching dark wood with red leather, supplying a very intimate setting for couples and friends to get together. On weekends, they had a DJ that was getting an excellent reputation around the city. 
 
    Over the last few years, the T-Bar had become the preferred gathering place in our Midwestern city for 30-something professionals like us. A place where networking and liaisons both happened with regularity. It was also located right across the street from one of the major business hotels in town, so always seemed to have a generous share of visiting businesspeople as regular customers. Whenever we went to the restaurant, we would try to come over to enjoy the ambiance of the T-Bar after eating. 
 
    Oddly, we seldom see our friends there, despite Tomasino’s next door being such a popular restaurant. Truth is, the T-Bar was expensive and often very crowded. But we liked it. 
 
    The main reason we went there is that Brynn loved a simply disgusting drink they made, called a Mango Martini. Even the smell was revolting to this snobbish whiskey drinker. She would often tease me by holding it near my nose as I protested her violating any sense of decency! This was just her latest favorite of a lengthy line of ultra-sweet alcoholic drinks. I never understood that. 
 
    The DJ started up at 10. We arrived about 9 and planned to stay for the music. Brynn had always loved to dance. She would often drag me to the dance floor, no matter how much I protested. Truth is, we had fun. She was enthusiastic about the movement and would often be quite… how can I say this… quite suggestive on the dance floor, rubbing me with her hips and draping her arms around me for slow dances. 
 
    Now that I think about it, dancing was the closest she ever came to making an outright sexual suggestion to me, because she knew, by the time we finished, I would be horny enough to hump the sheep statue in front of the Agri-building on our way home!  
 
    By the time we got to the T-Bar, we had already had a bit to drink. We started with a cocktail, had red wine with the meal, and after the first round of bar drinks, we were clearly on the heavier side of the buzz. 
 
    We stood at the bar for a while, talked to some folks visiting from Cleveland. I think it was, but kept moving around. By 10, when the music started, we had both consumed more than our usual amount of liquor. We were standing at the bar, talking to each other, when I had to go to the restroom. All the liquid was about to prove the point of not buying liquor, only renting it. I told her I would be right back. To save my spot. 
 
    The bathroom had a line and one of those old-fashioned bathroom attendants who liked to chat up the visitors. By the time I got through the line, did my business, spoke with the attendant, and came back into the main area of the Bar, a full half-hour had already gone by. 
 
    What I saw on my return took my breath away. Brynn had settled on a bar stool. Her just-above-the-knee dress was riding high on her thighs and her crossed legs were bouncing with the rhythm of the music. But music was not the concern of the guys surrounding her. She was at the center of a cluster of testosterone, all vying for her attention now and presumably for later. 
 
    What caught my attention was that Brynn was having a blast. I paused near the entrance of the restrooms, sneaking over against the wall to stay hidden, and watched her go. The rhythmic tapping of her exposed leg had presumably caused her dress to ride up the way it did, but she did nothing to prevent its gradual movement higher. Several of the guys were touching various parts of her body as they positioned themselves around her. They were trying to be discrete, but I was watching for it. 
 
    The surprise was that Brynn was doing nothing to discourage the contact. Instead, she would respond to it by turning toward the toucher, return the intimacy with a touch of her own, and she even blushed at the off-color jokes that nearby patrons were scowling about. A couple times, her full-throated laughter was so loud others in the bar turned to see what was going on. 
 
    For me, a full-throated anger was about ready to explode. I was staring at these guys putting the moves on MY Brynn, my beloved wife and mother of our two children. A raging jealousy had taken control of my body. I could feel my blood pressure spiking with each touch. Just as I got ready to storm across the bar and deck some of these interlopers, something weird happened. 
 
    While I was being consumed by jealousy and emotional turmoil, my cock had become hard as a fucking stone. It stuck out of my khakis like I had a flashlight in my pocket. I looked down at it like a foreign body had invaded my person. 
 
    Not only was it hard, but my now fully extended rod was throbbing with a pulsing desire I had not felt since the first discovery of naked girls in high school. I noticed every action of her body. They electrified me. The way her long fingers traced down her throat at a particular comment. How she occasionally traced her lips with a finger, sticking it in her mouth and gently sucking on the tip. This is a mannerism she has had our entire lives together, thought nothing about it before, but it was suddenly one of the most erotic things I had ever seen. 
 
    She would flick her thick hair away from her face with a nearly full-bodied movement that caused her breasts to jiggle in her dress. For the first time this night, I noticed she was not wearing a bra. I was sure this had nothing to do with these guys, more a requirement of the dress, but her movement would cause them to bounce freely. Every eye in the cluster would jerk down when it happened. 
 
    My cock continued to throb harder, and I feared it would be obvious to all around. I simply could not walk across the room with my sail at full mast, especially as I approached the cluster surrounding Brynn! Worse, I was so turned on I was afraid I might cum in my underwear. To prevent that, I slinked back to the restroom, went into a back stall, and whacked myself off. It was all I could do not to wail with the pleasure of the release into the tissue I had gathered. 
 
    As I washed what got onto my hands at the sink, the attendant looked at me with a knowing grin. “See your wife with some guys out there?” 
 
    “What?” I answered in complete shock. How could he know? 
 
    “I see a lot of hardness in here late evening,” he chuckled, winking at me, and leaning for some privacy. “When I have the courage to ask, it’s almost always because someone saw his wife with another guy, and it turned them on. Am I right?” 
 
    “Sorry,” I said, with open offense, “that’s kind of private, don’t you think?” 
 
    “I suppose it is,” he said, bowing his head in apology. “I just didn’t want you to think this was the first time that had happened, is all. No offense intended.” 
 
    I put a tip in his jar, threw the towel in the bin, and walked out, looking back at his grinning face, saying only “None taken.” 
 
    By the time I came out of the restroom for the second time, Brynn was gone. I looked around in panic. My official husband protection circuits were flashing full Red Alert, as I frantically searched the bar. I found her in a booth on the far side from the increasingly loud music. The number of guys had fallen to two, but both pushed up too-close on their catch, for my comfort. 
 
    My trying-to-recover brain started making up excuses that the crowd at the bar had increased… it had… so they moved for some more room. Or maybe they were talking, and the noise was too great near the DJ. Or the barstool was not comfortable. None of these made much difference to me now. 
 
    The two guys were pressing up against her. One had a hand down below the table that I could not see, but flutters in the material of her dress told me where he moved that hand. The other guy had one arm around her shoulder and was nibbling on her ear. I could see his other hand tracing across her torso, his thumb touching under her breast. I could see him sliding the dress to stimulate her nipples, which were already at full high-beam. 
 
    Oh my God, I thought to myself. I was hard again! I had just whacked off, and this scene sent me right back to where I was. I was so alarmed; I did not care whether my khakis preceded me into the room. I needed to get her out of there before something really happened. 
 
    I took my jacket off, held it across my arm, in front of my crotch, and walked up to the booth, just standing there. Dirty looks flashed from the two guys, but Brynn simply said, “Hi Cam. Where’d you go?” The slurred words told me they had been plying her with drinks, hoping to score later. “These guys have been telling me the funniest stories… about traveling in Asia.” 
 
    “I can see they have been very entertaining,” I said, the clear anger in my voice causing the guys to jerk their hands away from her. “But now it’s time for us to go home, don’t you think? You know, make sure our kids are ok?” 
 
    She was having trouble focusing on what I was saying, but my message was clear. She shuffled her way out of the booth. This forced the men to move with her, right into me. One was larger than I was, even though I am no slouch, but neither wanted to see the police show up, so slinked off to the other side of the bar. 
 
    I helped Brynn up. She could barely walk. It’s important to note here that Brynn is not a drinker. She gets one of those disgusting drinks she favors and will often suck on it all night, never getting another. 
 
    “How many drinks did they buy for you?” I asked, as my arm strained to keep her upright. For God’s sake! She was totally smashed, could barely walk. By this time, the shock of what was happening made me as sober as the minister at a Mormon picnic. 
 
    “I don’t know. They were so nice, didn’t you think?” Her slurred words were hard to make out in the Bar noise. 
 
    “Oh, yeah, real gentlemen,” I said mockingly. “Do you remember moving back to the booth?” 
 
    “Booth? We were sitting at the bar, but I kept slipping off the stool. We came back here to be more comfortable. That’s what he said.” 
 
    I shook my head. They sure did. He found the booth in the back for some very ‘intimate’ comfort. In the end, I would not press the issue. She had had too many, but I shouldn’t have walked away. Lots of people to blame. I had no reason to believe, after 16 years, that Brynn would suddenly start cheating on me, especially when she knew I was in the same room. 
 
    She was asleep in the car before we got home. I paid the babysitter, letting her head home before I even tried to help Brynn out of the car. I didn’t want our teenage babysitter to see my wife in this condition. At that moment, I could not remember a time seeing her this drunk… maybe college? She was totally wasted. I struggled to get her up the stairs to our bedroom, took her clothes off, then rolled her under the covers. 
 
    I laid down in the bed, feeling the warmth of her luscious skin touching me, and had an almost instant hard-on as my mind wandered to the guys with their hands all over her. What does this mean? Why was I so turned on by her being fondled? I am really fucked up! More than I ever thought possible… or maybe I was just drunk, too. All these possibilities were running through my head as I swept into slumberland myself. Visions of big dicks pushing into her filled my every dream that night.

  

 
   
    2 / The Next Morning 
 
    I woke on Saturday morning with the sound of kids running around. Our children were early middle school/late grade school, certainly capable of being in the house on their own. Still, I woke with the noise and got up. My head hurt, but not too bad. Unlike Brynn, I HAD been drunk like that before. Rarely since college, but I knew what to expect. I let her sleep, took some Motrin, put on a t-shirt and gym shorts, then went down to fix breakfast. Our son, the oldest… he was 11 then… had soccer practice, and the daughter was doing some school project with friends. I took them to both, arranging for other parents to bring them back. I then went home to talk with the newly racy wife. I knew she was going to be so embarrassed! 
 
    Brynn was still in bed, though awake, when I returned. She had a washcloth over her eyes and was rubbing her temples. “Why did you let me drink so much?” she complained, as if I had something to do with it. “My head is killing me.” 
 
    “Not my doing, babe,” I said. “Let me get you some Motrin.” I walked over to the bathroom cabinet, unsnapping the lid. “You had those guys all over you. They must have been plying you with alcohol most of the night.” 
 
    “Where did you go?” she groaned. “I was sitting there by myself and suddenly all these guys were surrounding me. I kept looking for you, but you never came back.” 
 
    “There was a line at the bathroom. Sorry. By the time I got back, you were already in the booth.” Ok, a small white lie. Well, maybe a complete resetting of the truth, but I did not know how to explain why I needed the bathroom for a second visit. I sat next to her on the bed, my gym shorts already stretching tight across my engorging rod. 
 
    “I remember going over there, but I’m kinda vague on why.” 
 
    “Truth is, my love, they wanted you in the booth so they could have their way with you. They had been giving you drink all night.” I winked at her, to let her know I was teasing, “You were flirting with them shamelessly. They thought you were interested in taking it to the next level.” 
 
    “I was not!” she shrieked, the giggling hurting her head again. “Was I?” 
 
    The sudden change in nervous tone told me she was remembering part of it in the back of her head. She turned bright red, pulling the pillow over her head. “God, this is so embarrassing. I dreamed about it all night. One of them had his hand between my legs, was actually playing with my sex. The other was fondling my breasts. Did I really do that?” Her moan was so loud it was almost comical. “I can’t believe I let that happen.” 
 
    I chuckled lightly, trying to discretely rearrange my position to hide my now fully enraged cock pushing at my gym shorts. “I think they did that. At least that’s what I saw when I walked up to the booth.” 
 
    She pulled the pillow off her face. “Are you mad? I’m so sorry. I would never cheat on you…” 
 
    “Hold on,” I cut her off. “I’ll hear no more of that. You got drunk, which was partially my fault, and I do not hold even a small sliver of anger over what happened. It was actually kind of hot watching you.” Our eyes locked as I wondered whether I should even go that direction. 
 
    “I see that,” she said, her eyes suddenly looking lower, a hand reaching over to grab my hard rod through my shorts. “What is this?” 
 
    “Nothing.” Shit, she noticed. The uncertainty of a pending marital crisis suddenly became very real to me. 
 
    “What do you mean, nothing? You are hard as stone.” 
 
    Suddenly, as if something just clicked in her head, she looked at me with a hard stare. “You enjoyed watching them paw me like that, didn’t you?” Her hand never left my swollen shaft. It pulsed with a throbbing push when she mentioned it, her hand jerking slightly at the movement. “You did! What am I supposed to think about that?!” 
 
    “Nothing… you’re not supposed to think anything…” as I tried to move away from her iron grip. “Just a stupid male reaction.” 
 
    “Stupid male reaction? To your wife getting mauled in a bar?” Her hand never left my cock. Worse, she began to stroke it. “You better tell me what’s going on. And right now.” 
 
    She squeezed my cock with pressure this time, fingernails digging into the flesh. I jerked at her sudden change in tone, my cock getting even harder, if that was possible. “And it better be the fucking truth.” I could see her eyes were ablaze with a growing anger made worse by the headache. I knew only the truth would work. 
 
    “I’m sorry, Brynn. I don’t know what happened. I came out of the bathroom. That group of guys surrounded you, clearly having a good time. I hung back to watch. They were touching you; you were touching them. You seemed so comfortable at the center of all that testosterone. And… and… my cock grew so hard… I had to go back to the bathroom and relieve myself.” This last came in a mad rush to get it out. 
 
    “Shit,” she said. “You must be joking! You beat off in the bar bathroom because some guys were flirting with me?” 
 
    “I… I… I can’t explain it, I can’t. I’m so sorry. But it was so… so… fucking hot!” I rushed through the words. “My cock was throbbing with my khakis sticking way out! Don’t you see? I had to do something! I couldn’t walk clear across the floor with my khakis pointing the way!” My head hung in abject shame. 
 
    She continued to stroke me. Her smooth touch made me harder still. I needed to change position again to relieve the strain of cloth/hand/rod. I pulled my legs up onto the bed, allowing her open access, my head finding a pillow next to hers as I laid on my back. She got up, pushed the gym shorts the rest of the way off, draped her leg over me and lowered herself onto my pole. I don’t think I ever felt harder, or her wetter, for that matter. 
 
    She moved slowly, allowing me to pump inside. She stayed in a full sitting position, her eyes burrowing inside mine. “I need to understand, Cam. You really got excited watching them touch me?” I saw then something I had never seen before, not once in all our years together. Her eyes were almost glassy, her breathing short and rapid, as she rotated her hips, moving me inside her. She was really turned on! “Would you have let me go further in that booth, just to see what happens? To get even harder?” 
 
    I did not know what to say at that point. 16 years of absolute devotion to dealing with her honestly and openly came tumbling out in one sudden confession. “Yes.” I groaned as I speared into her. “Yes, my love… it was so hot…” I shifted my hips into a position where I could slam into her, now with force, but she swatted my side sharply. Stop moving, her actions were saying. She wanted to control the movement.  
 
    So, I settled back on the pillow, the shock of her new sexual aggressiveness settling in, and continued talking. “My mind was seeing all these nasty things they could do to you. I… I… I wanted to see them. I wanted to see you cum all over their fingers.” My eyes closed as I imagined last night, his fingers moving her dress, the shifting of her hip to accommodate him. 
 
    She was now moving of her own accord, not waiting for me to drive the connection. “Tell me what you wanted to see,” she said, closing her own eyes as her hip rotation became stronger, more focused on her clit and the movement of my rod inside her. 
 
    The dreams of last night came pouring out. “I wanted to see him stick his finger all the way in, to play with your clit till you screamed your orgasm all over him. I wanted to see the other guy pull your top off, stuffing your nipple in his mouth.”

  

 
   
    3 / Everything Changes 
 
    And at that moment, everything changed between us. I did not know until much later how significant this was, but I was no longer in control of our sex life, driving the result, pushing her to please me. She had taken over. I stopped moving and allowed her to continue her dominance. 
 
    “He did that.” Her breathing now coming in rapid gasps as she ground herself on me. “I was trying to ignore the memories, thinking it was just a dream, but now I have to face it. He put his finger in me. I remember moving a little forward to give him easier access. I knew it was wrong, but it felt so good.” 
 
    I reached up to pinch her nipples, harder than I ever had before. She moaned with the new sensations, pushing her breasts forward. 
 
    “On the way over to the booth,” she went on, “the other guy pushed me in between them and put his hand fully down my top as the other guy covered the view from the front. He grabbed my tits! I didn’t want him to stop, Cam. That’s when I allowed better access to the other guy down below.” 
 
    “They turned you on?” I asked, almost incredulous. My Brynn having a sexual desire?! My cock became almost painful. It was throbbing so hard. 
 
    “Oh, yes. SOOO turned on… oh… oh…” And that was all she could get out before a monster orgasm crashed through her. She was literally grinding her pussy on my cock, scraping her clit across me. She actually screamed “Fuck… Fuck… Fuck…” when she came. I could not hold off any longer myself, shooting my own offering deep inside her. 
 
    She collapsed on top of me. My cock, unusually for me, stayed semi-hard after cumming. She never stopped moving, but now did a slow grinding motion, a rotating hip that kept her clit under constant pressure. I could never remember her cumming that hard before, nothing even close. 
 
    “Oh, my Love,” she said to me. Her own confession now streaming out. “I wanted to do it, I wanted to feel them inside me.” She started moving on me again. All this talk brought me back to almost solid form in seconds. “I kept looking for you, wanting you to see me, to watch my violation.” 
 
    “And I was watching,” I said, putting my arms around her. I could tell she was working up to another major blow. “I was watching you close your eyes, feel his fingers down below, see them scrape the dress over your nipples. I got hard again, just like now, but I had to come over. I didn’t want you to feel guilty later for something you did while drunk. But I didn’t want to stop it either.” 
 
    She ground on me more, her breasts pillowed out against my chest. Her arms wrapped around me, holding herself tight, while mine were around her, holding her even tighter. I could see her mind was floating, captured by the fantasy of two guys having their way with her. My God, she wanted it to happen! She wanted them to take her. And she wanted me to watch. 
 
    Words came out of her mouth I had never heard before. “Grind my cunt… take your little slut… use me…” The moans coming in between the words told of the depth of what she was feeling. I must have grown a full inch thicker as I slammed up into her, because she gasped once again and came hard. 
 
    And I mean hard! She was flopping on me, her whole body shaking with the power of the climax. She was doing it all, as I tried to stay still as possible, slamming her sex down on my cock, forcefully, repeatedly. 
 
    I think she had two more orgasms before she was too physically exhausted to continue. She was panting in large gulps, trying to regain control of her breathing. I released my hold on her, but she did not release me. Instead, she surprised me again by crying. The cries abruptly turning to open sobbing, her tears falling down my chest. 
 
    What the fuck? I just returned one arm to hold her and the other to stroke her hair. “I’m here, my Love.” I whispered in her ear. “I will always be here. Always.” The sobbing continued for quite a while, eventually subsiding. By then, the pressure of her weight on my chest interfered with my own breathing, so I gently rolled her onto my side, keeping my arm around her. We laid like that for what felt like a long time, feeling the closeness, the emotion, the newness. 
 
    She finally looked up at me, her eyes red and raw from the combination of crying and last night’s bender, asking: “What just happened?” 
 
    “Not sure, Brynn, but I think you just had your first sexual impulse since we met. You knew what you wanted, and you went after it.” I was still marveling at the wonder of it, the power. Then started gently giggling, “I, of course, was more than happy to oblige.”  
 
    I pulled her hair back from her face, smiling as I looked down into her worried eyes. There was something there, some awakening. For the first time I could remember, there was no hesitancy, or attempt to pull back into herself. 
 
