
Housewife No More – Part 2

The sexual odyssey continues
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As you know, if your read the first part of Housewife No More, when we left, Rachel was pregnant, and we didn't know whose it was, mine, Kevin's or Rob's. A real soap opera dilemma.

Well, the kid was mine, thank God. A boy. We named him Michael Jaques DeJean. Rachel wanted to keep the French boy's name Michel, but I told her hell no. Sounded like Michelle, the girls name. He'd be picked on forever.  I think I could have raised him even if he weren't mine. Love that boy.

As for Rachel, the hotwife, well a mother has a lot different priorities than a woman without a child. Sex between us went from almost every day and sometimes twice to a couple times a week. Rachel stopped hotwifing altogether—wasn't respectable. It was okay for a teacher, but not a teacher with a one-year-old.

Kevin and Danielle had grown apart. They were in the middle of a divorce in fact. They were still friendly, but Danielle was just too independent now. She started a page on BeMyFan.com at the suggestion of my wife’s lover, Rob. And Rob was right. She was up to fifty thou a month.

Guys were drooling over her and her stories, plus she threw in a little X rated video. Plus, she was running an actual weekend camp for women who wanted to be hotwives, her “Hotwife” merchanise sales were booming, and her YouTube was blowing up and pulling in gobs of cash. She didn't need him like she used to. She was driving around in a Bentley and had moved into a mini mansion a few towns over.  

Kevin found a really hot, chestnut-haired woman, Jan. She was, surprise, built a lot like Rachel. She was 5'4', cute as a button with a smokin' shape and a sharp wit who loved to fuck.  That was a quality a woman had to have to be with him. He was still trying to talk her into swinging. She was thinking about it. They hadn't been together long enough, I thought.

We invited them to Michael's first year birthday party. Kevin with Jan. Danielle came alone. She wanted a break from men and didn't want to get into introducing someone new her old buddies. Of course, grandparents, plus uncles, plus straight friend. It was nice. Friendly, warm...family.  

Once the family and the rest of them left, Kevin, Danielle. Jan, Rachel and I had a beer and a joint and sat around the barbecue and chatted.

I couldn't stop ogling Jan. That was one gorgeous face, big almond eyes, lush lips, high cheekbones attached to that expensive, little, seductive body of hers. She was wearing a sexy, black choker, black, short skirt and thigh-high, leather boots. Her tight, black spandex sweater was under a black leather jacket. Nasty sexy. She did have some respectable tits. She was very friendly. Flirty in fact, and curious as hell about our group sex lives.

Danielle knew she was going to be there,  and there would be competition so she wore a black, sheer net body suit and skinny jeans, which absolutely blew me away with her massive tits pushing the sheer net to the limit. The fabric clung her her breasts like a baby sucking milk. I could only imagine how Kevin was feeling having let her get away.

Rachel was just wearing a simple, cotton, print summer dress, buttoned up. No extra sex appeal. She looked just like a mom. She saw me ogling the two. I was trying to hold back a boner.

“Put your eyes back in your head Mikey,” she said with a bit of sarcasm.

That brought me back. I smiled sheepishly. Everyone got a kick out of that. Danielle gave me a sympathetic look. She would have fucked me just then if she could.

After a bit of straight getting to know you talk, Jan finally couldn't hold back.

“So Kevin told me you two were hotwives and swingers. That sounds interesting.”

The four of us looked at each other and smiled. We weren't sure if we should confess, but Kevin told her already, so what the fuck.

I spoke first. “So Kevin spilled the beans, aye? Yes, were sexual derelicts. We swung together and the ladies are hotwives.”

Rachel chimed in. “And yes, Mikey did get into Danielle a few times.”

Danielle laughed. “More than a few times. He's a decent lay,” she said offhandedly.

“Thanks,” I answered back. “You weren't to bad yourself.”

“And Kevin was more than happy to take care of Rachel, “Danielle said.

“So, you all saw each other naked, then” Jan says. We didn't know if she was serious or just being funny. We all laughed.

“Does Kevin have you hotwifing yet?” I asked.

“Me, no,” I don't do that sort of thing.”

Well, excuse me, I thought. I'm sure Danielle and Rachel were thinking the same thing.

Danielle laughed. “You don't know what you're missing. I'm sure Kevin would love it. He did with me. But I get it, it's not for everybody.”

“If you're oversexed like me, you have to give your man a break. Right, Kev.” Rachel said and patted me on the knee. “Otherwise you wear them out and they're no good to you any more, except for hanging curtains.”

