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So, this is my husband, JC. We have 15 years of
marriage and two kids. I want a third one, but he’s not sure. You
know, the stagnant salary, the growing bills, the kids’ tuitions,
the mortgage, etc. In a word: cowardice. JC refused to impregnate
me when I offered him myself when I was ovulating. I was horny and
discarded his cheap condom off his cock. Imagine me. Naked, sitting
on her crotch, rubbing his cock with my wet, open pussy. Enticing
him to come in. I’m a natural blonde, with big natural tits, wide
hips, round big buttocks. A 40-year-old MILF, by my own right. I
own a hot body. As I listened once to the best friend of my eldest
son said: “your mom is a bombshell MILF”. But JC dismissed me that
night.

Still, we had not a bad life. But I’ll say it
plainly: Our sex life after that event never recovered. It got
plain boring. To the point, he needs to watch porn to get hard. He
doesn’t know that I know it, but he jerks off a lot. I mean a lot.
And then he is exhausted when we are in bed. Sure, my friend. I
always held off until he is really ready. But the nice time never
came.

I don’t complain at him, no makin any
jealousy of his porno, as long as he’s taking care of myself with
hot food. You get what I mean, right? I’d been expecting him to
play sports or go for a nice run. To make sure his body is healthy
and perfect to fuck a horny hotwife like me. But no. And I can’t
take it anymore. So, he has two options: either do it to me,
because he wants to; or take the risk of being a fat, almost
dickless pussy by getting fat too much and be cuckolded as hell by
me.

To be fair, sometimes he gets hard enough.
But for that, I need to suck his dick as much as possible. It’s an
exhausting task. And well, he is not always gentle with me, when he
says “you’re my whore, little slut,” he means a prostitute as he
calls me in the bed. I admit I enjoy playing the whore role and
enact as fucking with a stranger in front of JC, too. Because I am
very confident with my hotwife fantasy, I don’t care who hears me
when I say “yeah, fuck me, fuck me in front of my hubby.” I’m not
saying no for the cuckold, or to be hurt by his neglection on sex.
I’m saying no to my stupid husband, who is already full of his
weird fantasies and not accepting me as a hotwife. And only paying
some attention to me when I’m to be fucked by others.

All this whole situation was insulting to me,
but I didn't say a word. JC was so boring that indeed, I refused to
talk to him most of the time we were together at home. Besides,
what's my pleasure if it is him that is my hubby? Well, he is not
handsome, not hot, not rich. But we got a decent house. JC is so
boring that even him calling me a slut doesn't make me feel horny
in bed. I wonder if he realizes that. I tired of his horny
attitude, his constant thinking of his porn, his pleasure in
disregard of my hotwife fantasies.

So, I managed we to have two kids, and as I
just said, want a third one. JC is a good person, and he loves the
kids. What more could I ask for? I know: to get more money in order
to live a decent life, to get horny and enthusiastic about sex
again. Then we will have intimacy regularly. My fantasy? Perhaps
that he will not be the father of my third one. It’s one fixed idea
I have, and I'm sure he's aware of it. And then we'll get that
third baby, no matter who is the sperm donor, the biological dad.
Damn hotwife fantasy!

Well, back to reality, the only toll I took
on him -as punishment for his virtual impotent condition- is that
our old glory days of wild sex ended. They became just into me,
jerking off his barely swollen short dick.

Well, all this changed when I knew his
fantasy: it's me to become a hotwife. Concretely a little whore. A
dirty woman who charges for sex with strangers. Not any sex, but
sex in the street. What a daring fantasy! Even if JC sometimes
calls me a slut, it makes me feel in the top of sex starlets of
porno movies.

Yes, I’m a hotwife, but I'm not a lesbian,
just in case. No threesomes, with those dirty sluts that usually
appear in the porn movies my husband watches. After all, I'm a
pretty feminist in my field. So, I wouldn't be a cheap whore
neither- not a penny less the high end! If I'm going to be fucked
by other men as I want, as JC needs, let it be all for money. I'll
be cold about it, to charge to them. So, I played the whore with my
hubby, and I did it well. Perhaps too well.

And so my hotwife day came. The night rather.
I dedicated myself to prepare for the occasion. It did not take
much to look hot.