    I went on: “I feel the way you did just now all the time, Brynn. I am drawn to you like that a lot! I think of you, feel a sexual need, and get you to take care of that need. You always have. This time… frankly, I think this is the first time I have ever seen it in you… you had the same thing on your side… wanted that sexual release. It was incredible. What did it feel like?” 
 
    “Feel like? You actually have these feelings all the time?” 
 
    “Yes, why do you think I want to make love so often?” I laughed. 
 
    “And here I thought it was because of my charms…” she said, winking at me. 
 
    I ignored her attempt at humor, asking: “I am a little confused though. What was the sobbing all about? You seemed to enjoy it…” 
 
    “The emotions were so intense, so strong. My orgasm was… Cam… I… I’ve never felt anything like that before. It kind of frightened me.” 
 
    “No need to worry about that. You were just turned on. I liked it. I will always be here to catch you when you fall off such heights.” Then, I remembered the kids were due soon. “Say, let’s get a quick shower before the kids get home. We can talk about this again later.” 
 
    She agreed, and we took care of our morning business, but this time, we showered together. Our hands seldom left each other, and our kissing felt like the first time at a basement spin-the-bottle party in middle school. 
 
    Afterward, she fixed the kids some lunch and then spent the rest of the weekend with family duties. We didn’t talk more for several weeks. By that time, the internal changes triggered in her on our Saturday morning confess-o-rama spilled out into our relationship. Nothing was ever going to be the same.

  

 
   
    4 / The Pressure Builds 
 
    Over the following weeks after our visit to Tomasino’s, the signs of her new focus came out gradually, each incremental step evidence of a growing sexual metamorphosis. Whether she had always had these feelings, and had just suppressed them, or whether they were genuinely new, they were seeping into her conscious. New thinking in subtle ways grew. Something had triggered a change in her that would not let go. 
 
    I hate to keep bringing this up, but the change became so dramatic that I, her husband of 16 years, was having trouble understanding who this person was. You know the line from the old alien-takeover movie, “who are you and what have you done with my wife?” I felt like that. I had no problems with it… it was just so different! 
 
    This is the same Brynn who had never spoken about sex in any way that really mattered. She had never told an off-color joke, or discussed a sexual conversation with a girlfriend, or specifically, never suggested she and I have sex. NEVER! 
 
    In our total of 18 years together, I had always been the driver. Mind you, my driving was not rape, or pushing her into sex she didn’t want. She just automatically went along with whatever I suggested. And she had never been the one to make the first request. 
 
    Our healthy sex life up to that point was mainly the result of my always being horny and she being willing to go along. She had orgasms and clearly enjoyed the activity, but that’s where it stopped. Sometimes, she was so pliant that I thought she might be a closet submissive. No longer. 
 
    My relatively modest, slightly reserved wife was gradually becoming… well… a sexual being. She was becoming her desire, totally absorbed by the feelings. It was like watching a flower bloom in the spring, opening to expose the beautiful color within. The real Brynn now appeared from the layers of crust forced on her over many years. 
 
    The first thing I noticed was her clothing tightened up. Before, she was always into comfort: yoga pants with a baggy sweatshirt that covered her crotch, and sneakers. Even when we went out for an evening, it was always modest blouse with jacket, conservative skirt at or past the knee, and simple pumps. She looked great in all these outfits, of course, but they were never revealing or intentionally suggestive.  
 
    She quickly dumped the sweatshirts for tops that no longer tried to hide her ample chest. She was showing cleavage, still relatively modest, but still showing. She wore thin t-shirts, tie-waist tops, wrap blouses that would often gap in the front, and many more. All chosen to place an emphasis on her breasts and leave everything below the waist fully exposed. Here, her jeans got tighter, skirts got shorter, yoga pants left her sex clearly defined, and when the weather got warmer, short shorts became the standard. She would even occasionally go bra-less around the house. 
 
    Mind you, nothing about her overt sexual behavior had changed at that point, but I could see the look in her eye when she first made a major clothing change, searching my expression for approval or rejection. When support always came, she got bolder. 
 
    Brynn was always a beautiful woman, but now that beauty seemed to radiate out of her, suffused with a level of raw eroticism that everyone noticed, especially me. She was gathering long glances at the stores or as we walked through parking lots. 
 
    As her clothing became more suggestive, her eyes wandered as well. The first time I noticed her openly looking at a handsome young man walking by, the look on her face full of interest, I actually tripped over the curb. I was not paying attention to anything else. 
 
    Then her native sense of humor, always a significant part of her personality, seeped into formerly forbidden areas. The first time was a link she texted to me. It was some website that had a bunch of cartoons and funny photos. This one was a squirrel ‘threesome’. The photo caught these three squirrels positioned in such a way that it looked like each squirrel was humping the one below it. 
 
    Ok, it was cute, funny, but for Brynn? Absolutely scandalous! Again, I responded with a smiley face approval and they started coming regularly. Brynn was out looking for sexual jokes on the Internet! 
 
    Several months after the Tomasino’s ‘incident’… not sure what to call it… something really changed. Brynn came to me late in an evening to suggest we go to bed early, her intentions clear. 
 
    I thought she was kidding, laughed at her idea even, ready to come back with a leering joke in response, but she stormed out of the room, tears in her eyes at the embarrassment of her perceived rejection. 
 
    I rushed after her and spent two days reassuring her it was perfectly acceptable for her to have these sexual feelings and that I will go along whenever she did. I had laughed because it was a surprise. Not because I didn’t want to or that she shouldn’t have done it. I encouraged her to try again. 
 
    Suddenly, all the soft clues that had been building made sense. Why she never had these sexual feelings before had always been a mystery to me at that point. She was always a loving person and an engaging lover. Quite enjoyable, in fact. There was just an internal hesitancy to push herself in that way. I always thought she just never had the feelings. Little did I know! 
 
    Several nights later, after the kids were in bed, she came down to my office in a virtually see-through nothing that I had never seen before. It simply took my breath away. Her clearly visible nipples, pointed like small berries, as she leaned over, pushing her breasts in my face. Interested now? She wanted to know. I jumped up as we rushed to the bedroom. She was not kidding this time! 
 
    Our lovemaking that night was so passionate and hot, I was still basking in the joy of it when we woke the next morning! My normally passive wife had discovered that she could have real sexual thoughts, and that I liked it when she did. What could be better than that? 
 
      
 
    * * * * * * * ** * * ** * * * 
 
      
 
    As this transformation continued, our lives went along pretty much as they had before. We continued to go out to eat at Tomasino’s, revisited the T-Bar many times, even tried some other bars around town, reminiscing about the time she got fondled. 
 
    Neither of us had the courage or, really, the interest, in pushing it harder at that point. Even though our sex life had moved several notches higher on any ‘hotness’ scale we had experienced, it was still just sex with each other. And we both seemed satisfied to keep it there.  
 
    But the reality of life is that change comes, whether or not we like it. Here, her desire continued growing, her requests for sex became more frequent and I was absolutely in husband-heaven! Did it ever get better than this? I kept asking myself. I didn’t think that was possible. 
 
    As her clothing choices changed, she also started working out at a gym she had joined. I watched her doing something she called a Kegel exercise. I had to look it up. Sure enough, doing 10 a day strengthened pelvic muscles for stronger orgasms. She apparently had put together an entire routine of planks, glute bridges, Kegels and stretching exercises to improve sexual performance. She wanted more sex and was shaping her body to enjoy it more. As the weeks passed, her already glorious body became tighter, more defined. 
 
    These subtle hints then coalesced around a deeper understanding of what was going on, as her growing internal sexual desire started spilling out into other aspects of her life. I knew it had something to do with the T-Bar incident, mainly because of the timing, but I wasn’t sure. Real understanding did not come until much later. 
 
    Then, something truly shocking pushed us in a totally different direction. We tried a place over on 61st Street, called Rick’s Tavern. It was more of a modern bar & grill, compared to the T-Bar, with a much younger crowd. It was brightly lit, and full of the noise of fun. 
 
    We got our drinks, found a table over on the side, and ordered dinner. As we chatted, and I watched a basketball game on the big screen, they delivered the food. Brynn suddenly tapped me on the arm. I looked at her, but immediately followed her open stare. There, at the bar, was one of our closest friends, Sarra Weber. Her very revealing outfit caught my attention as she stood at the bar by herself. 
 
    We had known the Weber’s since we moved into town, when Sarra and Brynn had both joined a group of wives forming a playgroup for our then toddlers. To this day, the families of this playgroup remain our primary circle of friends. We do a lot of things together as couples and families, help each other with occasional babysitting needs or emergencies and the wives still go to lunch regularly, even though the kids are older and in school. 
 
    So here was Sarra, standing at the bar, waiting. Guys would come up to her, offering to buy a drink, but she would push them off. We both felt it. Something else was coming. 
 
    The surprise came when her husband, Brad, came in later, had to be 15-20 minutes, but did not come up to her. He took a seat across from the bar, near the entrance, positioning himself so he had a clear view of where Sarra stood. Several times, we noticed her looking back at him. She even winked a few times, Brad winking back. 
 
    Brynn and I kept looking at each other. What was going on? By this time, we were engrossed in the drama taking place before us. Luckily, they had not seen either of us. We kept whispering back and forth. What did this action mean? Why isn’t he coming up to the bar? She seemed there for a reason, we both thought. 
 
    And then the real shock came. A tall guy, very handsome, with short-cropped black hair, dark Mediterranean skin, and a formidable muscled frame, walked into the bar, heading straight for Sarra. This is it, we both knew. She had been waiting for this guy. 
 
    Sarra turned in welcome, hugging him tightly and kissing him passionately on the lips. Brad was literally on the edge of his seat, not wanting to miss a single moment. The tall guy ordered a drink for them both. They chatted long enough to finish the drinks, then walked out of the bar together… right past Brad. 
 
    Brynn’s jaw almost touched the floor when we both clearly saw Sarra glancing at Brad on the way out the door, giving him a wink. He mouthed to her… we could almost hear him say it… ‘Have fun.’ Holy shit! Sarra was leaving with that guy and Brad knew it… and approved! 
 
    I swear I saw Brynn start to visibly vibrate. She touched my arm, her face still looking at the entrance as Brad got up and walked out, after leaving some time for the couple to have left the parking lot. “She left with him and Brad knew about it!” Brynn said. “You think she was going with Brad’s blessing, and full knowledge?” 
 
    “Looked that way to me,” I said. 
 
    “I can’t believe it. Sarra is always so quiet, so prim and proper all the time,” Brynn said, her giggles now showing her arousal. “That were so… erotic!” 
 
    “I wonder where they are going?” I asked. 
 
    “Not out to get ice cream,” she laughed, her arousal now showing in her face as she moved her hand below the table to grasp my rigid shaft. “And I can see it has you ready to go as well.” 
 
    We hurriedly finished eating, paid the check, and rushed home. There was some place my cock needed to be… 
 
    On the way home, Brynn looked at me with a very contemplative look. “When you told me you wanted to watch me with the two T-Bar guys, is that what you meant? Into their room and made love to?” 
 
    Has there ever been a more dangerous question asked of a husband? Is that what you want, for me to go out and sleep with some other guy? 
 
    She laughed at my hesitation. “Not sure how to answer that one, huh?” 
 
    “Yes, indeed. I am unsure how to even respond… Brynn, this is so new to me. I get very excited, but all the details, how to do it, and the impact on our relationship… Yikes!” 
 
    She put her hand on my thigh with a gentle squeeze. “Me, too. I am not sure how to respond either.” 
 
    “I get excited to see you with another man. I can’t hide that from you. You’ve seen it in action,” as my hand went down to cover hers. “But truth is,” I continued, “none of my fantasies, either before or since the T-Bar, have included you going off by yourself to be with another guy. I can’t believe Brad could do that. Brynn… I’m just not sure my emotions could handle that.” 
 
    She seemed to ignore my statement completely, her mind elsewhere. “Hard to imagine Brad and Sarra doing that, isn’t it? All these times getting together, over so many years… They gave no sign that they were into this kinky stuff. I never saw it, at least…” 
 
    “Brynn, do you think the ladies would understand about you… how you get so excited thinking about being taken in front of me?” 
 
    “No, I suppose not…”  
 
    “Some things are best left in private. One question I have. Are you going to allow Sarra her privacy on this? Not mentioning that we saw them. They clearly did not see us.” 
 
    “Oh, I would never have a conversation like that with any of my friends.” 
 
    “I guess that explains why you never picked up any of the signs…” I laughed. 
 
    By that time, we were home, and we wasted no time getting to business. Brynn was absolutely an animal, as she tore into me, cumming hard and often. I could only imagine what scenes of Sarra and the tall guy played in her head. We are going to have to figure out where to go from here.

  

 
   
    5 / New Insight 
 
    One day, I took a new tack. I needed to know what she was thinking but did not know how to ask… or even what questions to ask. I figured she needed to tell me what was going on inside. 
 
    To open that window, for both insight and discussion, I asked her if she wanted to watch some porn. The shock? She agreed without hesitation. My Brynn agreed to watch porn. I’m still in shock to this day! 
 
    Truth is, I was never that much of a porn guy. I enjoyed the visuals, but the artificial nature of the setups, and the horrible acting and fake cries of pleasure, never really did much for me. I heard that there were some genuine couples that post videos, so I went looking for attractive candidates, telling her we can watch some and see what she thinks. At the very least, I thought, this approach might open that internal window to help me understand.  
 
    Somewhere along the way, I picked up that porn was a window into your erotic soul. There were so many choices, and so many kinks, that you had to make a positive choice in what to watch. By tracking what she chose, or what aroused any person, you got a good sign of what turns them on. 
 
    Lord knows I needed that with Brynn. I am not the most emotionally sensitive guy around. Her signals were coming at me from multiple directions, but none of these directions helped me identify actual sexual activities. It was more the trappings of sex, rather than the physical act. I needed help with deciding on our next steps. I wanted her to show me, through the porn she preferred watching, what things she wanted to try. 
 
    Besides, by this time, I was growing a little concerned. My mind kept going back to the old saying about ‘how are you going to keep them on the farm once they’ve seen the big city?’ The stronger her desire grew, the more I became concerned I would not be enough to satisfy. My insecurities exploded! I could tell, at this rate, her need was going to eclipse my ability to offer relief soon. Something had to be done. 
 
    I tried to talk to her about my concerns several times, just in casual conversation, but she pushed them aside. ‘I haven’t changed’, was a common reply. Maybe she was avoiding the question as well. Her internal drive had to be pushing at her all the time. She knew of my anxiety. She was probably avoiding the conversation to avoid the possible ‘no’ that might come with my reply. 
 
    So, I connected my tablet to our big screen TV in the bedroom, found a few likely candidates, and we went to bed for some stimulation. 
 
    First up, I tried a normal couple just having sex. This brought a cascade of resistance, like her old self. Why are we watching this? What do they have I don’t have? (nothing, obviously), and her ultimate zinger, why do you need this? The clip was only a few minutes long, so she watched, but was clearly not interested. 
 
    Then I tried one with two men and a woman. You would have thought I had taken her finger and placed it into an electric socket. Her breathing changed; her face went flush. Her hand went straight to my crotch, and to her own. Brynn was fingering herself, something I had never seen before, mesmerized by what was happening on the screen. 
 
    At first, the action was slow, with intros, gentle touching, and caressing, but as the video progressed, the men got rougher with the woman, more aggressive. They were really taking it to her, oral and intercourse, pounding into her, then double penetration of both holes below. The more aggressive they got, the more aroused Brynn became. I spent as much time watching her as I did the screen. This genuinely turned her on. 
 
    When it was over, I quickly changed to one that was like her T-Bar experience - two guys at a bar, picking up a woman, taking her back to the hotel, then having a threesome. Reaction to that was even more intense. Without moving her eyes off the screen, she buried my cock down her throat, appearing to mimic what was happening on the screen. Her own moans of pleasure were even stronger than my own. 
 
    Finally, I went for one last stab at insight. It started with a woman being invited to somebody’s place. Sex clearly planned. She agreed, but when she got there, four guys were waiting for her. Brynn gasped when she saw the other guys in the room, as if some kind of trigger had gone off. She was absolutely on fire. 
 
    What surprised me about the video, and her reaction, was the involvement of the woman. The beginning implied that this many guys was a surprise, and that she was being ‘taken’ by these guys against her will. But before the action even began, it became obvious the woman was there because she wanted to be. She wanted to play in a group like this. From the actions she took, to the words she spoke, this woman wanted to have all these cocks in her. She was there for her own enjoyment as much as they were for theirs. This had to be a revelation to Brynn. That desire was acceptable. 
 
    Just as the final guy joined the party, when the woman’s hands, mouth, and pussy were all fully involved in the screen action, Brynn pushed me to lie down on the bed, angled so I could see the show. She got up between my legs, facing away from me, toward the screen. She reached behind to lower herself onto my shaft. The groan out of her mouth told me so much of what was going on inside. 
 
    She moved slowly up and down. The pressure and ease of movement told me her sexual exercises were being put to effective use. Yet, she wasn’t paying attention to me at all. She was totally immersed in this fantasy as she used my cock. 
 
    Before the guys finished with the woman, we were slamming into each other, feeling the sheer joy of her sexual arousal. When Brynn ended up cumming, her cries of release shocked me with its power, as she collapsed back on top of me. It was so loud; I wondered whether the kids had heard it! 
 
    My mission had succeeded. I had gotten the new insight I needed. It really was the multiple guy scenarios that got Brynn going. 
 
    Porn never became a regular part of our lovemaking, but as the months went by, she would occasionally ask to watch with me, and almost always chose videos with multiple guys taking the girl. I knew at that moment; this Brynn differed from the old. This was a Brynn that needed something more than she was getting from me. 
 
      
 
    * * * * * * * ** * * ** * * * 
 
      
 
    As her revved-up sexual engines became stronger, the difference in our sex when we went to bed became vastly different as well. She dominated me, directed what she wanted, pushed my endurance as wave after wave of climaxes drove her desire. 
 
    As if this wasn’t shocking enough, I responded to her demands with rigid compliance… if you know what I mean. I was so turned on that my own climaxes became harder and more intense. My cum would explode out of me, my heart pounding in my chest. 
 
    This was sex on another level. We had somehow moved from the daily plane of boring long-married sex to some other advanced version. But who’s complaining, right? 
 
    Typically, after a session, I held her in my arms. She no longer sobbed with tears by this time, but I could feel her own heart beating as I held her against me. The raw emotional power of her need was scorching through her. My Brynn had discovered strong sexual desire at 38-years-old, and she really liked it. 
 
    One question grew in my mind, causing me some alarm. What was it she really liked? The porn helped me move toward that answer, but it was the words that came out of her mouth that told me the real story. 
 
    Several times in her self-driven sessions, she revisited the men in the bar, as she was encouraging me to drive harder into her. She was whispering about the man whose finger was inside her, how excited I got. What would it be like to have me pounding into her while she sucked on a cock? Oh man, you can’t believe where my brain went, and my shaft! She was grunting under me, demanding I push harder… to take her with everything I had. 
 
    Again, I keep going back to this, but it’s weird how different this was from her earlier sexual behavior. The words themselves were a new vehicle for her. 
 
    She would talk while she pushed her sexual needs. Mind you, the words I am typing here are her words. Her never-before-spoken words. She had never been a verbal lover, seldom even cried out while cumming. Now, they poured out of her mouth while she ground herself on my cock. She described how she was on the dance floor with the two men from the booth, all of them naked, grinding up against her. As she pushed herself onto me, she described fantasy guys fingering her and shoving their cocks in her. 
 
    I would go off like a roman candle at these words, bucking against her. She moved with my release like a skilled bronco rider, her own screams of climax escaping from deep within her core. This was the hottest thing I had ever experienced. With each session, the stories that came out of her now fertile sexual mind became raunchier and the climaxes seemed more intense. 
 