Good chuckle on that one.

“Have you been hotwifing since your baby was born,” Jan asked.

Jan had no problem getting personal.

“Actually, no.” Rachel answered. “But I've been thinking about it.”

She gave me a look. That was news to me.

“I could use a new experience. We've been kind of boring, haven't we, hon?” she said.

“I'm never bored with you, my love,” I answered diplomatically.

Rachel looked at Jan. “Plus, he always knows just the right thing to say.”

Now I was curious. “Who were you thinking about doing?” I asked.

Rachel didn't think long. “Maybe Rob, would be a good re-starter.”

Whoa! The answer took me by surprise.

“Who's Rob,” Jan asked.

“Oh, Rob, was my high school sweetheart. My first love.”

“And you don't have a problem with that, Mike?” she asked.

“None whatsoever,” I answered. “He was her first hotwife experience. I guess it's good that she start with him again. I think it's great she actually has sex with someone she cares about. Although, her stories of doing it with strangers pumps my testosterone up a hundred and ten percent!”

“Yeah, it does have habit of doing that,” Kevin added.

“I loved coming home and getting reclaimed,” Danielle said. “So fucking hot. He ravaged me when I told him the dirty details, right Kev?”

“Yeah, babe. You were the tits”

We all laughed. She was the tits. The best tits.

“What do you do for a living, Danielle,” Jan asked.

“Oh, I run school for hotwives.”

“What?” Jan looked like she didn’t understand.

“A school for hotwives. You have no idea how many women want to be hotwives. I counsel them. Tell them how to convince their husbands to let them do it, tell them the ins and outs of it—how to protect themselves, how to attract the best lovers. Things like that.”

“Oh, really?” Jan was really curious now.

“How much do you charge them?”

“Interested?” She laughed. Jan was nonplussed.

“I have different prices for different packages. If they just want advice it's one price, if they want me to supply them with one of our ‘hotboys’...that's what I call a prime membership. I have about ten buff guys for them to date. Or they can get banged right there at my place. That's the priciest.”

“Danielle has a seven-thousand foot, five-bedroom house with pool, Jacuzzi and other amenities.” Rachel bragged.

This little bitch was getting on her nerves, and she thought she’d tweak them for her.

It was Kevin's turn. “That's just one item. She has a website that sells her personal hotwife porno. The videos she takes with her lovers.”

“They have to agree to it before I date them,” Danielle explained. “I blur out their faces,” Danielle said defensively. “Unless they give me signed permission to show it,” she added.

“Not mention she does a podcast and also personal phone conversations for a price, and a line of “Hotwife” merchandise for sale. She's a fuckin' ATM,” Kevin said a bit annoyed. “That's why we had to split. No time for Kev, right Danielle?”

It was getting a bit testy.

“Sorry Kevin, sweetie. You know I loved you. I just got short on time.” She turned to Jan. “We're still friends though, right babe? We still fuck once in a while.”

That was new to Jan. “Is that true, Kevin?” she said with true wife indignation.

“Not since we started dating,” he answered without much soothing her.

“You really have to get over this monogamy thing,” Danielle continued. “It's not healthy. Jealousy and possessiveness can kill a relationship. That's why there's a 50% divorce rate.”

“But yet you two are divorced,” Jan said insightfully.

Danielle wasn’t going to let her get away scott free with that remark and launch a good one. “True, but we still screw.” Smile. “Oh, I haven't I told you about the gang bangs? Rachel and I did one. Actually, two. One each. Loved it. All those guys; all that spunk. I also include that in a special package in my course. Gang Bang Special. I have ten hot guys, why not use them.”

Having said her piece Danielle got up. “Anybody want another drink?”

We could see Jan was speechless. Rachel realized the night was pretty much over after that.

“Listen, little Mikey usually wakes up about four AM. So I'm outta here. You can keep going though if you want?”

“No,” Kevin said. “It was a great day. Thanks guys.”

Jan just got up and got ready to leave. “Very nice meeting, y'all,” she said with an unconvincing smile, and then they split.

We all looked at each other. That was never going to last.
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Two weeks later, Kevin was back at our house. We had dinner and were halfway through a bottle of Johnny Walker Black. He was dying to tell us something but was holding back. Finally, I had enough.

“Okay Mike, spill it. What's the story.”

“Yeah,” Rachel added, “You've kept us in suspense long enough.”