I’m a mature gal, though with a youthful look
and a fit body. With an extra added value: I have good boobs. My
“girls” are BIG. They grew with my actual kids. 100% naturals. Men
used to thank to this detail. The youngers would kill to play with
my pair. You know: Modern deficit of breastfeeding. It makes them,
young men, to be such tit-suck maniacs.

“You see? It's that easy.” I told JC, showing
my way to make his fantasy real. My high heels, which thank God are
not the highest possible. Not as those we saw on TV (which are
simply impossible for me). My tight black dress. Short enough to
display a wonderful pair of long legs. Then my dyed blond hair. As
well as my white translucid skirt, with my very visible golden
G-string underwear. The small purse, for condoms and my cell. And
of course, my plastic bracelets of such bright colors.

"Do I look sluttish enough? I feel like those
Thai girls in Pattaya's parlors." I confessed to my hubby. That's
the place we went to last year's vacations.

"You look perfect!" JC said. His eyes popped
up watching my figure and my "assets". He is almost drooling, like
if my hubby is about to ask how much I would charge for a quickie.
Well, that's not a bad idea after all. To charge him, I mean. After
these many years fucking for free, he should pay this time on. It's
fair.

Let me return to the hooking thing. JC
definitely loves I play as a call girl. Watching myself in the
mirror, I got him. I look like one: a hot girl trading in the
endless sex market. We agreed that being this my first night, we
would not go so far as I was fucking a stranger. We expected to
return home fucking like wildcats. Or before even. In the car.
Those were my expectations.


Chapter Two

 So, we went to the
main street. Hubby stayed close enough to watch and listen just in
case my safety was under threat. I had to walk a bit. You know. To
show myself, to let strangers ask me for the price and the
services. They stared at my body. I could feel their sight on my
ass and my tits. Calculating, assessing the pleasure they would
get. The possibilities of my "merchandising". Discounting the cash
cost, my price tag. Their thought was so noisy in the street's
noise!

The first man was a drunk. He wanted to buy
me cheap. A blow job? Mmmm, no. Without saying a word, I politely
declined. No one has enough money for this if it's drunk and
filthy. I'm a poor hooker, you know? But I'm not cheap. Goodbye,
homeless man.

Then another one. No! This is a JC’s friend!
My gosh. Wow! Are you serious? Isn’t this shitty town big enough? I
pretended not to recognize him, as I’m not sure if his wife knows
her husband was a whoremonger. No, it’s better I don’t do this.
Like my hubby said, some scum would probably think that I am buying
these services for this poor bastard to fuck me. No way! I felt
like a stupid whore. Damn, I wonder. What her wife would say? I bet
she would totally know the truth about that her husband is used to
whoring. No doubt. And anyway, she would doom me with no
hesitation, instead her cheating hubby. I love sorority.

The next client was a flirty, "slutty
brunette lover"! Well, who knows what kind of girl this man wants?
He offered me to be paid for 30 minutes for 100 bucks. Wow! That's
not a bad amount. You know, the wives may charge more when whoring.
My wedding ring was very noticeable. The man wanted I dress a fig
as a brunette. And to service him a blowjob in his car. I’ve to say
I lost my mind because he was a god looking man. One that confirmed
I’m a pretty hot Milf. So, when he asked for me to show my boobies
for him to squeeze and take snapshots with his cell, while showing
my ring to him. I did without hesitation. I even shouted, “I’m your
slut!” for his personal records. After twenty minutes, I returned
limping. It wasn't as bad as I thought. And the man was cute, as I
just said, and clean as I like. I gave him my number.

Then my hubby took me into his car and asked
me a ton of questions. What a shame! I know he wants I confirm
other men are better suited to fuck me well. He loves to listen to
that shit, and I comply with his wishes. It's easy cuz it's true.
Hubby fucks too bad, lasting nothing. No consideration for me. But
I flow. Well, JC asked first to spit the man's cum on the
handkerchief he gave me. "I have nothing to spit, fucker. You know
I swallow!" I replied. And the money? "It's mine, you
motherfucker," I replied, too. Gruesome words for a small town's
good wife, I know. But he deserved. This is all a play, but money
is real and is mine. "My body, my money!" I shouted when I left his
car, back to the street. Then I spit in his window. "Didn't you ask
me for this?". Wow! I felt as in the movies. A heroine hooker.
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