    How did I score this lucky break? I kept asking myself. Because a couple of assholes fondled my wife at a bar? Weird, right? This question constantly roiled my brain. 
 
    There was one problem, however. The pressure to perform was becoming equally intense. I was becoming one of those guys you read about that avoided certain situations with his wife because she wanted to have sex all the time. I enjoyed three times a week, say, but as each month passed, that was not enough. Her suggestions came more often than that, even. 
 
    There would be periods where she went back to the less-sexual Brynn. It’s not like she roared into life overnight, but as weeks, then months passed, she grew increasingly focused on it. 
 
    The fundamental truth of our situation became clearer to me. She was now the lead in our sexual relationship. I was just trying to hold on, to keep my position. My growing fear was that she would push me out of the way and go to someone… or someone’s… that could take care of her needs. I wondered, when that finally happened, whether she would even ask my permission.

  

 
   
    6 / Coming to Terms 
 
    Somewhere along the way, I started doing research on-line, trying to figure what was going on. Phrases like hotwife, cuckold, and wife sharing were everywhere. Clearly, I was not the only one to be in this situation, not the only one to be turned on by it, and, worse, not the only one concerned about the wife getting so carried away by it she left the husband to live the new sexual lifestyle. 
 
    My nervousness about this recent development existed on multiple levels. I was loving the new power and her growing interest, but a growing concern tempered the excitement of her sexual awakening… the speed of expansion. Would she be the same Brynn I had loved over the years if she, in fact, did the horizontal mamba with a stranger? How would I really feel about that? 
 
    I loved this woman with my entire soul. Life without her was not something I could even envision, much less want to cause by my own actions. What if she found someone with a better dick that pushed her new sex drive harder and higher? Would I be enough to satisfy her? My mind kept going back to the ‘keeping the girl on the farm’ analogy. 
 
    Worse, over time, my mind focused more on scenarios for disaster. What if I was traveling on a business trip or unwilling to go along some night? Would she just go on her own, find a willing partner without me? The idea of her doing it without me present fixed my heart with a cold and firm black hole of despair. Thoughts of Sarra and Brad filled me with absolute dread. Fuck no, was all I could think. There would be no discussion of our developing separate sex lives. I knew our relationship could never survive such an arrangement. If it went in that direction, we were finished anyway. 
 
    I read an on-line article about some guy that would have his wife go out to get humped while he waited at home, watching a movie or something. She would then return home and tell him all about it. Reminded me some of the Sarra & Brad situation. I often wondered what he did while Sarra played? The online guy somehow enjoyed this entire process, claiming they have been like that for years and the couple remained happily married… or so he said. 
 
    Can you imagine it? I marveled at the complexity such a lifestyle would bring into our lives. To live with an arrangement like that would require a constant balancing act between jealousy, arousal, and the simple, practical realities of family life. My internal emotional life would be constantly at war with itself. Visions of explaining to the kids why Mom was out all evening and got home at 2 in the morning, looking freshly fucked, seemed to me the best of all probable outcomes. The real impact only went down from there. 
 
    For Brynn and I… well… more specifically for me, I guess… this would… I knew it to my very bones… simply tear me apart. The arousal would find its home, I’m sure of it, but the jealousy, and abject fear of losing my wife and family, would devour me. 
 
    Yet, nothing in my experience with her gave me concern she would ever go outside for sex without me. But, the new me argued, she never wanted sex of any kind before, either. Maybe that is the actual source of my growing worry, I kept saying. Would she be able to control her desires once I had let them out to play… what’s the best phrase… more freely? 
 
    After one particularly torrid session with her stories telling of multiple guys taking her and the violent orgasm that followed, I decided we needed to discuss this before we went any further. Luckily, this happened on a Friday night. The kids had long been in bed. 
 
    Instead of just going to sleep after our session, as we usually did, I got up, put on a robe and went downstairs, fixing myself a whiskey. I pulled the Jameson Black Barrel out of our liquor cabinet. We needed the good stuff for this discussion! I took the drink into the living room and sat on our loveseat, trying to figure out a way to approach the conversation. 
 
    Fifteen minutes later, Brynn followed me down, dressed in a slinky robe. She clearly had nothing on underneath. I could smell the fresh scent of the soap she used to clean herself up before coming downstairs. I mean… that robe was a point all its own. She still had young kids in the house and was no longer concerned about wearing a robe that literally left NOTHING to the imagination. How was I to understand THAT? 
 
    “We need to talk, Brynn. I’m getting worried.” The flush of her intense orgasms was still present on her reddish face. 
 
    “I know,” she said. “The fantasies are getting stronger, aren’t they?” 
 
    “They are, and I love that you are having them. Truly, I am,” as I pulled her down on my lap for a hug, then helped her into the loveseat next to me. “We have had such great sex and seem to be closer than we have ever been. All of this because some guys felt you up at the T-Bar. Truthfully, my love, I never want it to end. I should send those guys a thank you note.” 
 
    She giggled at my joke. “But…” 
 
    “It worries me a little. Not that you have these fantasies, but that they are getting stronger, and all seem to involve multiple partners. I can tell. You really want to do it, don’t you?” 
 
    The suddenly sheepish look on her face told me the answer. “Would you be upset if I wanted that?” she asked, her voice soft and full of nervous uncertainty. 
 
    Somewhere along the way, I picked up a saying that I now accept as truth in my 30-something years. ‘All of life is a careful seeking of balance, between what you want and what the world wants you to want.’ 
 
    Brynn seemed caught trying to find that balance for herself now. I could see it in her eyes. She WANTED to do it, wanted to feel the multiple cocks in her at the same time. Yet, she did not want to lose her family and cause a wrenching change in her life because of it. 
 
    “I’m not sure,” I told her honestly. “It would be so hot and exciting to watch you service by multiple cocks. You would simply love it, I’m certain of it. The problem I have is the potential consequences. What if you liked it more than you like us? What if…” 
 
    She cut me off, “I would never…” 
 
    “Let me finish…” cutting back in. “We have a long discussion ahead.” She bowed her head to acknowledge she would, and I continued. “What if one particular cock was the one to capture your soul? Would you be able to stop going back to it? I know all the fantasies you have shared include me watching, but what if I wasn’t available sometime when you wanted to play? Would you go without me?” 
 
    She protested again, but I held up a finger. She settled back into the love seat. “I have done a lot of research about this over the last few weeks. Sorry, if I’m doing too much mansplaining, but I want to make sure we are both talking about the same thing.” 
 
    I adjusted my position next to her. “What you are, my dear, is called a ‘hotwife’. That is a wife that likes to have sex with other men, with the full permission of her husband. The husband in these relationships is called a ‘cuckold’. Typically, in this approach, the hotwife goes out to find a potential lover while the cuckold sits at home. The hotwife then comes home to tell the cuckold all about her lover and what they did. I’m calling that Scenario #1. 
 
    “Other couples will have the hotwife take a partner, but only make it in front of the husband. This is sometimes called ‘wife sharing’. I’m a little confused about the language here, but I don’t think a wife-sharer is considered a cuckold. Not sure about the technical difference. Still, we’ll call ‘wife sharing’ Scenario #2. Who knew there was a whole vocabulary for this shit?” I giggled, shaking my head about the absurdity. “Do you get the two scenarios I am painting?” 
 
    She said nothing, just nodded her head yes. “Before we go any further, you need to understand… upfront… I am not the cuckold for the first scenario. I could not handle you going without me, like Sarra & Brad, fucking some stranger, then coming home to tell me about it. That is a full non-starter for me. I will not agree to that… not once… not EVER! If it goes that far, then I see us as finished, anyway. I do not believe I could tolerate the emotional turmoil that would generate. Do you understand that?” Again, she shook her head but did not speak. 
 
    “I cannot tell you why watching someone else fuck you while I am in the room is so different, but it is… emotionally… physically… in every way that matters to me… it is. When we do this thing… if we do it… we do it together. It is a shared thing, an erotic experience shared with each other. If you went off to do it on your own, every insecurity I ever had about our relationship would explode in my brain. Understand?” 
 
    She agreed once again, but said nothing. 
 
    “Who am I kidding? We ARE going to do this!” I finally stated, frankly. “I just wanted to set some ground rules up front. So… I have talked long enough. Tell me what you are thinking about all this.” 
 
    “I have not done the research,” she giggled softly, “but I have done a lot of thinking about this… this extra activity. I agree that scenario #1 is not as attractive for me either. My love, what I have discovered in all this play, and the fantasies that spring to life from it, is that what I really WANT to do, is have you watch me do it. That is the joy I receive. I am sure the extra cocks will give me orgasms, but I would be so tied up in emotional knots, worried about you…” She looked at me with the most loving look I can ever remember. I took her hand in mine. “Without you there to watch, what would be the point?” she continued. “The two go hand-in-hand.” 
 
    “Ok,” I said, still parsing in my mind that she had said ‘not AS attractive to me,’ not ‘not attractive.’ Still, I had to live with what I could get. “Then that is settled. Now that we have set up our Rule #1… if we do this together, I am game. What do you want to do?” 
 
    She looked at me, trying to tell if I was serious. I could see the question mark behind her brow. Was I being truthful? “Are you serious?” she asked. 
 
    “Yes, I am. This really is erotic. I love watching you get so excited, and you’re right, it gets me excited at the same time. Let’s do this!” 
 
    

  

 
   
    7 / Watching Brynn Go 
 
    Neither one of us was sure how to go about this kind of play, so we started by pretending. Brynn would go into the bar, sit, pretending to be alone. I would walk in separately, then pretend to pick her up. If there were other guys involved, well, so much the better. This approach worked well… at least to get over our initial nerves. 
 
    We were going to stay with the T-Bar because we knew the crowd, especially the ton of businessmen staying in the hotel across the street, and because it was a large place, with lots of booths and unique table placements in secluded areas, in case we wanted to go that route. It was also a place we almost never saw our friends. 
 
    The first time, we walked in only a few minutes apart. She took a seat at the bar and waited for me. We might as well have been on a date. As soon as I arrived, no one approached her for the rest of the night. We were clearly together. 
 
    The second time, I spread the ‘alone segment’ out a little, allowing her to settle in and attract attention. She sat in her now customary way: back to the bar, short dress riding up her thigh, legs crossed, with the top foot tapping to the music. I came in 15 minutes later. This also turned out to be too short a period. She would just get a small connection with another patron when I would walk up. We needed to refine our technique. 
 
    After that, we shifted the timing. I would still come in at about 15 minutes, but I would hang at the other end of the bar to scope out what was happening. Once she had attracted guys around, I would approach as well; just another guy paying attention to an attractive lady. We would stand around, listening to music, telling jokes, arguing sports or politics; you know, bar talk. 
 
    Gradually, I worked my way close enough that I could touch her without being obvious. This is when the real fun began. 
 
    I would reach out to stroke her leg or cross her shoulder with a light graze. She would openly turn to me because of the touch. This signaled to the rest of the guys that she would respond to this touching. Soon, they were all touching her, though it was all very subtle and nowhere near her sexual zones. I could tell this was working though, because she squirmed in her seat, feeling the tingle down below. We went home an hour later and ravaged each other. Oh, yes. This was really working. 
 
    On our third or fourth time, I can’t remember exactly, my touching became a little more brazen. I not only touched her leg and shoulder, but my hand ‘accidentally’ caught her hem, pulling her dress higher on her leg. I had not told her about that in advance, so she gasped at the movement, but did not push it back down. This suddenly focused every eye in our group on the dark triangle between her legs, now several shades lighter than before. She covered it well, laughing about the change and talking to someone else, ignoring it altogether. 
 
    We didn’t even make it home that night before she had to do something. She pulled my cock out of my pants and sucked me most of the way home. Once the garage door closed, I pushed her over the hood of the car and pounded into her right there in the garage. She had to stifle her screams because the kid’s rooms were right above us. 
 
    Man, oh, man. We were now on a sexual high like neither of us had ever experienced. Each pretend after-session was getting raunchier and more focused on the next real step. We both wanted to include another for actual play. 
 
    One thing to note here. I am telling you this in sequence, as if it happened five nights in a row. It actually took place over several months. We would do the pretend, go home and fuck, then talk for long stretches about what to do next. I still had a job, the family still needed attention and our larger family and community made claim to our time. We squeezed in our own play time when we could. 
 
    The shocking part of this experimentation was the continued transformation of Brynn. My wife was becoming… well… an openly sexual being. Maybe even a real hotwife! She transformed into a woman that was comfortable with guys touching her and one focused on what she wanted. She was becoming absorbed in her own desire. 
 
    Also, it quickly became obvious to me that what she wanted to put on a good show… for me! She would signal me subtly with her eyes, lean in at certain points, make sure I knew what she was doing next so I could watch. She loved to be the hub of a gang of men, but she really loved to have me watch her be in that center. At each pretend event, she grew increasingly focused on making it real. 
 
    Brynn wanted it, wanted it badly even, though she remained extremely nervous about the act itself. Great as a fantasy, she said repeatedly, potentially not so great a reality. After we did this a few more times at the T-Bar, her growing desire to experience actual skin, while I watched, became too strong to ignore any longer. 
 
    To do this, we took our show to a new location. Our goal: see if she can get someone to come to the parking lot with her and… see what comes up. She would always giggle when I put it that way. Oh yes, she wanted to see what would come up badly. 
 
      
 
    * * * * * * * ** * * ** * * * 
 
      
 
    For this, we needed a relatively seedy bar with a dark parking lot. I scoped viable locations, finally settling on a place called Callahan’s, near the warehouse district. They themed this as a traditional Irish pub, but the place had a lot of young male workmen looking to party. Brynn’s red hair just made it more fitting. 
 
    We did our initial setup the same: Brynn walking in first, me 15 minutes later. The difference between the bars was obvious from the beginning. Young men were mobbing her as soon as she walked in the door. I did not have to approach to get the touching started. 
 
    They were way past that before I even arrived. What was going on was so blatant by that time the bartender asked them to go to a booth. He pointed to one in the back, isolated from the rest of the bar. This was problematic for me because I could not see clearly what was going on, but I could see enough to know that the sexual zones were not off-limits for her at Callahan’s. 
 
    I would glance over, probably more than I should have, but most of the guys in the place were looking in her direction. A hot babe like that… willing to touch. That caught everyone’s attention. 
 
    There were four guys in the booth, with Brynn in the center of the pairs. She would glance at me occasionally. I could see her squirming as a hand went down below the table, or another would graze the side of her breast. The conversation was lively. 
 
    What caught my eye was her absolute focus on the guys. Her eyes would touch each of them, keeping their attention on her. Her hand would move from guy to guy, keeping that center. All her pretend sessions had built those skills to a fine edge. I would often see her hands fall below the table line, yet her arms continued to move. I could not see it clearly, but she had to be stroking something on them. I’m fairly sure I knew what that was. 
 
    The sexual fire that was consuming her never ceased to amaze. I could see it in her flushed face, the slow movement of her hands down below, the way she squirmed, and the way her eyes constantly darted toward me. The power grew with each touch. And more, with each opportunity to be touched. 
 
    As things progressed, I noticed she had slipped off her shoes, her foot up in the air, inserted in-between the legs of a guy on the other side of the table. Before she started touching him, she looked straight at me. Our eyes caught, and she angled hers downward a couple times to guide where I should be looking. Her foot then extended to the guy’s crotch. I could see the surprise look on his face as he felt her first touch, his hand flying under the table. Once he knew what it was, I could see him slouching as he moved his hips forward to give her more direct access. 
 
    I had to press myself up to the bar. My cock was so hard. It was like an electric jolt had shot through me. Now… oh yes… now I was blatantly staring. I couldn’t pull my eyes away as her other foot extended to the guy sitting next to the first, her legs spread wide apart. He reacted in the same way. This went on as drink after drink poured over to that table. I noticed Brynn was not drinking many of them. She was totally absorbed in what she was doing, the show she was putting on for me. 
 
    I could tell she thought of it that way because every time something new would happen, she would catch my eye, then show with subtle eye movement where I should look next. Her feet were now both fully extended, her two hands moving slowly up and down under the table and the guys were struggling to keep focused on the talking. 
 
    Gradually, the number fell off. One looked at his watch and had to go, another followed shortly after. She was down to two in the booth. Her hands were clearly stroking their hard shafts below the table. 
 
    Then she gave the prearranged signal, loudly telling the guys she had to go. Would they be willing to escort her through the dark parking lot? I think by then, everyone in the place must have known what that meant. I hastily paid my tab and hustled out to a place I had found in some bushes behind our car. 
 
    This spot would give me a safe place to watch if any of them took her up on the offer for additional services behind our car. As planned, I opened the trunk, took out a blanket, placing it beside the back bumper, fluffing it up to make it seem like it was there accidentally. I wondered with a smile on my face whether the guy would notice it was already there. 
 
    Soon I heard the guys stumbling out of the door, Brynn in the center. One guy was so drunk he barely made it to the lot before leaning over to support himself. He would not make it to the car. The other seemed more focused on what was to come. They walked together toward our car, their hands all over each other. There was no pretense now. His hands were all over her chest, hers openly stroking the rod tenting in front of his pants. 
 
    They came around the back of our car, her glance telling me she knew I was there. Brynn got down on her knees, the blanket bunched, pulling frantically at the guy’s belt and pants, until his thick shaft bounced on her face. Both hands rose to grip him. 
 
    The next moment sent shivers straight to a rod that was already hard-pressed against my jeans. She looked up at the guy. His eyes hungry, watching for the event he had been hoping for all night. She then tilted her head slightly. I knew she was searching for me. I moved out a little so she could clearly see me, but not so much to attract the guy’s attention. She took the cock in her fist, holding it in front of her face, to make sure I could see it, then gently pulled it into her mouth. 
 
    It was good sized, not huge, but plenty hard. She gradually stroked it as her mouth went back and forth on the shaft. She buried it as far as it would go, then pulled back, repeating several times. Then she surprised me. She buried the rod deep in her mouth, then reached across her shoulders, pulling the straps off her dress, and shoving her top down below her breasts. They glistened in the moonlight. Her nipples protruded out as far as I could imagine, as she went at that cock with every lust she possessed. And after the evening she had been through, my Brynn was on fire! 
 
    She pinched her breasts a couple times, then leaned her head so I could clearly see the shaft as it went in and out. She pounded her mouth down onto the rod while pinching and pulling her nipples, pointing them at me as she played. I yanked my cock out of my pants, frantically stroking at it. This was the hottest thing I had ever seen. My wife was giving a stranger the best blowjob of his life. 
 
    Her hands came off her nipples, as she began stroking him with both her hands and her mouth, each move supplying a twist of the wrist to increase his tension. The groans coming out of his mouth became more intense as his hips rotated. I could tell he was close. 
 
    She suddenly pulled him out of her mouth, staring straight up into his face, licking the head. He exploded all over her face and chest; the spunk flying everywhere. This guy had not cum in a while. The white string sprayed across her tits and chest as she stroked him, trying to pull out every bit of his release. 
 
    The guy suddenly jerked as his head turned, finally spotting me, my cock on full display as I pulled it.  
 
    “Who are you?” he said, scrambling to get his pants up. 
 
    “Oh,” Brynn said, as if it was nothing, “that’s my husband.” 
 
    “Shit!” he said, pulling at his pants, running between the cars. 
 
    Brynn did not care. She pulled up her dress, leaning over the trunk of the car. Her panties had already removed. “Now!” she hissed at me. 
 
    I didn’t have to ask what she meant. I stepped up behind her, plunging myself into her sopping cunt. She came almost as soon as I was inside, thrashing on me as deep moaning escaped her lips. I slammed into her harder. 
 
    “You loved sucking that cock, didn’t you?” I cried out. 
 
    Her soft ‘um’ telling her agreement as I continued to savage her, thrust after thrust. I could see the blowjob recipient on the side of the parking lot, watching us as we humped on the car. Neither of us cared. 
 