“Okay, guys, here's the story. You can see for yourself how hot Jan is. I picked her up at Daters Club. Mostly single, divorced people, all ages. Everybody is looking to get laid so it's a great place.”

“Yeah, we've been there. Picked up a few hot guys there, right, Mikey, He came in with me a lot and watched me flirt and do my thing.” She smiled at the memory. “Sorry Kev, go on.”

“Jan looked hotter than hell. She had on a gold lame cocktail dress that hung by two straps almost beneath her tits and a slit on the side to show off her legs. She definitely was getting a lot of attention. I didn't hesitate. We hit it off instantly. A bit of chatter and back to her place.

When we got to her place, I got right to it, pushed her onto her couch, hot kisses, feeling her up, ripping off her lingerie. Sucking on her titties. She went right for the cock. Unzipped me and started blowing me. Then I lifted her up and carried her to the bed, throwing her down getting ready to fuck her like a madman.

She told me to hold for sec, picked and picked up some stuff from her dresser and went into the bathaway.

She she goes into her room and comes out like  minutes later. I’m so hard now and excited and getting  aching balls waiting. So she finally comes back ten minutes later and now she's wearing a black, see-through-top piece with long sleeves that you can see her tits through. Strings were attached to a black V thong, and lace, black stockings with a garter belt and black stilettos. How hard was my dick? I can't describe.”

“Wow,” I was impressed. The woman knew how to dress for success.

“She was cool too. Took her time to tease me. Sidled up to me slow, rubbed against me, took my face in her hands and gave me long lingering kisses. Got me frantic before she let me fuck her.

So, you know she likes it every day, and as we go along she starts introducing new requests, like she likes her nails bitten when she's coming; she likes getting a surprise slap in the face while I bang her; she likes getting choked. I mean really choked where she can't breath while we do it. It's gotten to it was all those things all the time. And the crazy part. She digs it all.”

Kevin continued without a break.

“So here's where the surprise comes in. I'm not real comfortable hurting her like that, you know. I'm a vanilla kind of screw. But two days ago, we're in the bedroom getting ready do do it. I'm all undressed ready for her. She was in the bathroom. She likes doing that, surprising me with what she's going to wear. So she comes out, and she has this strap on dildo.”

“Oh shit!” I say.

“No!” Says Rachel.

“Yes,” says Kevin. “Okay, sweetie, show me that pretty bum,” she says to me and rolls me over on my stomach. Before I can blink she has a butt plug up my ass. Now I have a cherry ass my friends. Things come out, they don't go up. So I let out a big groan. Damn, that hurt.”

“This is not sounding promising,” I say.

“Wait, wait until you hear the rest. So she lays back on the bed in front of me, her legs spread, she is flopping the  dildo like she's teasing me with it. So she says,’Get down and lick my clit for me will you, sweetie.'

So I lay between her legs, push up the dildo and go down on her until she cums. The she rolls out of bed, I'm on my stomach, mind you, and she jumps between my legs, and yanks out the butt plug. Before I can say shit, she's pushing that dildo into me.”

“God damn, Kev.”

“She didn't ask or tell you first,” Rachel asks.

“Nope, just right up the ole bunghole. I yelled out. It hurt like a bitch, but she ignores me and just starts fucking my ass.”

“And you didn't jump up and stop her?” I say.

“Well, it was kind of hard to move with her on top of me and that dildo going in and out. Actually, I was shocked and froze. She actually had me pinned down. So does that for a little thenshe then pulls out, and before I can blink she turns me over, lifts my legs and slides it right back in the ole bunghole again and starts stroking my dick while she fucks me. I came in about three minutes. Screaming orgasm. Shot it six feet in the air.”

“Wow,” says Rachel. “Quite a story. I like getting ass fucked. Right Mikey?” Rachel says to me.  “I never got anally penetrated until Danielle talked me into it. Now I dig it. One more pleasure hole, right Mikey?”

Kevin was getting a little annoyed. “I don't need anybody fuckin' with my identity. I'm a guy. My assholes is for shitting!”

We got a kick out of that.

“So what happened?”

“I told her it was over. Splitsville. Her scene was too extreme for me.”

“How did she take it,” Rachel asked.

“Not good. Fucked up half my place. It's going to cost me a small fortune.”

“Damn, sorry Kevin, You never know what people are into.” That seemed to be a theme that popped up with us more and more.

“Back to Daters, again,” I said.

“Yeah, back to Daters.”

“Too bad I'm
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