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By Riley Storm

It had been over a month since Blake and Bree had their hotel adventures with Scott.  Bree was enjoying the freedoms the hotwife lifestyle provided and Blake was enjoying the thrill of sharing his wife. 

“Hey, so I got a text from a friend of mine, he’s flying through town tonight and asked if I could meet for dinner.” Blake said to Bree as he entered the kitchen.  They had both just woken up and we’re both heading for the coffee pot.

“Oh, who?” Bree asked, filling the pot’s water reservoir.

Blake put his hand on Bree’s waist before kissing her neck gently.  Bree smiled and moaned in response.

“Brian.  I’ve mentioned him a few times.  Guy I was really close with in college.  Got married right after but is separated now.”  Blake kissed Bree’s neck again, his hands gliding down to her ass.  He squeezed.  Bree squirmed and laughed in response.  She pressed the coffee makers on button and spun around.  She wrapped her arms around Blake’s neck and pressed her lips into his.  Her tongue pushed into Blake’s mouth and they kissed, passionately.

They pulled away, Blake still holding Bree by her waist.  

“He the cute one?” Bree asked, a playful smile crossing her face as soon as the words left her mouth.

“Oh? Cute, huh?” Blake said, laughing.

“Are you jealous?” Bree asked playfully.

Blake pulled her closer, kissing her neck as she laughed.

“You want me to be, don’t you?”

“Maybe,” Bree said with a smile and moan as Blake continued to kiss her neck.

“You know, we used to fuck girl across the dorm room from each other.” Blake said between kisses.

“Oh, is that right?  You two were a couple of players, huh?” Bree said.

“You could say that,” Blake laughed. “He was a lot more successful than me, you could say more accurately.”  He kissed Bree again, grabbing her ass with both hands.  Bree stretched onto her toes, Blake’s tongue filling Bree’s mouth.

They pulled away.  Bree fell back to her feet before spinning around to the coffee maker as it finished.

Blake looked down at his wife’s ass, her small pajama shorts tightly molding around her firm ass.

“Fuck me,” Blake said.

“Pardon?” Bree responded.

“Your ass is...fuck,” Blake said, struggling to articulate exactly how he felt.

Bree pushed her ass back, against Blake, and began moving it slowly from side to side against Blake’s semi-hard cock.  It immediately responded, growing to full length.

Bree laughed, “Oh, I see.” 

Blake pulled back, “you’re killin’ me.  I have to go get ready for work.”

Bree made a sad face, turning so Blake could see, “Ok, I guess.”

Blake laughed, slapped his wife ass, making his wife yelp, before walking back upstairs. 

“I’ll be late tonight, ok?  We’ll probably stay for drinks after dinner.  Maybe 10?” Blake said while walking away.

“Maybe you’ll get lucky tonight,” Bree said.

Later that evening, Blake texts his wife:

Blake: Hey babe, we’re wrapping up. 

Bree: Oh, earlier than you expected.  Everything ok?

Blake: Yeh, we walked down to the Irish Pub, but the place is too crowded.  I invited Brian back to our place for drinks.  That ok?

Bree: Yeh? How long? I need to change.  I was going to jump your bones when you got back and put on that schoolgirl skirt you like.

Blake: 🔥

Blake: No need to change 😈

Bree: Oh, really? 🤣

Blake: Brian’s a horny fucker, so he’s not going to be shy about looking 🤣

Bree: So, I shouldn’t put panties on?

Blake: 🥵My God, woman.

Bree: 😇Who, me?

Blake: Yes, stay as you are.  It’ll be a fun little tease.

Bree: Just a tease, you say?

Blake: We’ll see...

Bree: Fuck, now I’m wet.

Blake: Good girl.

Blake: We’re getting the check and heading back.  See you soon.  Love you.

Bree: Love you! 😘

Blake and Brian arrived at the house 25 minutes later.  Brian unlocked and opened the front door.  They both entered.  Blake closed the door behind them both before walking into the kitchen, Brian following.  Bree was at the kitchen counter, back turned to them, mixing a martini shaker.  Bree turned as they entered.

Bree was wearing an ultra-short, plaid schoolgirl style skirt.  She had white stockings just past the knees.  Her midriff shirt left her firm stomach exposed.  She had her hair tied in two long braided pony tails.  Blake’s jaw dropped upon seeing her.  He loved this outfit and she knew if drove him crazy when she wore it.

“Hello, boys,” Bree said.  She glanced at Blake, smiling as his astonishment.  Next, she turned to Brian, who she could see was eyeing her up and down.  She gave him a moment to take her all in before saying, “Brian, I presume.”

Brian stammered, “Uh, yeah.  Uh, yeah, hi, I’m Brian.” He smiled, before approaching her.  His eyes never stopped looking her up and down.  

Bree smiled, extending her hand and meeting Brian’s outstretched hand.

“Nice...to meet you. Wow,” Brian said.  Bree laughed. “Sorry, sorry,” Brian said, embarrassed.  His face flushed red.

Bree lied, “I didn’t know Blake was bringing company.  I would have put something on more appropriate.”

Brian smiled, his eyes taking her body in again.  “No, no.  It’s fine.  Perfectly fine.”

Bree smiled.  “Well, I’m making a drink.  Would you two like one.”

“Yes!” Brian said instantly.  Bree and Blake laughed.  “Yes, please,” Blake said.

“Someone’s eager,” Bree said, turning back to the shaker.  She opened it and portioned the drink into three glasses.  She handed one each to Brian and Blake.  

“Cheers,” Bree said, offering her glass to the two of them.  They each clinked glasses saying cheers as they did.