    We were both frantic now, pumping and groaning. The car suspension was shrieking its own protest until I came with one final push, holding myself inside as I painted her vaginal walls. Her own scream of release came moments later. 
 
    A couple other folks had joined Blow Job guy, watching us go at it. Brynn did not seem to care. After we finished, she waved at them. I could see her breasts flopping in the open air! Then she got in the front seat. I reached around, threw our blanket in the back seat, and we left. We will not be going back to Callahan’s anytime soon! 
 
    By the time we hit the street, we were roaring with laughter. What had we just done? The brazen recklessness was just sinking in. We were lucky no one was there with a cell camera! I looked at her face in the passenger’s seat. The look of satisfaction was total. She really enjoyed that and had no regrets. We were off in a totally new direction. 
 
    We stayed up late into the evening, replaying what happened and how stupid it was to take such risks, deciding it was time to take the risk formally into account. Whether we continued or not, we had to be smart about it. 
 
    After a while, the talk turned to strategy and tactics. You’d think we were planning an invasion of a neighboring country. We went upstairs, made very passionate love, the old kind, without others involved, falling asleep in each other’s arms. We had settled on a plan of conquest. Cocks of the world beware! 
 
    The plan was simple. Hit a few bars in town, find a guy we like, then hit him up for the show. Neither of us knew whether it was going to be possible to find someone to make love to Brynn while I sat there and watched. Might be a tough get. The pressure to perform while being seen would be bad enough, we both thought. Harsh even… for most guys, at least. After all, there was always the risk you would do something that would make the husband mad, and ka-pow! Yes, both of us were sure it was going to be more difficult than we thought. 
 
    We started our hunt back in comfortable territory, the T-Bar. We both knew the place well, could scope out the talent, knew none of our friends would be there, and I now knew of places to slink where I could watch quietly. 
 
    Unfortunately, several things derailed this plan. It would have to wait.

  

 
   
    8 / Girlfriend Disaster (Brynn) 
 
    Two weeks after our Callahan’s adventure, Brynn had an interesting conversation with some girlfriends, causing her to become nervous about the whole hotwife experience. It turned out Sarra was the star. Remember Sarra? Of the ‘picked up by tall guy while husband watched’ fame? Yeah, that one. A group of the wives had gotten together for lunch. I would struggle to put it into the right words, so I asked Brynn to tell you about it. Here is what she said: 
 
    We went to lunch at Chili’s in the Redmore Shopping Center. As always, the conversation revolved around activities for kids, what our husbands were doing, our latest projects… I don’t know… the usual stuff. 
 
    Toward the end of the lunch, Sarra… you know she has always been so quiet, even around us girls. Cam, she absolutely glowed. It was all I could do not to ask if getting humped by the tall guy was making her so happy! 
 
    Here was the surprise. Sarra broke the news to the group that she and Brad were breaking up. That she had moved out of the house. The shock for us all seemed total. Even knowing what I did, she still surprised me. The Weber’s always seemed so… I don’t know… together… happy. And even in the bar, they seemed so in-it together. Didn’t they? 
 
    She told us the details of what had been going on. Brad had a fantasy, she told us, about her going out on a date with someone else. He wanted her to become a hotwife. At that word, she started crying, tears running down her face. We all gave sympathy and support, then Millie… you know her… always getting into everyone else’s business… well, Millie wanted to get back to the reason. Seemed extremely interested in it. 
 
    So Sarra went on. This idea of being a hotwife really got Brad excited. He talked about it all the time. Kept asking her to try it. His enthusiasm finally convinced her. She got excited about it herself. This would be your Scenario #1, I think, where she makes it with a stranger by herself and tells him about it later. 
 
    You know, Sarra. She has a great figure. She looked great in that dress at Rick’s, didn’t she! She is a few pounds overweight… who isn’t at our age? But her breasts are incredibly attractive. I have always marveled at how they have stayed so firm. She must be D-cup at least. We went shopping at Kohl’s one time. She needed to buy a bra. There were lots of nice styles to choose from… you know I always like the lacy kind with thin material, more comfortable… no, she told me; she needed more support. Her ‘girls’ were too big for those bras. She only looked at balcony bras… I know you don’t know them very well. These have thick material on the bottom half, to give support, and a thin material on the top. Better for large breasts. That’s what she ended up with… I guess you didn’t need to know that, did you? 
 
    Anyway… Sarra told us she agreed to try it. They planned to go out every weekend for a month to see what would happen. Every Friday night for the month, she went to Rick’s Tavern. Sarra said Rick’s had a reputation as a meet-up spot. She would go into the bar before Brad, who would follow her 20 minutes later. She would set herself up at the bar and then see what happened. Brad would get a seat across the room and watch as the guys hit on her. 
 
    Cameron, we actually saw that plan in action! 
 
    And she says she got hit on a lot! But none seemed to be comfortable for her. Something about them just didn’t feel right, though guys plied her with drinks. She got fairly good at chatting with guys at the bar, she said, even relaxed a little more. The best part, she said, was that, even though nothing happened, the very thought that it might revved Brad’s engines. He would apparently take her back to the house and… Cam, she actually said it just like this… I still laugh at prim and proper Sarra saying this… she said. ‘He fucked me something fierce.’ It was evidently the best sex they had ever had together. We know THAT experience, don’t we? 
 
    Finally, on the last weekend, a tall guy visiting from out of town, came up to her. She later said his name was Nick. They hit it off very well, and… she didn’t go into details… but she went to his hotel room and made love to him. 
 
    Cam, you should have heard the gasps from the other girls. I almost burst out laughing. It was really hard for me to cover that I knew what was going on. And here’s the thing… it wasn’t because she did it. She wouldn’t have told us this story if she didn’t make it with the guy. It was her reaction. 
 
    Her face went flush with excitement, her breathing shorter. Nick must have rocked her world! Later she said he had incredible stamina, was long and thick, and she came so hard… and so often… that her whole image of sex with Brad suddenly became quite different. 
 
    And here’s where it becomes important for us. She came home at something like 2 in the morning, told Brad all about it. She described the excited look on Brad’s face when she left the bar with the guy. She even winked at him on the way out. Brad jumped on her almost as soon as she told him what happened. He wanted every detail and would slam into her when she told him. He even ate her pussy with the other guy’s cum inside her… would you want to do that? Ooh… not sure I would like that. 
 
    Anyway… everything seemed great. He kept encouraging her to do it again. It turned out Nick was a salesman that came to town regularly. Every time he would visit, a text would arrive on her phone. She would go with Brad to Rick’s and leave by herself with the guy. This went on for several sessions, she said, over three months. We must have seen one of these repeat visits, because she was clearly looking for the guy to arrive when we saw her. Afterward, she would come home, and they would hump like rabbits… her words! 
 
    It all fell apart when she had a long session with Nick. He asked her to spend the night with him. By this time, Nick knew about Brad and her being a hotwife. She sent a text to Brad asking him if it was ok. He replied yes, so she did. 
 
    Cam. Sarra’s flushed face returned. She was incredibly open about it all. Nick apparently fucked her all night long. They hardly slept at all. Sarra told us she came so many times she was physically exhausted by the time she got home, mid-morning the next day. She collapsed on their bed when she did, falling asleep instantly. 
 
    The kids were running around the neighborhood, so Brad came into the room, locked the door, and got into bed with her. The way she described it, she was so physically exhausted; she asked him if he could wait a bit. She was just too tired. Brad simply exploded, she said. For the first time in her married life, she was afraid for her physical safety. 
 
    Brad was apparently yelling at her, calling her every name from slut to whore to tramp. And kicked her out of the house in a rage. Oh, Cam… It was so sad. She broke out crying again, but this time, it was about the situation, not what happened. I was shocked. She was sad, but she looked at us all, and said there was a happy ending. 
 
    Apparently, Nick put her up in an apartment, comes to visit more regularly now and she has never been more satisfied with her sex life. She misses living with the kids; she said… and… it turns out, after three months, the jerk has asked her to come back. How can Brad ask that after kicking her out of their own home for something he wanted her to do? Of course, I know why. Taking care of three children by himself has turned out to be a harder task than he thought! 
 
    So far, she has refused to go back. She doesn’t want to give up having access to Nick… And Brad has told her she would have to stop seeing him. That’s when actual tears fell. It was heartbreaking watching her, knowing the tough decision she faces. She had to make a choice, giving up living with her children or giving up her lover. 
 
    Here’s the funny part, Cam. Millie was so excited by the story; she was talking about bringing it up with Sam. Can you imagine Millie as a hotwife? Hard to imagine a guy picking up a large, curvy lady like Millie at a bar, but it certainly got her excited. 
 
    The reason I wanted to talk to you about this is because I’m now afraid. What if the same thing happens to us? What if… when cock actually goes inside me, and I scream in pleasure… what if you don’t react the way you expect? What if I don’t? What if I end up wanting it over and over like Sarra? This… this thing we are planning could take on a presence in our lives that we cannot change… cannot reverse once it starts. Sucking that cock was fun, but… 
 
    Are you sure you want to do this? I am good at leaving it a fantasy… if you are… 
 
    

  

 
   
    9 / Work Trouble 
 
    As we were trying to digest the important questions raised by Sarra’s adventures, another development delayed our plans. A crisis at my company. I think I told you I was a software developer. I own a company that sells financial software to businesses. Our product had turned out more successful than even our most optimistic estimates and had been booming for the last decade. This forward progress went off the proverbial rails when a long-planned upgrade turned out to have a serious flaw in one segment of code which made it vulnerable to attack by cybercriminals. A vulnerable financial software product? Bad on so many levels… 
 
    This forced me to work exceptionally long hours for three months as we identified the problem, programmed around it, and then released the corrected upgrade to all existing clients. You can probably imagine. It was a very stressful period. The flaw turned out to be complicated; one that did not have an obvious solution when discovered. The very company that I founded was at risk of failing because of the crisis. 
 
    The reason I mention this is that it highlighted another growing problem in our discovery of Brynn’s sexual desire. Remember when I said, as I was forming the original company, that long stretches of time would go by where I was working all the time, or would come home too tired to do anything? Back then, Brynn did not seem to notice. Or said nothing, at least. She knew what was going on and appreciated the long-term impact on our family’s financial health. This patience paid off big for the company and our family. 
 
    Now, though, she was struggling with the sudden withdrawal of her fix. Late at night, she would come down to my office, her slinky outfit ready to go, and I had barely enough energy to make it back to the bedroom, much less hump away. This is especially true because her new style of sexual dominance was often physical and required some endurance on my part. Again, who’s objecting? But at the time of the crisis, I didn’t have either the time or the physical endurance to handle her demands. 
 
    This went on week after week as I scrambled to figure out the problem and save the company. She did not seem to care. As time went by, she got increasingly irritated at my lack of interest in satisfying her needs. Needs that continued to grow, not lessen, with my sudden withdrawal from action. 
 
    One time, I arrived home late, had to be past 9 in the evening, though it was earlier than expected, and came into our bedroom to discover her with two dildos I had never seen. One she was plunging madly into her snatch. The other sucking away like she was trying to pull real cum from it. She shook slightly when I opened the bedroom door suddenly but was so close to her release she did not stop, wailing at her climax while I stood there watching. It paralyzed me inside the door. I’ll have to admit. It was kind of hot watching her do that, but still… 
 
    It clearly embarrassed her at being caught… but not really. She did not apologize, nor make any excuses, nor stop what she was doing. I knew what she was doing. She knew I knew. No further explanation was needed. If I could not provide what she needed, she would do it herself. That simple. 
 
    My heart banged in my chest as I watched. But it wasn’t sexual thoughts I was having. No. My brain was spinning with even more puzzling questions. How long would it be before she goes elsewhere to satisfy this need? What can I do to keep my loving wife and our family together faced with her now intense desire? The Hotwife Dilemma had reached a crisis stage. 
 
    After she found her relief, I dropped my stuff on the dresser, closed the bedroom door behind me, and walked back down the stairs. Not a word spoken between us, though I heard her whisper, “Cam… wait…” as I shut the door behind me. 
 
    I pulled out my trusty bottle of Jameson and sat at the kitchen table, my head spinning with all the directions this could go. My software developer hat was firmly on as each potential outcome that the software had to deal with, something we call a ‘decision nexus’, showed multiple layers with reactions and further change points. 
 
    Look… don’t get me wrong. I think nothing is wrong with masturbating. I occasionally whip the old wad myself. This was pure fear of the unknown. In 16 years of marriage, I had never seen her own a dildo, much less use two at the same time. I knew she was fantasizing about multiple cocks taking her all at once. 
 
    Shortly thereafter, Brynn came rushing down the stairs. She had on only the see-through robe she was loving more every day. I could still see the moisture from her crotch dripping down her leg.  
 
    “Well, you’re home early,” was all she said. 
 
    “We could get the new release into the planning queue sooner than expected, so I thought I would finally make it home at a semi-decent hour. You should have sent me a text to wait a little longer.” 
 
    She giggled softly at my lame joke, but she got the message. “Did you like my new toys?” 
 
    “Where did you get those?” 
 
    “Online. There are lots of sex toy sellers online, did you know that?” 
 
    “Not from experience, but I suspected there would be. Did they work ok?” 
 
    “Yes. Not as good as the real thing, but a reasonable substitute when you are not available, like all-the-time lately.” 
 
    “That brings up an interesting spin on our current predicament. When we went through the original development of the software package… a decade ago or so… do you know how many times you complained about me not being available for sex over the year that project went on?” 
 
    She did not answer, only reached for a bottle of water out of the frig. Looked to me like she was avoiding an answer. 
 
    “I guess you know the answer. Zero. None. Nada. Not even once. So, why now? You knew then what the situation was, what it meant for our future, how catastrophic it could be if I failed. The stakes were high then. We had everything we owned in that effort. In some ways, we have more to lose now. The very company we depend on, and the wealth we have grown, is on the line! You know that. Why is this different?” 
 
    “I’m sorry, Cameron. I know I disappointed you. I can’t explain it. The need is just so strong lately. It has never been like this before. You told me you have always been like this. How did you handle it?” 
 
    “Well… to be fair… I did what you just did upstairs. I beat off a lot when you weren’t available, but that’s not the point and I think you know that. I am not angry about your masturbating, Brynn. It’s just… I’m worried about what this means for the future.” 
 
    She sat down next to me, her hand on my arm. “What are we going to do?” 
 
    I had been thinking about that a lot since the company crisis had started. “We need to find you an outlet. I am suddenly getting some sympathy for the guys that selected Scenario #1. At least then, the hotwife could get the relief they need even if the husband had other things going on. Would you be interested in revisiting our ground rules?” 
 
    A hunger appeared in her eyes I had never seen before. She was clearly weighing the options in her head, but in the end, came out with a simple, “No. I would not.” 
 
    “Are you sure? I am so consumed by the crisis at the company, and will be for another multiple weeks, maybe months.” I looked at her, grazing her face gently with my hands. 
 
    Then went on: “I may not like it, but it would be selfish of me to hold you back. So… here’s what I’ve produced as a compromise. I am making you a onetime offer… to have you become a traditional hotwife until my company crisis is over. I would require two restrictions. First, you do not stay the night with anyone and, second, you promise to come home to tell me about it.” 
 
    “Are you serious?” she asked. “What about it being a full non-starter? The emotional damage and all that? None of that is true now that you’re busy?” 
 
    “All of that… stuff… remains as true as ever, but now… We’re stuck in a box. I need to save our company. I have no choice about that. At the same time, you must pay attention to these needs you have. I don’t want them getting so strong you cannot stop them. Maybe the traditional hotwife route is the right answer for us… at least for now.” 
 
    By this point, her elbows were on the table, head in hands. I could see her mind swirling with all the implications of my words. “Are you sure? You think you could handle it?” 
 
    “I would not like it, I can tell you that, but I also know it would be hot as fucking hell listening to you tell me what cock you sucked. Truth is, Brynn, I don’t know how I will handle it… emotionally, at least… I can promise you this, however. It will not ruin our marriage or change my love for you. I am not kidding. This is a fixed-period ‘get out of jail free’ card. At the end of the company crisis, I will expect you to return your affections to me and our play together. Can you promise that?” 
 
    “Yes, I can promise that. That’s not even a hard one. The real question is whether I could do it without you? I’m not sure I have the courage to go out on my own. The two guys from T-Bar are a great fantasy, but what if they took me up to their room and wanted me to do something… something I wasn’t willing to do… forced me to do it even. The fantasy is so vivid and erotic. I’m not sure I would risk trying to fulfill it without you as my safety valve.” 
 
    “I understand that completely. I would be on pins-n-needles the whole time you were out, for all those reasons. But in the end, there will always be that risk. You are on the pill, so there is no risk of an unwanted surprise. You can use condoms for other… unwanted visitors. The risk is your openness to be taken where you are marginally comfortable in going. Can you do that? Are you willing to put yourself in that situation to find out?” 
 
    “I don’t know, Cam. I just don’t know. My sex just rages with desire every time I think about it, but the reality of actually doing it, the risk to our relationship. I just don’t know. Let me give all this a break for a bit. Let it settle in. I will think about what it all means.” 
 
    “Ok. There is no hurry. I suspect we have at least 3-4 more weeks until we have done enough of the groundwork that my staff can do the rest. Then our lives can get back to normal. You have until then.” 
 
    “Would you really be ok with it?” she asked me once again. I did not really have an answer, so I took her head in my hands and kissed her passionately. 
 
    “My love, I want you to have a happy and fulfilling life. If that means occasionally having someone else bonk you… well… I’m good with that. I would prefer to watch when it happens, but right now, I don’t have a lot of options. Other duties must take precedence. When the company crisis is over, we can reset expectations and go from there. Until then, I offer my guaranteed ‘get out of jail free’ card. Offer you, with my blessing, the freedom you seem to need.” 
 
    “Thank you. We’ll see…” The twinkle in her eye told me she had already decided. I knew that look after many years of marriage. She was going to do it. 
 
    And that’s how our hotwife adventure really began, not that the parking lot blow job wasn’t pretty fucking hot. It would have some rough patches along the way, but we found a path that added to my sex life and hers.

  

 
   
    10 / The Past Intrudes 
 
    Before we get to the fun stuff, there was another complication which could have derailed us altogether. A blast from the past. 
 
    Like every couple in existence, both Brynn and I had lives before we met each other. We met in my Junior year in college, at a party. Pretty typical, really. I was a computer science major; she was a business major. We met at a fraternity party of a friend. I was not in the fraternity, my friend was. Brynn was a sophomore. She had been in a sorority in the past and still got many invitations. 
 
    She was hanging with some girlfriends in the main room. Don’t ask what possessed me. I have never been much of a ladies’ man, but she was so gorgeous with that flowing red mane. Plus, her full chest, which she was doing nothing to hide with a tight t-shirt and no bra, had me totally bewitched. And those green eyes… So gorgeous! I couldn’t help myself. I had to ask her. We ended up dancing most of the night, exchanging cell numbers by the end. 
 
    I called her up for another date a week later, and the rest, as they say, is history. We started dating and married two years later, after I had graduated. She was a senior by that time, graduating a few months later. 
 
    Before she dated me, she had been going out with a guy named Brett. Now, Brett was a classic college jock. His muscular body and quick reflexes made him an outstanding baseball player for our school, but not good enough for the majors. He knew this was going to be his one and only shot at athletic fame. He also knew this was his ticket for female attraction. Going forward, he knew his job at the auto parts store would not bring the ladies swooping in. 
 
    Ok, ok, I’m joking. He didn’t go to work at an auto parts store. His dad was very wealthy, and he went directly into the family’s real estate development business after graduating. I didn’t know that back then. Let’s just say I didn’t think he was all that bright. And Brynn proved me right. Anyone that passed on THAT red-headed gem had to be an absolute idiot! 
 
    They apparently dated for nearly two years, since late in her freshman year. They met at a baseball game her sorority was attending as a rush event. He was funny, good looking, and seemed to be liked by the other girls in her sorority. They hit it off from the start. 
 
    But there was a problem. Brett was a guy that liked to do the gentle digs at the girl. You know the kind. Enjoyed putting them down, always in the guise of a joke, of course. It was her hair, or her dress, or her make-up, always something. When Brynn told me this story, I had no idea why she put up with him as long as she did. Who knows the human heart, am I right? 
 
    They dated long enough for her to fly home to meet his parents. I guess it was getting serious. Fortunately for me, the march to the altar took a serious turn along the way. 
 
    And here we come to why this is important to our story. He was apparently a decent lover. I guess he had that going for him. He would bring her to orgasm easily. At least, that’s what Brynn said.  
 
    One day, she came to him and suggested they make love, that she was interested. The guy went crazy. This triggered something in his brain she had not seen before. Apparently, a woman was forbidden from saying such a thing in the World According to Brett. He started calling her names, like slut and nympho, started bad-mouthing her in front of their friends, claiming all she ever wanted was sex and, just like that, breaking up with her, telling everyone that would listen that she was after him constantly for more sex. 
 
    Worse, her sorority sisters went right along with him, putting condoms on her dresser, empty birth control pill boxes on her pillow. It has always amazed me how vicious women can be when dealing with each other. Guys would just duke it out to resolve the problem. For most girls, this is not an option. The vicious cutting hurt was the weapon of choice. 
 
    It mortified Brynn, causing her to discuss dropping out of school. Her family encouraged her to hang in there. Instead of quitting school, she dropped out of the sorority, found a new group of friends, and went on. Brynn was always resilient and determined. 
 
    I tell you this story because Brett showed up again, just after I had made the offer for her to become a hotwife on her own. The re-coding effort had my complete attention. I had barely seen Brynn in several days. We were getting really close to finishing, but still had a few weeks left. 
 
    As I said, Brett went into the family real estate business. They had a big industrial project on the other side of our town; one of those big warehouse districts springing up everywhere, to service growing ecommerce demands. 
 
    He was coming to town regularly for this project and heard from a girl in Brynn’s old sorority that she lived here now. Called her. 
 
    Maybe I should be upset about this, but she went to have lunch with him without telling me. He had changed little, personality-wise, but his delivery was more polished and his sarcasm a little softer. Especially for a beautiful woman like Brynn. At 38, she had become the full embodiment of female attractiveness. And with her new sexual desire, that beauty radiated with allure. Not only was she beautiful, but she was smart, well informed about business, and seemed fully engaged in life. She couldn’t have been more appealing to a guy like Brett. 
 
    And that’s not just a proud husband talking. During our entire lives together, she was constantly being hit on by guys. It used to bother me, like I was being challenged as not worthy. Now I understand. With that hair, the deep intelligence that shone through her exquisite eyes, her kind heart, beauty, and that chest… well… who could blame them? 
 
    So, they went to lunch at a classy restaurant downtown. It was a businessman’s place, very elegant and stuffy. Very neutral, she later described it to me. She knew he would not dare make any moves on her at that place. 
 
    The way she described it to me later, they chatted about old times. He completely rewrote how they broke up. She thanked him for the pleasant lunch and the walk down his version of memory lane. She made it clear to him she was not interested in a relationship with him, being happily married with kids, and wished him success with his project in town. 
 
    That was the end, as far as she cared. But not for Brett. He kept pursuing her, sending texts and emails, even some videos. Toward the end, the texts and video started getting raunchier. His intentions were obvious. 
 
    She finally told me all about what was going on. I was still in the middle of the rewrite and instantly concerned that she had chosen him to claim my ‘get out of jail free’ card. THAT, I can assure you, would have been a complete disaster! My jealousy hackles would have exploded! 
 
    But no, she told me because it was getting out of hand. His texts were becoming more direct, his videos more suggestive. She just wanted it to stop. Her attempts to dissuade him had failed. She was asking me to help. 
 
    I figured the direct approach would be best for a numskull like this guy. I gave him a visit to the job site. He didn’t know me at all, so when I walked up to him and introduced myself, he must have shat his pants. He was bigger than me by a few inches, but my body was still about the same as it was when I was younger. He had largely turned to flab. 
 
    I loudly explained to him, so all his colleagues around could hear, that he should be careful about sexually harassing women… especially wives of men that run successful companies in town… especially of rich men that run successful companies in town who have many contacts in the local legal community. By that time, everyone around turned in our direction. You could almost see his balls shrinking. 
 
    I went on that it was not the best way to ingratiate himself to the local business community, as a new company doing development here. He, of course, denied everything until I started flipping through the text that Brynn had forwarded to me. And the videos with his commentary about what he would like to do with her. 
 
    Then I dropped the bomb. Next time you contact her, or have any dealings with her, including spreading rumors and disparaging her in public, like you have done in the past, I will sue you, individually, and your company, collectively. With all this evidence, we will walk away with a handsome chunk of your father’s company. 
 
    Best to let this one go, I told him. The next time you contact her, or talk about her anywhere in our town, that will bring visits from guys in three-piece suits with leather briefcases. You know the ones. I’m sure you have a bevy of them on staff. And here’s the truth, I said. I have plenty of money that I would love to spend on lawyers to get a sizeable chunk of your company. Not sure your father would agree that this is a good use of company resources, just to get some strange pussy on the side. Also, not sure your wife would like it either when I send her copies of these texts. His face blanched at that last one. 
 
    I finished facing him, full challenge mode. Do we have an agreement then? In college, he probably would have tried to beat me up. Now, it was a matter of business and reputation. Like he did in smearing Brynn in college, I was about to do to him in the real world, with real money on the line. He simply shook his head yes and walked away.  
 
    I did not tell you this story just to show I’m a Big Swinging Dick, though in this case, I was proud of myself, but as an explanation of why Brynn was so reluctant to express her sexual interests before. When I went back home to explain to her what I had done, she pulled me upstairs to the bedroom, and fucked my brains out. I wish all of life’s problems were solved so easily! 
 
    But here’s the thing. After this happened, she finally told me the story of the breakup and his intentional shaming in front of her friends. Why she had never told me this in our previous 18 years together, she never said.  
 
    Suddenly, so much of her earlier behavior came into specific relief. Now I get it, I thought to myself. This is the reason she never expressed a sexual interest to me or to anyone else. The social shaming drove her desire deep underground. She was not about to take the risk of losing me suddenly, the way she did Brett. 
 
    We agreed that, even though I had suspended Rule #1, at least temporarily, I proposed we set a new Rule #2. No former lovers can be on the list for Rule #1. She agreed.

  

 
   
    11 / Back to the Bar 
 
    A week later, I was working late on a Friday. We had just run the simulations to make sure our software patch would deliver. We were a long way from a fix, but I could now see hope. I was sitting around with the team, reviewing the results. It looked good at first glance. Then I got a text message from Brynn. 
 
    Holy shit! She had arranged a babysitter and sent me a selfie just before she stepped into an Uber on her way out. The dress she was wearing almost took my breath away. It was well up to mid-thigh, had cleavage showing to spare and was of a sheer black material that did nothing but accent everything underneath. Her four-inch stiletto heels simply accented her gorgeous legs. 
 
    She was going all out for her first attempt. I had to pull in closer to the conference table to keep everyone from seeing my huge boner. 
 
    [BRYNN]: What do you think?
[CAMERON]: Where you going for your first try? 
[BRYNN]: T-Bar, of course
[CAMERON]: Happy hunting
[BRYNN]: I will send updates/pics 
 
    This blew my productivity for the rest of the night. I closed out our meeting as soon as possible, then told everyone to go home. I tried to get some things done for a bit, but finally gave up. I couldn’t believe how nervous I was. When I left the office, at just after 9, it took all the discipline I owned not to steer the car to the T-Bar so I could watch. That would violate our temporary hold on Rule #1, so I headed home. 
 
    Once I paid off the babysitter and made sure the kids were asleep, I took a shower, fixed myself a whiskey and settled in for the wait. The emotions that tore through me were tough to handle. MY Brynn, my loving wife of so many years, was out on the hunt, trying to find a new cock (or cocks) to satisfy her tenacious need. 
 
    I knew it, gave her open permission, and even welcomed her getting satisfied, but the jealousy and insecurity rattling my insides was like nothing I had ever experienced. The emotions were coming at me so fast, so confusing, so contradictory. Why did she need this? Why wasn’t I good enough for her? Why now, after all these years? And worse, why am I so excited about it? So many questions, over and over. 
 
    About 10:15, I got another text. 
 
    [BRYNN]: I think I found one. 
 
    She had apparently taken a pic without the guy noticing. He seemed nice, a little taller than me, maybe, but not much. Average looking guy. Well dressed. He was laughing at something someone had said with his head slightly away from Brynn. 
 
    [CAMERON]: Looks good. Have fun. 
 
    I typed that message, but did not really mean it. Absolute anguish had full control of me, as I thought about what she was doing. Did she go back to the hotel with him? Was she sucking his dick right now? Was he humping her until she screamed in pleasure? God, the turmoil was both shocking and deep. Maybe I made a big mistake, I kept saying to myself. Letting her play the field was probably the worst idea I ever had. That was the only conclusion I could find. 
 
    I waited for another reply, but it never came. Just as I was about ready to doze off on the sofa, my phone rang. It was a FaceTime jingle at just before 11. She apparently snuck into the bathroom, was calling from a stall.  
 
    “I told him I needed to go to the bathroom so I could call you. He wants me to go back to his hotel room,” she said, her face pleading for some help. “What should I do?” 
 
    I waited for a lengthy period, not really sure how to reply, then stated flatly, “Brynn, I can’t make that decision for you. I have given you permission to play. I have promised that I will not hold it against you if you do. But I cannot make the choice. You make that on your own. You are going to have to live with it, good or bad. You cannot do something you are not comfortable with yourself.” 
 
    “We were on the dance floor,” she told me, seemingly brushing off my refusal to answer. Her face was flush with the arousal. “He was grinding his hardness against me as I pressed back against him. It was so exciting! My God, Cam, the moisture is dripping down my leg! My pussy is tingling so much, even now, that I want to get myself off right here. But sleeping with him… without you there… I don’t know if I can do it.” 
 
    “I understand. Do what you think is best. I will be here either way. You understand that, right? That I will be here no matter what choice you make?” 
 
    “Thanks… Yes, I know that… shit… I’ll call back when I have decided.” 
 
    “Have fun, either way.” Then hung up on her. I probably should have let her hang up first. She probably thought I was being curt with her, but I didn’t want my own warring emotions to tilt her decision. It had to come from her. 
 
    I put on an action flick, trying to keep my mind off what might happen at the T-Bar. Was about ready to doze off again when the front door opened. In walked my beautiful wife, looking just like she had on the call. It was only a half hour later. She must have left straight for home after our call. 
 
    She sat down next to me on the sofa, reached over to kiss me. 
 
    “I couldn’t do it,” she said, her shoulders slumped in what felt like disappointment. “He was extremely attractive and willing. It just wasn’t the right fit. So rather than do something I would regret later, I came home instead. Please come upstairs and fuck my brains out. I really need you to give it to me hard.” 
 
    She did not wait for an answer, grabbing my hand and pulling me toward the stairs. After all this build-up, I did not need any further encouragement. She took me up to our bed, almost ripped my clothes off, pulled her panties down, then impaled herself on my rod after pushing me onto my back. She was in a full sitting position. 
 
    I have never felt more need coming from her. That first thrust upward came with an animalistic growl of pleasure. 
 
    “God, that feels good!” she cried out, grinding onto my shaft. 
 
    “Tell me about your guy,” I told her.  
 
    Her movement did not slow as she closed her eyes. “He was in from Cincinnati, staying across the street.” She shifted slightly to increase the pressure on her clit. “He was a superb dancer, loved to put his hands all over me while we moved.” I caressed her breasts, trying to simulate his touching her. She gasped with my pinch of her nipples. “As the floor got more crowded… his hands… grabbed my hips, pulling me against his cock… so hard…” Her breathing was now getting ragged. “He pulled me against his rod… softly humping my ass…” Her grinding got more aggressive. “Fuck….”  
 
    And she exploded on me, repeatedly slamming herself down on my shaft, the image on her face one of complete surrender to the fantasy. Her body shook as the climax pushed its way up from the source. She cried out with the power of it.  
 
    I wish I could say I kept going until she came and came, but this story was so fucking hot I could barely last until she did. I buried my cock as deep as it would go, then threw a load of spunk as I grunted my release. She must have felt the blow all over her insides because she shuddered and started cumming again. This time, her body was grinding in wider circles, moving my cock around her middle. This was so hot! 
 
    She finally collapsed on my chest, heaving with the physical effort of it all. She grabbed my face and took my lips with hers, driving her tongue inside. There was something amazing going on inside her. She was simply alive with her desire. She was just using me to satisfy her itch. Yet… 
 
    I wrapped my arms around her, pulling her in tighter, giving my tongue in response. We grappled like this, two teenagers finding the genuine pleasure of kissing, but she was far from done. 
 
    I was softening, so she got off me, scrambled down my torso and plunged my rod into her mouth. Her craving was staggering. I put my hands on her head, pushing myself up. She licked our joint liquids off my shaft, long strokes of pleasure for me, but the hunger continued. She wanted me, needed more cock. 
 
    Her open desire did the trick. I was quickly back to full mast, roughly pushed her off me. I moved her to her hands and knees, and not gently. She wanted hard; I could do that. I pushed her face down to the bed, then grabbed her hips and crashed my rod into her. She cried out again with the pleasure. “Take me… use that pussy…” 
 
    And I did, pounding into her. This was my second time, so able to last a lot longer. I pistoned into her, driving as deep as I could with each thrust. We were hungry animals, grinding against each other. She squeezed me as tight as she could, wailing with the pleasure as she had orgasm after orgasm. 
 
    My throbbing cock took every inch of her. Finally, I could take no more, pushing deep and then holding it there; cum splashing inside. Her final climax vibrated around my cock. 
 
    This was the hottest sex we had ever had, with both collapsing on the bed afterwards, both gasping for air as we held each other in our arms.

  

 
   
    12 / Brynn Scores Solo 
 
    This same pattern happened for the next three weeks, as the crisis at my company finally resolved. The babysitter was earning some serious coin! Brynn would text me on the way out, showing me the new dresses she had purchased, each one getting sluttier than the previous. She even showed me her pussy once, as she called me from the bathroom stall. She had apparently taken her panties off at the bar. 
 
    Each time, she would send pics of potential candidates and I would comment on them, always, of course, sending my approval. In the end, she never went home with one. But she would come home at the end of the night and simply fuck my brains out. The desire and need were astounding and seemed stronger with each attempt. 
 
    I knew it would not be long before that need drove her decision. That happened on the last weekend of my crisis management period. She had done everything the same as before: slinky dress, pics of the guy, call from the stall. I had even gone home, expecting she would show up for the session. Instead, it was another text. 
 
    [BRYNN]: I’m going to do it.  
 
    She attached that to a pic of her naked pussy, drenched in her own desire. I returned to the pic of the guy. He had long hair and wore very trendy clothes. Had to be a designer or marketing guy. He was about my height, but very stocky. He looked as strong as an ox. His muscled chest pushed against his too-tight t-shirt. 
 
    My heart just crashed. This guy really wound her up. She wanted to go back to his hotel. 
 
    [CAMERON]: Let me know how it goes. Be safe!  
 
    And that was the last I heard from her. I was already at home, so put on my now traditional action movie to get my mind off what was happening, drank a scotch on the sofa and waited. The movie did not take my mind off what could have been happening at that moment. It failed miserably. 
 
    Was she crying in climax at his expert hands? Was his cock huge and filling her every need? Was this young stud just what her fantasy had wanted? Would she want to do it over and over? 
 
    These mixed emotions were tearing through me from every direction at once. It was so exciting and so frightening, all at the same time. I was being tormented by the recklessness of it, the risk to our family, to our lives together. What if this guy took her where I could not go? Or her emotions went where her sexual desire traveled? All these conflicting desires and fears swirled inside until sleep eventually took me. 
 
    At around two in the morning, I heard the door opening. She was trying to be quiet, but my every nerve was on edge, waiting for that door to open. I was awake before she even got in the room. The look told it all. Her hair mussed. Her make-up completely askew. The dress barely held in place. She had clearly been fucked and fucked good. The ‘feeling guilty, but not really’ look she gave me almost made me laugh. 
 
    I groggily recovered from my sleep as I watched her walk into the room. My very soul tingled that this one was different. She was flush in the face and walked funny somehow, as if trying to camouflage the moisture still clinging to her inner thighs. 
 
    “How was it?” was all I could say, sitting back down on the sofa, my hand gesture inviting her to do the same. She sat next to me, put her hand on my thigh, caressing it gently. She was obviously nervous about my reaction. 
 
    “He was very… energetic,” she started. “Really liked to do at it over and over. I came a lot.” 
 
    She looked nervously down at the wedding ring still on her hand. “He asked me about my wedding ring. I told him I was a hotwife, that you had given me permission to come out and explore other options. Wow, I can’t imagine doing that with my wife, he said. That almost derailed the evening. I laughed at him, openly laughed. Then what are you doing here with me? I asked. The smile fell off his face, but he had already cum at least twice, so we were done anyway.” 
 
    I could see the remains of his discharge still running down her leg. She did not have panties on. They must be in her purse. God, that really got me going. My cock was at full staff by this time. The story driving my insides crazy with lust. 
 
    She looked at me with a puzzle on her face, questioning. “You really get excited…” 
 
    I just shook my head yes. 
 
    “Well, then. Come up to bed with me, Cameron Brewster. I wanna show you just how excited I get.” 
 
    This time was our wildest session yet. It was a hard fucking, not sure how else to describe it. She was an animal, all over me. And I was loving every minute. I could even feel the remains of his cum still inside her. As I slammed into her, while she was on her hands and knees screaming for me to take her hard, I thought maybe this Scenario #1 stuff is not as bad as I thought… 
 
    After we finished, I asked her if she wanted to tell me about it now or wait until tomorrow. She said there was no way she was going to sleep for quite a while. Let’s do it now. We got up. Mind you, it was nearly 2:30. 
 
      
 
    * * * * * * * ** * * ** * * * 
 
      
 
    We went downstairs, sat in the kitchen and she talked. What a story! Again, I’ve asked Brynn to tell you her story. I want you to get the flavor of what she experienced. 
 
    After all the near misses, I determined to focus this time. Especially with my outfit. I wanted it to scream ‘available’. Did I succeed? I sent you the pic just before I got in the Uber. 
 
    The car let me out in front of the T-Bar. Cam, I was so nervous. My pussy was tingling like crazy, but the idea of going in there for… well… for that purpose. I felt so cheap and yet so alive. My entire body was aware of what I was doing. 
 
    Did you like the dress? I found it at a party dress store online. It really highlighted my hair and breasts, don’t you think? I was a little chilly because I went without a coat. I wanted everyone in the place to watch me come in. The thing about the cold is that it made my nipples even harder than they already were on their own. 
 
    It worked. The T-Bar was just filling up when I walked in. Every seat at the bar taken, but when I walked up to look at the options, three guys got up, inviting me to sit. 
 
    One guy differed from the rest. He was about your height, yet looked like a weightlifter… no, not a weightlifter… a fireplug. You saw the pic. Stocky body with an enormous chest and thick legs. I can tell you, after close examination, he had no fat on his entire frame. His long brown hair fell past his shoulders, like some hair-band from the 80s, framing a handsome face with a 3-day beard. I swear he must have taken significant effort to get that beard so perfect. 
 