Bree walked past the two gawking men, toward the living room.  They men followed.  Brian gave Blake an oh my god look as he passed him.  Blake responded with a shrug and a smirk.

As they entered the living room behind Bree, Brian never took his eyes off Bree’s ass and legs.  He was drinking her in.  Brian sipped his drink just as Bree bent to move a blanket from the sofa and Brian thought he caught a glimpse of bare ass.  Choking on his drink, Brian realized Bree wasn’t wearing anything under her tiny skirt. 

Bree turned, still bent over, “are you ok?”

Brian recovered, glancing between Bree’s eyes and he bare ass, “Yeah, yes.  Sorry.”

Bree laughed, following Brian’s eyes.

They all sat down.  Brian sat in the chair across from Blake and Bree, who positioned themselves next to one another on the couch.  Blake watched as Bree sat, her skirt riding up in the front before she pulled it back down.  He was sure he caught a glimpse of bush.  Bree crossed her legs.

“You like your drink?” Bree asked Brian.  

Brian, still flustered, said “I’m sorry?”

“You’re drink,” Bree motioned to the drink in his hand, “do you like it?”

“Oh!” Brian responded, “yes, very good.”

Bree could see the distinct outline of Brian’s growing cock.  She smiled.  Brian noticed, shifting himself to try to hide his erection.  It didn’t do much.  Trying to hide his erection was a losing battle.

“So, I told him all about you, he’s been anxious to meet you.  To meet the woman who tamed, his words, not mine, me.” Blake said, laughing.

“Tamed?” Bree said.  “There’s nothing tame about you.”  They all laughed.

“He was a bit wild in college, I don’t know if he told you.” Brian said.
“He’s told me a little.  But he also told me he wasn’t the only wild one,” Bree said.
Brian smiled.  “I had been known to have a good time from time to time.”

Blake laughed, “from time to time, eh?” 

Brian relented, “ok, ok, most of the time.”

They all laughed.

“So, who tamed you?” Bree interjected.  

Brian paused, watching as Bree uncrossed her legs briefly, before pulling her other leg over.  He was certain now that she wasn’t wearing underwear.  He was certain he had just seen her pussy.

Brian took a drink to prevent his jaw from dropping.

“Uh. Well, I’m not sure anyone has yet,” Brian said, stammering to find the words.

“Is that right?” Bree asked sarcastically, glancing over at Blake.

“Well, he was married for a year, but she turned out to be too much of a prude for wild Brian here.”  Blake said.

“Oh, I’m sorry,” Bree said to Brian.

“Oh, no, it’s fine.  Blake is right.  I thought it was what I wanted, but the sex was so boring that it became tedious.”

“Well, that’s unfortunate.” Bree said, sipping her drink and watching Brian struggle, and fail, to keep his eyes from drifting to Bree’s legs.

“You and Blake seem to be doing well, at least that’s what I gather from Blake,” Brian said.

“Oh, we have great sex, if that’s what you mean,” Bree said.

Brian’s eyes widened, “Oh, no.  I just....I meant in general.  But that’s good too!” Brian said.

Bree and Blake laughed.

“It’s ok, man.  She’s fucking with you.  She can tell how nervous you are.” Blake said.

Bree smiled at Brian.  He took another sip of his drink.  Bree uncrossed her legs, leaving them slightly apart.  She saw Brian glance down as she did, his drink to his lips.  

Brian coughed his drink out again, wiping his mouth with the back of his hand.

“Sex is important. And it’s important to find someone that matches your level of kink.” Bree said. “Like Blake.”  Bree turned to Blake, smiled and kissed him.  Brian watched as they kissed before his eyes trailed down to Bree’s exposed pussy.  As she stretched to kiss Blake, her legs widened, giving Brian a full view of everything.

Bree sat back against the couch again. She glanced at Brian, catching his eyes as they darted from her crotch to her face.  She smiled in response, letting him know that she saw.

“How long are you in town for?” Bree asked.

“Just, uh, just a day.  I fly out tomorrow afternoon.  I figured I’d extend my stay to see some of what the city has to offer, and to spend some time with my old friend.” Brian said.

“Oh, I think you’ll find that this place offers plenty,” Bree said as she spread her legs apart a bit further.  Brian’s eyes catching the movement, he darted back and forth between Bree’s face and her pussy.

“You’re staying at the Hilton, right?” Blake asked.

“Yeah, downtown.” Brian said.

“If you need to, you can crash here.  We have a guest bed.  When it gets too late, getting an uber out here to go to the city can be tough.” Blake said.

“You should stay.  I’m sure you’ll have more fun here than at your hotel.” Bree said, with a playful smirk.  “Right, honey?” Bree said, turning to Blake, her hand finding his thigh.

She winked.  Blake smiled in return. “Definitely.”

They both returned their gaze to Brian, catching him staring at Bree’s pussy.  He returned his eyes to Blake.

“Bree is a very welcoming host,” Blake said.  At that, Bree stood up, and walked toward Brian.  She knelt in front of him, smiling.  Brian’s face was pure confusion and excitement.  Bree pushed Brian’s legs apart, positioning herself between his legs.

“Show him, honey,” Blake said.

Brian glanced at Blake, his mouth agap.

“Don’t worry, man.  Have fun.  Enjoy it.  We will,” Blake said.

Brian, still not sure what was happening, looked down at Bree.  She placed her hands on his thighs and began to slowly move her hands up



























































































































































d2d_images/cover.jpg
BY RILEY STORM





d2d_images/chapter_title_above.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_right.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_below.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_left.png