    He stood next to the chair. My body was on full alert as he put his arm around the back of the stool, sweeping his arm, inviting me in. I giggled like a schoolgirl… kind of embarrassing… and lame. But it worked. I was his from that moment forward. Claudio… that’s his name… he’s some kind of web designer and was in town to complete a plans for a client, staying in the hotel across from the T-Bar. 
 
    He even bought me a mango martini… you’ll be glad to know he likes them even less than you do… and finished his beer. We talked about ourselves a little. I sat there like I always do… you know how I do it, my legs crossed and foot tapping to the music. 
 
    I barely finished my drink before he had me on the dance floor. The guy really liked to dance. Through fast music and slow, we were out there. God, that was fun. He was very energetic on the dance floor, too. We were out there for at least an hour. Cam, you won’t believe how brazen he was on the dance floor, but no one seemed to care. He kept rubbing himself against me, his cock hard as you get now days. In fairness, after I got over my nervousness, I was grinding back on him just as much. 
 
    There’s something about contact while dancing that seems to amplify the sensation of touch. At least it does for me. He would come behind, pull me in close. While we gyrated our hips together, I would grind myself into his erection. He would put his arm around me, flicking my nipples with his little fingers. 
 
    By 11, when he suggested we go to his room, I was ready to jump him right on the dance floor. I told him I needed to go to the restroom, then texted you I was going with him. That was one of the most difficult things I have ever done. I know you say it’s ok… and maybe it really is… but that was a major step into the unknown. 
 
    I do love you, Cameron. Nothing I did tonight changes that. But the pull… the need… Oh my God, it was SOOO strong. Claudio had lit a fire inside my body that needed to be fed. 
 
    The hotel lobby was so quiet as we walked across to the elevators. The staff stared at us as we crossed. God, I felt like a hooker on my way to service a John. And I guess I was. Claudio was definitely ready to be serviced. We were all over each other from the moment the elevator door closed. He shoved me against the wall, his lips pressing against mine, our tongues seeking each other. My heart was pounding with each moment. 
 
    We were not in the room, but mere seconds before we were tearing at each other’s clothes. It was absolute bedlam! We both knew what we were there for. 
 
    Cam, as soon as our clothes were off, he literally picked me up with his powerful upper body, threw me on the bed and took me… right there. No talking, no warm-up, no caressing. Just slammed himself inside. God, that was hot! I was already dripping wet. I gripped him with my arms, wrapped my legs around him, and used my hips to draw him in further. 
 
    His cock was fully extended. Not that much bigger than yours… about the same really… but the force he used to take me! God, I just gave into the power. 
 
    He had incredible stamina because he kept pounding into me. We changed positions twice, but my orgasms would not stop, one after the other. When I could feel his cum shoot into me for the first time, that orgasm was like an explosive force, opening me, pushing me further. I cried out. Funny. He pulled up suddenly, thinking he had hurt me. I just giggled, pulling him down again. 
 
    Thankfully, after he came, he calmed down a little. I don’t think I could have lasted a lot longer at that pace… from sheer physical exhaustion! Every pore of my body was alive with pleasure. I could tell the same was true for him, but he wasn’t even wheezing. We laid down on the bed together, holding each other. 
 
    Then he started caressing me again, stroking. This time slower, more sensual. It was a celebration of touch, of the wickedness of what we had done, the sheer carnal pleasure. He pushed me over onto my stomach, massaging my back and legs. God, that felt good! After what we had just done? So relaxing… 
 
    I finally got up, told him to lie on his back, and drew his cock into my mouth. I was licking and sucking his balls, pulling gently on the sack the way I know you like, then went after his shaft. I was so hungry for him. I don’t know why. I wanted him in my mouth, needed that sensation. Like the guy in the parking lot. I had to feel him touch the back of my throat. He grabbed my head… gently at first… he pushed me to take him deeper. 
 
    One odd thing. While he was pushing himself into my mouth, he kept talking. ‘Feels so good.’ ‘So nice.’ I was just panting, to grab breaths where I could, but I didn’t care. I had given myself to his control completely. He could have done anything with my mouth at that moment. I would have gone along. 
 
    He grew hard again as I sucked. That was what I really needed. I crawled up his body, got on top, and pushed him into me. This time was slow. Our chests pressed together, and the frantic kissing started again. I was clinching every muscle around his rod, milking it each trip down, until he came a second time. Before he came, he pushed me to a sitting position, aggressively pinching and pulling my nipples. Look at them? She pulled her cleavage open to show me her ruby red nipples, clearly swollen, with little pinch marks all around the areolas. I didn’t know I liked that. 
 
    God, Cam. I lost count of how many times I came! 
 
    After we collapsed on the bed a second time, I glanced at the clock, noticed it was 1:15, and called it a night. That’s when he asked me about the wedding ring. Funny how he had a different standard for himself than for his wife.

  

 
   
    13 / Finding a Way Forward 
 
    By the time her story was over, I was hard all over again. I bent her over the table, right there in the kitchen, and fucked her hard. Her panties were already in her purse. I just pushed her dress out of the way and slammed into her. There was no thought for her pleasure, no concern at all. Just hammered away, using her for my pleasure. The funny part? She groaned and gasped, cumming fiercely when I finally released into her. The Brynn of her story enjoyed being treated this way. I could do that. 
 
    By the time we got up to bed again, it was nearly 3:30. She held me in her arms, kissing me passionately. Then sat up, a serious look on her face, speaking softly, “Cam, I want you to know something. I think this is important. The casual way that Claudio was cheating on his wife… that’s not me… I will never cheat on you, Cam. Despite what I did this evening, I will do nothing like this without your express knowledge and approval… in advance.” 
 
    I caressed her leg as I looked up at her. “Thank you, my Love. Appreciate your saying that. I was becoming worried you would like it more and more…” 
 
    “No. I knew you were thinking about it, even if you didn’t say so. This is my absolute promise to you. Never. Ok?” 
 
    “Ok. Now let’s get some sleep.” We finally did, wrapped in each other’s arms. And for the first time in over three months, I did not have to go into the office the next day. The crisis was over, the new release was on its way to customers. 
 
    But the children were still there, still needy as kids are. We got up late morning, fixed breakfast. They must have thought it was weird because we could hardly keep our hands off each other. I would sneak a pinch or a grope whenever they weren’t watching. She would wait until their heads turned, then grind her ass into my crotch as I stood at the kitchen counter. Several times, I had to change positions because my boner got too extended from my shorts. 
 
    It was like we were back in high school, or freshly met in college. She was suddenly the most attractive thing I had ever seen, and we just could not keep our hands off each other. 
 
    Luckily, both the kids had activities that Saturday afternoon. We spent the entire time in bed, celebrating this new fire, this new lust for each other. By the end of the afternoon, I was complaining about being sore down there. She admitted the same. Brynn fucked men multiple times over the last 24 hours. The last time we made love, I could see her swollen vaginal lips and even saw her wince when I entered her. It was time for a break. 
 
    That night, after we watched a movie together with the family, we put them to bed, then went to bed ourselves. It was the sleep of the dead, a dream filled night for us both. We remained wrapped in each other’s arms as pure exhaustion set in. For her and me both, because the lust had driven us crazy, but me, even more, because the months of full-bore work at my company had finally come to a close. Our crisis was over and I was bone tired. 
 
    That Sunday, the sexual fever broke. I caught a winking glimpse in her eye occasionally, but we both played with the kids, relaxed, spent the day in other pursuits. It was great. 
 
    Well, it was relaxing for my body. On the other hand, my brain and emotions were churning inside. The mixed emotions of Friday night had left their residue on my heart. It remained exciting and frightening all at once, but now the practical realities were setting in. 
 
    The future felt like a chasm ahead of us now. Brynn had finally made the first hotwife step without me. I had suspended Rule #1 during my company crisis, giving her permission to play. Suddenly, we faced the end of that suspension. The growing concern now came into focus with her solo play that she so obviously loved. 
 
    Could I keep my hotwife limited to Rule #1 when she had so enjoyed the other side? I was no longer sure. My jealousy hackles had returned as my mind played back his lustful taking of her on the bed, their passion in the elevator, the dancing. I could and had done all of those activities with her before, but none of mine ever brought descriptions like that. This was sexual pleasure on another level. My mind kept going back to my ‘keeping the girl on the farm’ analogy. This fear grew with each moment that passed. I knew in my very bones that she would want to do it again. And do it without me there. Shit, why did I ever allow her to go? 
 
    That night, after the kids went to bed, Brynn brought out two drinks as I sat watching TV. She turned the set off and sat down next to me. “We need to talk,” she said. 
 
    “I guess we do.” 
 
    “I can see it in your eyes,” she said, taking a sip of her drink. “You’re worried about what this means for our future, aren’t you? How am I going to turn it off? Or… what’s your old saying… something about keeping them on the farm after seeing the city?” 
 
    All I did was acknowledge her words. She knew EXACTLY what I was thinking. “You had a good time,” I said, shrugging as if that was self-evident. 
 
    “I did. But I have a good time with you, too. I told you last night I would never go out without your knowledge, and I mean it. Nothing we have done… or I have felt… even compares to the love I have for you and our children, for our family together. I would turn it all off today if those felt threatened. Ok? Cam, you must believe that.” 
 
    “I do. But you had SUCH a good time. Can we return to Rule #1 again? After that?! You will tell me about it in advance, but we had agreed that we would always do it together. Is that even possible now, after you experienced something like Claudio?” 
 
    She looked at her hands, took a sip of her drink. Her mind was obviously searching for a reply. “I confess. I enjoyed it. Would like to do it again…” She looked me straight in the eye, her eyes sparkling with passion. “As I said last night, none of that changes my devotion to you. Nothing that I have done compares to the life we have built together. I promise you now, and forever, that if you want to hold to Rule #1, I will abide by it. With no regrets. My family is my priority, now and always.” 
 
    She was almost in tears. I could see the anguish on her face. “I never doubted that, my love. Never. That is not really the question. For me, it’s more a question of ‘should we?’ You enjoyed it. I handled it better than I thought I would. The sex afterward was… fantastic. But your story about Sarra, and the lover she took on the side. Brynn, you just need to know. I couldn’t handle that.” 
 
    “That was an incredible story, wasn’t it?” she said. 
 
    Ignoring her agreement, I went on. “For example, Claudio is in town regularly until his project is complete, you said. You gave him your cell phone number, didn’t you?” The surprised look on her face told me she had. “I thought so. When he comes to town, are you wanting to go out with him every time? And what about future Claudio’s? If you continue as a solo hotwife, will you develop… what do I call it… a stable of lovers you have on the side? Or will you try to go with new guys all the time?” 
 
    “I have never thought about that…” 
 
    “You need to, my love. Both possibilities carry their own risks. Sarra is a real-life example of how it can go suddenly wrong, quickly.” I reached out to hold her hand. “The heart has a way of deciding we don’t always control. Maybe, in the future, your own version of Sarra’s Nick will come along, and suddenly all our discussion about family and devotion… becomes a different discussion.”  
 
    “That would never happen.” 
 
    “Ok, I believe you, but I would bet real money that Sarra would have said the same thing before she met Nick.” My stony stare portrayed my seriousness. This was a considered view of what might come from what we were doing. She saw that in my eyes and her face fell. I could see the anguish now written all over that face, tears forming in her eyes. She had clearly not considered any of these outcomes, but I had, and it was not painting any picture I wanted to see. 
 
    “I have no bad feelings about Claudio, about what happened,” I went on. “I’m glad you had a good time, and we certainly had fun sharing your experience. My concern is about the future. Brynn, let’s face it. You REALLY liked it. And, you don’t need to say it, I can tell. You REALLY want to do it again… with Claudio. We need to consider this, my love… what this means for you… for us… for our family?” 
 
    She now cried for real. Her own pent-up emotions about what happened and her desire for it suddenly coming to the front. My guess is that she was feeling caught, that balance she was looking for between family and desire, fraying in uncontrolled directions. 
 
    “Look,” I said, putting my arms around her. “I have been doing a lot of thinking about this since you started your attempts. It was all I could do to stay focused on the company issue sometimes. I love you very much and do not want to see you leave me and our family. But every time you made a solo attempt, or showed me a dress you had purchased, it became more obvious… this farm girl WAS struggling to stay on the farm.” 
 
    “The thing is,” I continued, “I can see the change in you. That bastard Brett probably did more damage to you than we know. Our little escapade with the two guys at the T-Bar has awakened something that was always there. It was just buried by the shaming he gave you. Here, all these years of marriage later, and I could have had the real you all this time.” 
 
    “Was I so bad?” her tears finally slowing. 
 
    “Not at all. You were always welcoming to my advances. But none of the interest came from you, the real you. You always waited for me to make the move. I am now convinced you always liked sex, but you buried it to prevent that shaming from ever happening again. Really, Brynn, here is what I think has happened. When I got so turned on by your being touched by those guys, you realized I was not like him, that I would never shame you like that, or reject you for your feelings. For the first time in years, you felt confident to let those feelings out for a look-round. And now, we face some real-life choices because of them.” 
 
    “I know,” she said, despair coating her voice. “What can I do? I’m caught in a terrible bind. I refuse for us to break up, but I am also terrified of never having that experience again. I want it, Cameron. Need it. These feelings have been growing for a long time, long before Claudio came along. I can feel it so deep. You just can’t believe how strong the agony, the desire.” 
 
    “You don’t have to convince me. I’ve seen it firsthand, and heard you tell the stories. You came so hard after just telling me about it. I can only imagine what it was like when you were doing it. So, what can we do? How do we reset your balance? Is it even possible?” 
 
    “I don’t know, Cam. I just don’t know.” Tears formed in her eyes again. I looked at her for a long time, sympathy for her situation growing, but then… 
 
    “Claudio has already sent me two texts. He is going to be back in a couple of weeks. Wants to get together again.” 
 
    “And you want to? Didn’t we agree that after the crisis was over, we would go back to taking part together? You’re willing to do it, despite that?” 
 
    There was a long pause, then the bomb: “Yes, God help me,” she admitted, her face buried firmly in her hands. “Yes.” My heart simply cracked at her quiet words of assurance. I knew it. She was going to see him, no matter what I said or wanted. 
 
    I had never seen such a look of shame on her face before, like she had just confessed to killing her cat as a child. She knew what it could do to us, to our tight bond, the deep love and commitment that had always been our core strength as a couple. 
 
    Yet, the draw was just too strong. She could no longer resist. And it wasn’t just Claudio, I knew that. She needed an outlet for her desires, for that part of her that wanted to scream in pleasure after being taken. 
 
    “How can we separate our sexual relationship from our commitment to each other, Brynn?” Now tears were forming in my eyes. The dark path of a terrible outcome loomed in every decision nexus I could conjure. After that admission from her, I knew we had opened a horrific Pandora’s Box. The old ways could never return to that box again. Never.

  

 
   
    14 / A New Direction 
 
    We talked deep into the night that Sunday, but the damage done. Her admission was the last step for me. After celebrating most of the night on Friday, we were now on the edge of the total collapse of our marriage. 
 
    For the first time in our 16-years of living together, I slept in the guest room for the night. When I woke up, our son was staring at me through the door. 
 
    “Did you and Mom have a fight?” he asked. 
 
    “Kind of,” I told him. “It’s complicated. We just had a big disagreement about something and thought it would be best for us to cool off before we tried again. Don’t worry, we’re not splitting up or anything like that. Not that kind of argument.” 
 
    He had to know I was lying. Or misleading. He was already 11. He had seen us fight before. We never ended up in separate beds. Like him, I was just as confused. How could it have gone so wrong, so quickly? 
 
    I came downstairs to find our daughter and Brynn trying to fix school lunches. Brynn has been teaching her to cook. She was still a little young for being a real helper, but they always had fun in the attempts together. 
 
    Brynn’s head turned when I walked in the door. A sad smile returned my ‘good morning.’ I walked over, holding her tightly in my arms, a grasp of deep regret. I could tell she was doing everything she could not to cry in front of the kids. I was struggling just as much. 
 
    The kids were rushing around, getting ready for school. I kissed them goodbye, wishing them a good day, then went to my office. Thoughts of trying to bury my growing sorrow in work briefly came to mind, but I knew it was going to be a waste. The joy of my life had chosen another. What was I going to do now? 
 
    I had gotten my computer fired up and connected, reading through some emails, when I looked at my watch. Already, a couple of hours had gone by. Then Brynn came in just before lunchtime. “Can we talk?” she said. 
 
    I didn’t know what to say, but I pointed for her to have a seat. “Don’t you think we talked this to death last night? You’ve made your decision.” 
 
    “What does that have to do with us?” she implored. “Why can’t we stay together as a family and a couple? You will know what is going on at every step. I will even tell you all about it.” 
 
     “I’m sorry, my dear, but your ‘get out of jail free’ card has expired. Rule #1 is now in effect, a rule that you agreed to… Now, what was it you said… something about the two going hand-in-hand. You know… us doing things together. I am not the cuckold you need to sit at home and let you run around town. I’m sorry, I just can’t do that.” 
 
    She got quiet for a moment. Her voice stopped just before speaking. I could tell she was arguing with herself about whether she should say what she was about to say, but then gave in. “I may have a compromise,” she finally said. “Willing to listen?” 
 
    “Always…” But the shake of my head and lack of enthusiasm told her I was not hopeful. 
 
    “I spoke to Claudio this morning. He said he would be happy to have you join us, even to take part, if you want to.” 
 
    “Sweet, Jesus, Brynn.” The shock on my face must have been total. “Watch your new lover take you in front of me? What the fuck were you thinking? Remember all the conversations about Sarra and how she ended up with Nick. Do you really think I could handle watching that up close, while I sit in a side chair? This isn’t some onetime thing any longer. This is one probably here for a while. Remember my worry about a stable of lovers. This is just the first, right?” 
 
    “That was low, Cam. You knew what I was doing. You gave me your permission, for fuck’s sake.” 
 
    “And that is true. With an extremely specific time limit… which has expired, I might remind you. Brynn, without Rule #1, we are no longer a couple or a family. You are effectively no longer married. Remember forsaking all others? We also need to deal with Rule #2, established after the Brett situation. Remember the one? No former lovers allowed. After that story you told me, if this guy isn’t a former lover, I don’t even know how to define such a thing.” 
 
    “Why do you keep throwing these rules around? I know what they are.” 
 
    “Just don’t enjoy abiding by your agreements to obey them, is that it?” 
 
    “Cam,” she said, ignoring my attempt at a cutting remark. “What is it going to take to get us through this?” 
 
    “Short of your complete acceptance and obedience to the agreed rules… nothing. Outside those, you are just a cheating wife.” 
 
    “I have violated none of the rules… ever. You gave me a ‘get out of jail free’ card for Claudio, remember?” 
 
    “That is true. Have I ever criticized you for that event?” 
 
    “Isn’t this a direct result of that?” 
 
    “Also true. Sorry. Do I need to discuss again how that card has expired?” 
 
    “You are such an ass.” 
 
    “Also true,” I said. This time, I pulled my office chair around to sit next to her, my hand on her leg. “I am so sorry, my love. You are thinking of me as obstinate, and I am a little, but I have been in love with you ever since college. I have never been unfaithful to you and do not plan to be in the future.” 
 
    “What? I’m running around on you now?” 
 
    “Please hear me out, my love. It’s important if we are to get through this.” 
 
    Brynn settled back in her chair, staring at me.  
 
    “Look,” I said, “I understand your needs, how much you have changed in the last few months. You are dealing with feelings you may have never experienced before. I have never felt these things either, so you’re not alone. But we ARE married. Married for nearly two decades, now with two kids. I told you when we first started that I could NEVER deal with your being a free agent while I sit at home. Nothing has changed about that. Last night, you made it clear you were going to Claudio, no matter my wishes. Remember, full non-starter? THIS… BE… IT! If you choose to go back to him, then we are finished. Needs or no. No matter how exceptional Claudio was, if you cannot control your needs after only one time, then we might as well not continue anyway. There will be no hope for us in the future.” 
 
    She stared back at me, the sorrow almost breaking her heart in two, but there was growing steel in her eyes as well, a fraying of my logic that she was seeing.  
 
    “Ok, I agree. All of what you said it true. I understand all of it. But if we are going to flirt with this… this… I don’t even know what to call it… playing… hotwife… this stuff we are doing, there must be some flexibility. Even if we obey Rules #1 & #2 to the letter, are you saying if we ever pick up a guy, then some checklist goes off and… ok… that guy is now off the list? How can you say that? We already discussed how hard it will be to get guys to do this with you watching. This is a lifestyle choice. There are only so many people willing to take part.” 
 
    We both were quiet for a few moments as the reality of what we were discussing sunk in. If this could not be resolved, we both knew our marriage was over. A sorrow welled up in my chest like nothing I had ever experienced. I need to find a way, as she stared at me, her eyes dripping with tears. How could it have come to this? 
 
    In the end, I cracked first, unwilling to let our 18 years together go down the tubes without a fight. “How would we do this, then? You get whoever you want, and I get to watch when you agree? Otherwise, I remain outside? How could that possibly work?” 
 
    “I never said it would be like that or wanted it to. Look, you claimed to have given me a ‘get out of jail free’ card. Did you, or didn’t you? 
 
    “Yes, of course I did.” 
 
    “Then why is our first disagreement involved with that card. Either I get out free or not. Which is it?” 
 
    Her logic suddenly caught me. I was jealous of her being with her uber-lover and did not want her to see him again. Yet, if we were going to do this, she was right. There simply was not an endless line of acceptable visitors to the T-Bar to fill the need. There would almost have to be some repeats along the way. Why not Claudio? 
 
    I sat down on the floor, next to her leg, my head dipped in hopelessness. My mind was flying now. Walter Scott came to mind in that moment. The benefits of a classical education… ‘Oh, what a tangled web we weave, when first we practice to deceive!’ 
 
    But who’s deceiving who? Was it my reaction to the first time? Or did I feel like she was going to leave me for him and just not tell me? Yes, on both accounts. But Claudio was already married. I suddenly saw that Claudio was looking at Brynn just as she was looking at him, as some strange poontang to satisfy an itch. Is that really a threat to our marriage? 
 
    “Even if I accept Claudio as a possibility,” I said, “Rule #1 has to stay in force. I cannot be sitting around every evening worrying about why you’re not home, whether you are out with somebody new tonight, not knowing when you will be home. We have to stay as a marriage, partners for the future.” 
 
    “I wanted nothing else, my love,” she said, as she came down to the floor next to me. “If I ever go by myself, it will be with your complete approval… in advance. I told you in college that I would never cheat on you. That promise holds. And that includes Claudio. I told him in our call that we were a package deal going forward. If he wanted me, you had to be included. The funny thing? He seemed excited by the prospect. I’m pretty sure he’s not looking for the next Mrs. Claudio, and neither am I… I want to stay the current Mrs. Cameron.” 
 
    I looked at her, amazed at how the conversation had twisted. Before, I was the aggrieved party, annoyed at her unacceptable behavior. Now, I am the unreasonable partner demanding she stop everything I didn’t like. 
 
    Life is a compromise, I thought to myself. Always has been, always will be. Brynn is a real person. She will make mistakes, and so will I. She has these needs. If I am going to be her partner for life, I am going to have to adjust to them, just as she has adjusted to my long work hours and uncompromising nature. So, which is it? Stay married to the absolute love of my life and accept her… quirks and all? Or let her go to find her own way without me? Talking about a full non-starter… 
 
    There was only one choice. I knew it in my very soul. I reached across, grabbing her in my arms. The passion in my kiss was everything I could muster. She melted into my arms. After the kiss gave way to breathing, I looked at her straight, the real me now, on full display. “I never want to live without you,” I said to her, the emotion so thick my voice came out in a whisper. 
 
    “And I without you,” she responded. “This isn’t Sarra & Nick. I have no interest in Claudio for life. And my guess? As soon as his project finishes, his trips to town will fall off as well. He just wanted to have some scorching sex. Cam, even if you don’t want to admit it, you know that’s why I was there… and it was scorching!” Her sad face suddenly changed to hope. “But it’s not enough.” 
 
    She reached her arms around me, holding me tight while we both sat on the floor. “I have had a lot of time to think about the end of our days together in the last 24 hours,” she continued. “I am truly frightened. No amount of cock is worth that to me. YOU are my priority. Our family is my priority. Here is a real decision I have made and one that I will never regret making. I want to stay with you… for now… forever. If that means no outside play and I’m stuck with this… terrible love we have…” her wink of amusement at her lame joke brought a snicker from me… “then I will have to suffer through.” 
 
    She got up on her knees again, grabbed my face, holding it so our eyes locked. “This is my commitment to you, Mr. Cameron Brewster. No matter what I must give up, I am here to stay. We are joined. Play or not. Sex or not. Nothing is more important to me than THAT. Ok?” 
 
    I was so moved by what she said that all the concerns I had before just seemed to melt away. “I love you, Brynn.” 
 
    “I know,” she responded automatically. That brought us out of our funk as we both started laughing. I knew Star Wars would come in handy one day! This brilliant line from The Empire Strikes Back was one of those running jokes between us that had always warmed my heart. 
 
    “I do love you… really,” I finally said. “And will until the end of my life. If you’ll still have this stupid… jealous hacker… who… is dealing with his own insecurities. I can live with your quirks if you can live with mine. Let’s try it. Tell Claudio. I’m in. Ok?” 
 
      
 
    * * * * * * * ** * * ** * * * 
 
      
 
    And that, my dear reader, is how we officially became a hotwife couple. I accepted she needed something… as did I… and she accepted that there were ground rules which needed to be obeyed if it was going to be possible. 
 
    The next two weeks were almost painful. We had sex so often. As soon as the kids were in bed, we would hop in ourselves, humping until I felt my cock was going to fall off. She would tell me stories of what we were going to do together, and my rigid tool would provide the relief we both needed. I remained astonished at her transformation. In something like six months, my loving, almost asexual wife had become a vixen, with sex drenching from her every molecule. 
 
    Truth is, I got a little embarrassed at her clothing choices during this change. They were becoming so tight, so revealing, even our 11-year-old son asked me what was going on. I had to ask her to tone it down a little, when at home, at least. She did… a little. Our closets filled with thin, short dresses ready to put her on display and her drawers filled with lacy, sheer lingerie; of the thong and G-string kind, not old-lady bloomers. 
 
    A couple times, when I was home during the day, I scheduled a video call with Claudio. I figured getting to know him better would probably help my nervousness. My company did a lot of these video calls, so I had a corporate video system in my home office: full HD camera and high-quality microphone. He turned out to be a genuinely nice guy. We were both in the software business, so had a lot in common. We both clearly thought a LOT about the beautiful Brynn. During these calls, we mapped out the plan for our evening together, set a date for next Friday night, and gained a comfort with each other to make the session enjoyable for all. 
 
    The second call, Brynn was home when we had it. She came into the room in her sheer robe, with nothing underneath. Claudio looked at her with a lascivious smile on his face and did not hesitate. “Why are you wearing that?” he said. 
 
    Brynn, with no hesitation, pulled it over her head and was standing naked in front of the two of us as she joined in the conversation. Her nipples were hard as small stones as we talked. The funny part? The whole time we spoke, she stood so her chest was in full view of the camera. And with this system, Claudio was seeing every bump on her areolas. Brynn did not seem to notice. I stared at her twice during the call. She had become so comfortable with her own sexuality and need that even this brazen display only heightened her desire. 
 
    Toward the end, she encouraged me to stand up, pulling my pants down. My shaft was poking out like a flagpole. She kneeled in front of me, positioning herself, so Claudio had a full view of what was going on, taking me in her mouth. It was a slow, sensual blow job at first, but I could feel her getting worked up. I looked at Claudio. “You’ll see more of this on Friday, so I better go now.” He laughed in response and hit the end button. 
 
    After the call was over, I pulled her up from the floor, pushing her forcefully on top of my desk, sweeping everything aside. I could see the moisture already gathering at her sex. My cock was hard and ready. I took her like I did on the kitchen table that first night after Claudio. There was no concern for her at all. I hammered into her. “You want some cock,” I told her. “Take it… I give it to you.” As before, she groaned at my assault, whimpering her moans of pleasure and acceptance, spreading her legs wider to allow my access to go deeper. She had clearly been as worked up as I was. Our mutual cries of release reverberated around the room. 
 
    One thing I had discovered in this transformation of ours was that Brynn liked it rough. Not BDSM, or anything like that, but wanted to be treated with force. Her climaxes were the strongest when I gave her no choice and simply used her for my pleasure, pounding into her. We had great ‘soft sex’ too, long sessions with massaging and caressing, but nothing compared to her on hands and knees, my cock ramming home. She would cry out with her pleasure as she writhed and twisted on my pole. She simply loved that. Visions of Claudio doing that while I slammed myself down her throat were a growing desire in my own sexually fevered mind. 
 
    Claudio arranged for an overnight the following Friday, returning home on Saturday. We arranged for the kids to stay overnight with friends, planning to meet him at the T-Bar for a drink, then off to play at his hotel, the entire night our playground. The anticipation had built for so long and the sex had been so intense that it almost overcharged us for the event itself, like a shaken bottle of soda ready to explode as the lid pops off.

  

 
   
      
 
    15 / Claudio Directs… 
 
    The dress she chose for the night was so tight and thin, I could almost see through her legs, even though it only went down to mid-thigh. She was not wearing panties or bra underneath. Thin spaghetti straps accented her luscious mounds with a deep-V in the middle. The dress hugged and lifted her breasts. Oh my… 
 
    We arrived at the T-Bar with every head in the place looking her way. Coincidentally, we ended up at the back booth that started it all, where the two guys had groped her. Claudio came in a few minutes later. I stood to shake his hand. Then he scooted into the booth on the other side of Brynn, giving her a hug and kiss before settling in. 
 
    Funny how the brain works. They did his hugs and kisses the same as with every other male friend we had. The hug was gentle. The kiss a quick peck. Yet somehow this was different. The way she turned toward him, the way her hand came up to touch him while they hugged, the way the kiss lingered for just moments longer than a friend would have. Indeed, I was so on edge, every action seemed to take on deep significance. 
 
    We all ordered drinks and started talking. I was sure glad I had taken the time to meet him first. This would have been very awkward if this had been our first time. I asked him about his project in town. He asked me about my company, even seemed to know a lot about our recent troubles. I was sure glad there was good news to tell. Our new release and the way we took full ownership of the mistake, completely responding with a permanent fix very quickly, satisfied everyone. 
 
    We actively involved Brynn in the conversation, but I noticed her holding back. She was not really interested in work or crisis management. She wanted cock and I could tell. Finally, I suggested we head up to the hotel room. 
 
    Before we could get up from the table, Claudio held his hand out to rest on Brynn’s arm, but did not look at Brynn. Instead, looking at me. “I would like to make a suggestion.” This was the hook that we had worked out on our first call. “I would like to make a suggestion to Brynn. Is that ok with you?” I nodded my head yes. 
 
    He then turned his attention to Brynn, his hands now holding hers, as if he were about ready to ‘pop the question.’ “You willing to hear my idea?” She nodded her head yes as well. “Here it is. I want you to agree to do whatever we ask tonight. You are free to make suggestions if you like, of course, but only when you feel genuine need. Otherwise, I want you to let yourself go. To service us… so to speak. We will tell you what we want, and you do it. Does that work for you?” 
 
    Her face flushed a deep pink. I could almost see the oozing moisture out of her sex down below. The sudden realization that what she had dreamed about was going to happen was now tingling throughout her body. The new twist just seemed to amplify those feelings. Yes, she nodded, “I would love that.” 
 
    “Then we’re agreed. As for you, Cameron…” He turned his attention to me, but did not release Brynn’s hands. “At the beginning, I would suggest you watch. I have set a chair near the end of the bed. When we walk in the door, please go over and sit. Take your clothes off or stay clothed as you wish. Brynn and I will put on a bit of a show for you to start. You are free to make suggestions… things you want to see… things you want us to do… Whenever you are ready, or when it becomes obvious she wants you to, please join us on the bed. We’ll tag team her once you are up. Agreed?” 
 
    “Yes.” 
 
    We got up, then walked toward the hotel. Brynn and I held hands as we crossed the street, the three of us chatting about nothing in particular. When we walked across the lobby to the elevators, I glimpsed two staffers talking to each other. I wondered whether they remembered just Claudio and Brynn from a couple of weeks before. Her startlingly thick mane of red makes her memorable for almost everyone that sees her. 
 
    Once on the elevator, there was no repeat of their crashing into each other, tongues entwined. Brynn and I continued holding hands, but she reached over and grabbed Claudio’s as well, pulling him close. In this huge hotel elevator, the three of us stood clustered together, virtually silent as the guide ticked each floor closer to what we had planned for so long. The sexual tension simmered in the car, as if ready to burst at any moment. 
 
    Claudio pulled out his keycard, looked at Brynn as he reached to open the door. “Remember, you wait for instructions and do what we say. Agreed?” She did not reply, just answered in a barely discernable nod. Her eyes turned to me with a nervousness I recognized from the FaceTime bar calls. She needed reassurance. 
 
    I reached over as Claudio opened the door, hugging her, then looked down into her eyes. “I want you to have fun tonight, my love. Nothing you do, or ask for, is going to upset me or drive me away, or anything else negative your mind can conjure. Time to let your inner slut out to play. We want it to come out, to let the real you run free.” My arm then gently guided her into the room. 
 
    As soon as the door closed, Brynn started taking her clothes off, but Claudio barked, “Stop!” 
 
    We were both shaken by the sudden change in tone. “You agreed to follow our lead, remember? No one told you to take your clothes off.” 
 
    Her eyes went straight to the floor, like a kid caught sneaking candy out of the drawer, then just stood there waiting. 
 
    As he sat on the bed, taking his shoes off, Claudio looked at us both. “Cameron, please take a seat. Do what you like with your clothes. Brynn, sit on the edge of the bed, at the place closest to Cameron.” He then swatted her ass on the way by. “Get to it.” She almost jumped as she fell onto the bed, moving to sit in the designated position. She sat prim and proper, her legs together, as she swept her dress down for modesty. 
 
    I winked at Claudio on my way across to the chair. It was obvious he planned ahead as I scanned the room. He had everything ready. Bed covers folded on the side, pillows stacked on top. Curtains closed and lighting low. He had brought several electric candles with him. Their hazy glow painted the room with a soft, intimate light. 
 
    That was nothing compared to the way he was working Brynn. Claudio had set her mind on fire. I could see the tension raging inside, but her eyes. Oh, my… her eyes bore into me like she was trying to weld our brains together. They sparkled as if every sexual thought she had was suddenly coming to mind. Her breathing was shorter. I could not see, but I knew her heart was pounding in her chest as the excitement increased. 
 
    Claudio crawled up on the bed. He was on his knees, body pressed up against her back. She quivered when his already-hard erection pressed into her. His first touch was the hair, running his fingers through her luscious mane. Her head tilted back, the pleasure of it glowed on her face. My own sexual tension started boiling at this point. This was so fucking hot! Claudio was driving her to the very edge. 
 
    He whispered for her to point her sex at me and to spread her legs, allowing me a full view, as he inched her dress up. She obeyed. I had almost forgotten she had come without panties this evening. She was already dripping! Her lips swollen, clit aroused. Her eyes continued to drink me in… 
 
    “This is what you wanted, isn’t it…” he said, his voice low, intimate, as he slowly pushed the spaghetti straps off her shoulders. “To be on display for him… to show him your true self… to finally free the Brynn kept sealed inside all these years.” She gently nodded her head yes, our eye-lock now seeming to flow with the emotions he was revealing. 
 
    He moved his hands, pulling the zipper slowly down the back of the dress. She shivered with the coolness behind and what that meant. He went on with his low-toned voice, “You know him… love him… you know he loves you.” His hand reached to push on the dress, slipping down over one breast, then the other. She gasped as the cool air touched her nipples for the first time. “Now it’s time to trust him. This is your ultimate show of that trust… isn’t it? Laying yourself bare… letting him see you as you truly are… nothing left to hide.” Her nipples were hard pointed berries, her arousal now given full voice by Claudio’s words. 
 
    Tears formed in her eyes. I could tell he was betraying every hidden feeling she could not share herself. “Yes,” she said, her tears quickly turning to passion. Then she said to me, “This is for you, Cameron… for us. I want you to know the way I really am… to see…” she shuddered with the sudden release of her feelings. “To see what my thoughts have become in recent months. I give myself to you… and to him… Use me, take me, whatever you like. I offer anything you want.” 
 
    I nodded my head in acceptance of her words. “I promise you, my love, I am worthy of your trust. I promise I will be with you now, and after this is over, and into the future. I promise never to reject you for your desires. Let yourself go. I want to see the real Brynn.” 
 
    “I love you,” she mouthed silently. “I know,” my automatic response. 
 
    Claudio was tracing the edge of her body with light streaming fingers… across her shoulders… down her sides. I could feel the shiver of anticipation now roiling inside. He reached down to bury his face in her neck, his lips running along the ridge, while reaching around to grasp her breasts in both hands, pulling her nipples gently away from her body. Brynn’s eyes closed suddenly as the sensations overwhelmed her. 
 
    His hand reached up, turning her head toward him, taking her mouth with his. Their embrace was delicate, but the passion that flowed between them… Oh my God! He was pulling her into his orbit, dragging her nervousness into this moment. She was relishing his touch, giving into his desire… and her own. His hands went back to her breasts as they kissed, cupping each, his fingers gently massaging. I could hear the gentle whimper coming out of her throat. He had such control, such passion. No wonder she wanted to do it again with this guy. My cock was now hard as I had ever been as I watched him pull her into him. Now for the second time. 
 
    He leaned back, pulling his shirt over his head. His rod never lost contact with her, but she welcomed the warm flesh on her back when he returned, leaning into him. Claudio told her to stand up as he removed the rest of her dress, flinging it to the floor. “Come back up on the bed, on your knees, your ass facing Cameron.” She obeyed. “Take my pants off.” 
 
    I couldn’t take the pressure on my swollen member any longer. I stood up, pulling my own clothes off, a soft sigh escaping my lips as my cock sprung into the open air. Claudio looked at me and winked. Yes, that wink said. You are really enjoying this. And I was. 
 
    He unbuckled his belt, guiding her hands to do the rest. She pulled the zipper down, wrapped her hands into the waistband, and allowed Claudio to help with a quick rocking of his hips, dropping them to his knees. Her own arousal now displayed openly in her face as the cock sprung invitingly near her mouth. I could tell it was taking every ounce of will to keep herself from grabbing it immediately, but he did not give her a chance. He used his own hands to take the pants off completely, returning to his knees, his cock extending near her face. 
 
    “Use my cock for your own pleasure now,” he instructed. 
 
    She reached up, grasping his shaft. It was hard like mine. About my size, but slightly wider. She glanced at it, as if she was trying to decide what to do, then shifted her body so I could see her in profile, tucking her hair out of the way. The cock bounced in front of her mouth as her hand moved. He placed his hand over hers, continuing the stroke. “Feel that cock. It’s excited by you, my lovely Brynn. You have aroused me so much. YOU did this. Your desire did this!” 
 
    Her soft moan of acceptance escaped as she angled her head toward me. With our eyes never separating, she took his pulsing rod fully into her mouth, spreading her throat as far as possible. On her third try, she buried it all the way. I must have gasped because she smiled around the pole. I did not know she could even do that. I wondered at that moment if she had been practicing with her dildos! 
 
    He pulled out far enough for her to get a breath, then drove back in. My Brynn was taking his cock as deep as it would go, shuddering with each thrust, her obvious pleasure flashing in her groans. Claudio took her mouth for his own, pistoning in, Brynn sucking with each stroke. Her hand did this rotating motion on each insertion, like she did for Callahan guy. 
 
    This went on for what seemed a long time. She was right. He had incredible stamina. Soon, he was holding her head, pushing himself deeper. I could hear a distinct guack guack guack as he plunged himself into her, saliva flying across her face with each withdrawal. 
 
    Finally, he could take it no longer. He held himself fully inside, shook with his first release, spurting his cum down her throat. She did not resist or try to pull back, allowing him unrestricted access as he threw his load down her throat. 
 
    I was not far behind. I was stroking myself so aggressively, watching the scene in front of me, that my release spurted out moments later. Taking it down her throat like that had taken me close to the edge already. Watching him deliver his own offering did the rest. 
 
    It stunned me at this start. So sensual, so emotional. He worked her like a true craftsman, as each layer of her resistance slowly peeled away, exposing the real Brynn at the center. Brynn knew it, too. She turned her head toward me, a look of pure pleasure on her face. She had done it, left her old self behind, and made that first step into the unknown. 
 
    “Lay in the center,” Claudio said to Brynn. “Allow us to worship you for a while.” He signaled for me to join them on the bed. I was more than happy to be there. In my own way, I was feeling the same as Brynn. Some layer of my resistance peeled back as well. I loved watching her do that, loved the feeling of her taking that action, and, most important, loved her with all my heart. She has chosen well to trust me.

  

 
   
    16 / … And Then Delivers 
 
    Claudio had already moved to one side of the King bed. Brynn moved beside him, cuddling into his frame on her back. I followed up the bed. Her arms welcomed me as I moved to touch her for the first time this evening. She lifted a leg, draping it over mine, allowing me to be the cuddle on the other side. I could see the moisture now dripping from her fully exposed vertical smile. 
 
    We just laid there for a moment, no one speaking, as we let what happened pass through us. Gradually, Brynn rotated to her side, facing me. She nestled herself into Claudio, her rear snuggling into his crotch. She reached her hand out to touch my face, stroking the line of my chin, a gentle mouthing of ‘thank you’ as our eyes connected again. 
 
    Who would have thought this would be such a life-changing experience? I wouldn’t have expected it. I looked at her gorgeous naked body, buried tight within Claudio, his hand flowing up and down her body. Just two weeks ago, we were on the verge of a break-up because this event might happen. Now, I am so glad it did.  
 
    I could almost feel the tension of Brynn’s life ease with each thrust of Claudio into her mouth. She had taken the leap of faith and I couldn’t be more alive with that trust. I held her face in my hands, drawing her in to kiss me. 
 
    “I am so glad we said yes to this,” I said. “So glad…” 
 
    “Me, too…” Brynn responded, returning my kiss with the same touch of love and passion. 
 
    Claudio relaxed, allowing us our moment while his fingers gently traced the edge of her body, from arm to hip. I could see the goosebumps as he made his way down. But she did not change her position, or even shiver, allowing the sensations to wash through her. 
 
    We lay there chatting about nothing. Long stretches would pass with no sound at all as our hands moved slowly over each other. Finally, I got up, claiming I needed to use the restroom, but really wanting to give them a moment to reset, to decide on what happens next. 
 
    When I came out of the bathroom, Brynn had returned to her back, her legs spread in welcome, and Claudio was moving his face toward her sex, his body between her legs. His eager eyes were ablaze with desire, his cock showing he was already as eager as his eyes. 
 
    I sat back in the chair to watch, my legs spread wide, stroking my cock again. This time, I was totally naked. Whatever nerves I had about being displayed in this way long forgotten. 
 
    Claudio slid her position to give me a better view, then lowered his tongue to her, probing, teasing, licking. Brynn’s quick gasps told me he was hitting the mark. I could see him alter his tongue, wide this time, long strokes across her labia, always ending with a sharp jab at her clit as he passed by. Each crossing brought a sharp stab inward, his appendage going as deep as it would go, licking the inner lips and finding her soft center. 
 
    She was so on edge, so keyed up from the earlier session and all the stroking after, that I could already see her face flushing as she grabbed his head, pushing his tongue deeper. She didn’t quite cum instantly, but it was close. She was thrashing on his mouth, moaning deeply, feeling his pressure on all the right parts, then she went off with a scream of release. I could see her belly quivering as the orgasm tore through her middle. 
 
    But he did not let up, his torment continued, an unstoppable force. She moaned, whimpered, and groaned as he kept at his oral thrusting. And cum she did. Time after time. The finesse he showed in repeatedly pushing her over that cliff of release was amazing to watch.  
 
    Inside me, a sweet agony seized me as I watched her cum so often. I knew I could never do this, had never brought her to this many orgasms at one time. He hadn’t even entered her! Yet, I worshiped this, celebrated her receiving his loving treatment, idolized his control over her. 
 
    This was the very definition of bittersweet for me. Despite it all, my cock stood rigid and pulsing with every tongue stab, every cry of her next release. I could not stop myself. I throbbed with sexual energy, even had to slow my stroking for fear I would cum again. I doubted I could do more than a couple in a night. I wanted to save my next for where it counted. Dropping my hands away to slow the stimulation, my cock stood rigid between my legs. 
 
    During her next orgasm, she screamed aloud with its power, her hips coming off the bed, as her head whipped back and forth, collapsing as it slowed. Brynn then looked over at me, my rod hanging tall and firm as I watched. Her breathing was now becoming raspy, labored. She caught my eye and smiled, a deep smile of satisfaction, of doing what she knew I wanted and loving the experience. My rod was a testament to how much I wanted her to have this experience, and how excited it made me. I held it with my hand, thanking her for this. She laid her head back to revel in the sensations. 
 
    Claudio stopped moving his head against her, turning to look at me. He held his jaw with his hand, wiggling it back and forth as if fatigued by the effort, giving me a wink. 
 
    I thought there might be another break here. Brynn seemed exhausted, but he saw no need for that. He moved up onto the bed, his hands walking up her body, briefly holding, fondling her breasts, before he swiped the tip of his cock across her mound, moistening himself with her flowing juices, and drove himself into her throbbing sex. Brynn literally came off the bed. They must have heard her cry of pleasure four rooms over! 
 
    When she told me before he was like a pile driver, she did not exaggerate. Not even in porn had I seen someone so viciously attack a pussy, plunging repeatedly as deep as it would go, pulling out to repeat. The power made me cringe, thinking it would hurt, but she only moaned louder, wrapping her legs around his hips, pulling him in tighter. Brynn was simply on fire with the pleasure, mewling with each thrust. Her hips bucked up against him, her hands digging into his back for more, more. 
 
    How could she cum this often in one session? I marveled at her stamina. But they just kept coming. She would grunt loudly, needing more, then go off like the tornado had just touched down. Words like fuck, god, oh my god, flew out of her mouth with each orgasm seeming to grow stronger than the one before. 
 
    Claudio suddenly pulled out, looked at me. “Why don’t you take part in this? She would really like that.” Her hungry eyes shone with agreement. “Please,” she whispered. 
 
    I did not need to be convinced. Scrambling on the bed. Instead of replacing Claudio, I pulled her up off the bed, flipping her on her knees, pulled her hips high while pushing her face back down to the bed. This left her throbbing sex fully exposed. I thought of trying to replicate Claudio’s vicious entry but knew I didn’t have it in me. Besides, it just wasn’t me. I moved above her, swiped myself across her lips, then slowly entered, pushing deeper. I moved around to get my position right, then moved for real. Here I could do most of Claudio’s damage, pounding into her. 
 
    After her first orgasm, I started slapping her ass cheeks with each thrust. I had done this once during one of her storytelling sessions. She seemed to like it. She REALLY liked it now, crying out with each slap, pushing her ass back at me… for me. She came once more. This was so fucking hot I didn’t even know what to do next, just kept slamming into her. 
 
    Claudio tapped me on the shoulder, “let’s try something new for her.” I wasn’t sure what he meant, but he showed for me to pull out, telling me to get on the bed, on my back. I did this, laying right next to her. He did the same soft words to Brynn. She swept her leg over my body, grabbing my cock, guiding it back home. The look of satisfaction on her face almost made me cum again right there. Luckily, I had already cum. I could last much longer. 
 
    Oh shit, I thought to myself. He is going to take her ass! Brynn must have thought the same thing as we both watched him reach into the nightstand, pulling out a bottle of lubricant. He was stroking his own cock, fully engorged in front of him. While he moved around behind us, he lathered his cock with the lube. Brynn had never allowed me to do anything even close to this, but I could tell she did not want to stop the play as her movement on my cock became jerky. She was now nervous, tentative. 
 
    Claudio did not seem to notice. He knew she would not stop him as he came up on the bed between my legs. She had given in to his momentum completely now. She leaned forward, spreading her ass cheeks. I offer you everything; she was saying. Take me as you wish. 
 
    He moved one lubed finger slowly inside her, allowing her to adjust around it. A second followed, with a third shortly after. He was moving all three fingers in and out, beginning the plunging as he did before. Brynn was panting now. Whatever nervousness she felt at first now replaced by the sensations of a cock in one hole and his fingers in the other. He stopped his plunging abruptly, positioned himself at her rear bud, then pushed himself inside. 
 
    Brynn grunted with the size, gasping out loud, gripping her hands around my chest for support, but Claudio did not stop. He pushed relentlessly inward. Suddenly, I could feel him through that thin barrier separating her two openings. He moved all the way in, then pulled back, repeating this slowly at first, but with increasing power as she stretched to accommodate him. Soon, we developed an alternating rhythm of pushing in and pulling out, trying to coordinate plunges. 
 
    Brynn had originally tried to hold herself up, our eyes locking as he entered. Soon, the sensations were simply too much. She collapsed on my chest, our heads touching. Once he was inside, I pulled her lips to mine and we started kissing like long-lost lovers meeting for the first time in years. Soon, even that was impossible, as our alternating invasions drove her higher than she had ever gone before.  
 
    Her orgasms started coming and would not stop. It felt like one continuous run, her gasps of the power betraying the surge before I felt her clasp my cock with each release. It wouldn’t stop as the waves crashed through her, like a tropical storm through a grass hut, unable to stop the wind. 
 
    I could not take much more. I put my arms around her, holding her tight, and blasted an epic splurge of cum deep inside, lifting my hips off the bed as I came. Claudio did not cum, but moved with the action.  
 
    I rolled Brynn off me, her own breathing coming short and harsh. Claudio ran into the bathroom to scrub anything extra she had left behind on his shaft, then returned to the bed. He moved Brynn onto her stomach, positioned his legs on either side of her hips, driving himself back into her sex from a full sitting position. Brynn moved with him but was too far gone for vigorous movement. Claudio did not seem to mind as he pushed himself into her depths. 
 
    Then, he surprised us all. He started talking as he slowly moved himself back and forth inside her. 
 
    “Having fun yet?” he asked us both. Brynn did not answer, just gave a deeply satisfied whimper as he continued his torment below. 
 
    I nodded yes, rolling over to put my arm across her back, my other hand reaching under to grasp her breast. She came up on her elbows to allow me more access. “I think this has been one of the most intense sexual experiences of my life,” I went on. 
 
    “It has indeed,” Claudio responded. “Brynn, my lovely slut, you are the best lay of my life… so responsive… so sensitive.” He seemed to ignore the steady movement inside her. “I can’t believe you have never done this before. You are the hottest hotwife ever, I suspect.” He pushed in stronger, one sharp plunge. Brynn gasped, moaning at the sudden intensity. 
 
    The movement… my being so close to what was happening… my arms around her. Shit! I was getting hard again. Claudio just smiled. 
 
    “Why don’t you get up… put your legs on either side of her head… let her worship your cock the way she wants to.”  
 
    I looked at her, my eyes asking permission. She nodded her head. “Yes, my love. I would like that,” was all she said. 
 
    I lifted myself up, drew my legs gently to straddle her, then positioned my now raging shaft right at the top of her head. Claudio had never stopped his movement. Now, he pulled out, pulling her hips up, Brynn coming up on her hands and knees, mouth right in front of my throbbing tool. Then he plunged back in. The pressure of the push drove her face right into my rod. She reached her hand round to grasp me, guiding it into her mouth. Once I was inside, Claudio took the proverbial gloves off, the pressure of his surges forward driving my cock deep into her throat. 
 
    Her moans started instantly. The sensations overwhelming her from above and below. She was being taken, used, pummeled. She gave herself to us, to our will, to our desire, surrendering all control. Claudio slammed into her and I started thrusting my hips up, driving myself deeper down her throat. 
 
    Her orgasm, when it eventually came, was a wonder to behold, a firestorm of intensity that shook her very core. The build-up was slower than before. It clearly needed a runway to gain momentum after all her climaxes. But when it did, she roared with the power; her scream startling me with its depth. Her whole body shaking as we drove into her. 
 
    That’s all I could take as I pumped deep and released into her. I had come out of her mouth as she came. I had little left, but what I had splashed all over her face as Claudio followed. His own grunting stabs the ultimate act. 
 
    We all collapsed on the bed after that, our arms draping each other. Claudio reached over to the side, pulling up a blanket to spread across us. I got up for a washcloth to wipe her now cum-covered body. We were all asleep in minutes. Brynn had moved herself to cuddle with me, like we always did at night. Claudio just laid there, soon snoring with exhaustion.

  

 
   
    17 / Aftermath 
 
    I woke up several hours later to movement on the bed. Claudio was on his back. Brynn on top, his rod plunging into her depths. I wasn’t up for another round, so I rolled over on my side and watched. She noticed my movement, reached her hand across to touch me, stroking my hip. 
 
    “Hey, there. Glad you could join us,” she said. 
 
    “Not this time, my love. I’m too pooped to go another round. I’ll just enjoy the view this time.” 
 
    She shook her head in acceptance, pulling her hand back to concentrate on her lover. It was as if I had left the room. Her full concentration was now on milking the cock inside her, on satisfying Claudio with all she had, all she was. His hands were pulling at her nipples. It looked painful to me, but Brynn pushed them out to him; more, more, she was saying. Her mewls of pleasure were telling him to continue. 
 
    She finally leaned forward, her lips coming down on his. The kissing was frantic, desperate for the touch, tongues plunging in. But this wasn’t the hardcore sex of earlier in the evening. My Brynn… my loving wife… right in front of me… was making love with this man, binding their bodies together, sharing a startlingly deep emotional crest. I gasped at its power. 
 
    Suddenly, the intensity of what they were showing scorched my very soul. How can I compete with this in her heart? I cried to myself. All the joy of the previous night crashed into a single moment… of plunging and moaning… of passionate kisses… She was completely unaware of my turmoil as they drove each other higher. My friend, I said to myself. You have given your wife to another man and laid next to her while she did it. What was I thinking?! 
 
    When she came, the pleasure she experienced drove daggers into my heart. He came moments later, and I watched as her sex worked to milk every drop out of him. She wanted his cum, needed it in her, as her heavy breathing told of what she was feeling inside. This was way past the lust I thought was there. Much more. My mind started spinning at the decision nexus we faced, convinced, after this display, if we had another session with Claudio, I would never get my wife back. At least, not the wife I knew before him. She would constantly want to come back to this love, this powerful emotion they were sharing. How can I compete with that? 
 
    But then something even more confusing happened. Once she finished, she reached over to me, coming off her lover, and held me. It was as if Claudio had left the room himself. He was still there, but she didn’t care. I was totally hers again. Every action pointed to her complete change in focus. 
 
    “Oh, my love. Thank you. That was so good,” she said. “And fun. Claudio told me his project was complete. He was unlikely to come back this way for quite a while. I wanted to thank him for what he did to make our first hotwife experience such a great one.” 
 
    She had to sense my conflicting emotions, the war that was tearing into me. She looked at me, her head tilted in that way she does when she’s trying to figure something out. “Oh, my God. I get it now. I am so sorry. You had to watch that, didn’t you?” A tear formed in her eye. “You really didn’t know what was going on… oh shit…” The tears forming in my own eyes were telling her everything she needed to know. 
 
    “I am such a bimbo sometimes,” she said, shaking her head. “I get wrapped up in things and don’t look at the larger picture.” Her shoulders slumped lower with the realization, but then came right back up. “I guess we need to settle some things, ok?” She looked at me, wanting me to pay careful attention. She had me at that point. I looked at her without saying a word. 
 
    “Claudio,” his own attention twisting her direction. “Are you planning on leaving your wife for me?” 
 
    “Not a chance, are you kidding?” 
 
    “Are you coming back here soon?” 
 
    “No, not soon. Our project is complete, as I told you. Maybe there will be another project in a few years, but otherwise…” 
 
    “Are you in love with me so much you want us to run off together?” 
 
    “Ah… babe… what?” 
 
    “Am I deeply in love with you?” 
 
    “Compared to lover boy over there? I’m not even in the top 10.” 
 
    “Now give yourself some credit,” she giggled, “that last definitely moved you into the top 10… at least!” His laughter spread through the room. 
 
    All my fears… every assumption my heart had leaped to… her love… I dropped my head in utter shame. I misplaced her trust, after all. How could I have been so wrong? 
 
    “You are the love of my life, Mr. Cameron Brewster,” she said, holding my head in her hands, forcing my eyes up into hers. “I love to do this; I’ll give you that. I love to feel the sexual power and release. I came so often in the last few hours that my heart is still racing, but challenging my love for you? Nothing could do that… NOTHING!” 
 
    She pulled me into a kiss that quickly became my entire universe. Nothing else mattered, nothing else could compare. I was the center of her life again, just as she was the center of mine. I wrapped my arms around her and grasped her tight. 
 
    “Oh, my love,” I said. “I’m so sorry. I don’t know what I was thinking…” 
 
    Out of the corner of my eye, I saw Claudio getting dressed. “Where are you going?” I asked.  
 
    “Home, where else? It’s 6:30 already, my friend. We went at it almost all night.” He explained, as he threw what little he brought with him into a duffel bag. 
 
    I was shocked, glancing at the bedside clock to confirm. Claudio just chuckled. “I’m going to head out to the airport. I can catch up on some emails while I wait for the flight. You two might need to work some things out. My company has already paid for the room, so stay until check-out. Leave the keycards on the dresser.” 
 
    He walked up to Brynn, holding her in his beefy arm. “Been fun, Babe. You are certainly a great hotwife. Such joy in the play. Thanks.” 
 
    She hugged him, thanking him for his own help in making it possible. He shook my hand. “Take care of her, my man. She can be wild. You need to look after her,” and he walked out the door.

  

 
   
    Epilogue 
 
    We spent all morning in that room. We didn’t make love again; I did not have another round in me, but we remained naked on the bed, celebrating our love and talking about what happened. We both kept apologizing to each other over the miscommunications and conclusion jumping. Now, I can’t help but shake my head. 
 
    We drove home that morning, picking up the kids at their friend’s houses on the way. We stopped at an IHOP for breakfast and some good old-fashioned family time. After last night, we relished the simple fun of it. I pulled out my old ‘Dad jokes’, teased my son about a new girl he mentioned. We even stopped at a Costco on the way home, much to the unhappiness of the kids. 
 
    The following weeks were full of the greatest feeling of love Brynn and I had ever shared. This woman has shown her love and devotion to me many times over, from supporting me while I built my company to trusting me with the deepest secrets of her soul. I had the opportunity to trash her, Brett-style, but she knew I would not do it. That I was different. And she was right. It took 16 years of marriage to convince her, but now I couldn’t be happier. 
 
    The dilemma I faced of accepting her as a hotwife or destroying my own life now seemed a distant memory. In my heart, I knew whatever came next was going to be amazing! 
 
      
 
    THE END
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