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The Accidental Hot Wife

(A sexy wife, an important client, how could 
a simple business dinner go so wrong?)

I knew there was a problem the minute my husband, Roger, walked through the door, but I didn’t have time to deal with it.  The kids were being horrid, it had been one of those days at work, and I brought home a pile of papers to go through before tomorrow.  Plus, he was late for dinner, but that was normal.  I handed him his plate and we all sat down to be our happy family.

He had walked through the door with a package, which was lying on the kitchen counter across the room, and he was being awfully quiet.

“You brought me something?” I teased, using my head to point at the box.

“Oh, Yes.”

“Well, what is it?

“A surprise.”

“Can I open it?”

“Later.”

“Oooh,” I exclaimed in a conspiratorial tone.

“Are we going to play?” I taunted.

“Something like that,” but his voice sounded a little apprehensive.

“That’s intriguing and a little worrying.”

After dinner, I sent the kids to play and I should have hit my pile of reports, but instead, I hunted up Roger who was watching the game.

“Can I open it now?” I had the box in my hand, and I shook it while he watched.

“Yes.”

My fingers made short work of the flimsy string that held down the lid. 

“Oh, It’s beautiful, but a little revealing,” I opined as I inspected the dress and held it against my shoulders.”  It was a lovely shade of light beige, with a bare back and a full skirt, and a hemline just above my knees.  I’d have to wear a short half-slip with it, or people could see right through to my pussy.  Add a pair of sheer nylons and it would make an elegant and extremely provocative presentation.

“We’re going to a business dinner,” he advised.

“In this? I asked. 

“What’s wrong with it?”

“You can see my tits right through it.”

“You have beautiful tits,” he assured.

He’s right I do have an outstanding pair of tits.  Nice firm D-cups on a slender frame.  Waist 22, bust, 34D.”

“Well, that’s very nice of you to say, but who are you planning to show them to?”

“I have a new client.  Lots of money and a real catch if I can real him it.  It will triple our billings,” Roger explained.

“That’s a big jump.  You sure you want to be that dependent on one account?”

“No, but it’s an opportunity I can’t pass up.  It could put us into an entirely different league, and we’ll probably attract some other big fish.”

“So, what’s that got to do with my tits?”

“I was supposed to take this guy out for dinner, then a night on the town.  I promised to hire a couple of call girls and we’d make a night of it.  But I’m only going to hire one call girl.  You’re going to be my date and we’ll pretend you’re a call girl,” he advised, then let out a big sigh, like he’d just confessed to getting a blow job from his secretary, or something similar.

“Are you out of your mind?” I demanded.

“It’s not that bad. It’ll be fun.  Besides,  you can’t actually see your tits, just the suggestion of them,” he countered. 

I gave him a skeptical look.

“This account will pay off the mortgage.  We can get a bigger house,” he suggested.

“I like this house.”

“A sailboat then.”

“Well, I’d show anyone my tits for a sailboat,” I quipped.  “No question!”

“I’ve got papers to go through.  This sounds a little hair-brained.  You certain that you’ve thought it through?”

“Yes. He’ll have his girl, I’ll have you, and we’ll save some money.”

“Well, it might work,” I said, warming to the idea. 

“We can role play,” he offered.  “It will be fun.”

“That would be fun.  I do like games,” I admitted.

“I know you do.”

“Hurry with those papers, you’ve got me excited,” he urged.

“I leaned down and kissed him, while my hands found his hardness.  It didn’t take long to make it rock solid.  Then I jumped up and headed toward the study.”

“Save that,” I called as I disappeared down the hall.

“Brat,” he replied.

*****

I dropped my skirt as I walked into the bedroom.  Roger’s eyes went right to my purple lace panties.

“So how much do I make on this deal, and do you leave the cash on the dresser, or pay me first?” I asked.

“What are you talking about?”

“I checked the internet. The going rate for a call girl of my quality is $2,000 to $2,500 a night.  Did you know you can look at a picture and just pick out the one you want to fuck?”

“I know. That’s what I paid the other girl.  The price is also why you're my date.”

“So am I supposed to show a little life in these encounters or just do what I’m told,” I queried.

“You are going to give me the girlfriend experience.”

“What’s that?”

“Just like a date with two people hot for one another.”

“Oh, that could get kinky.”

Roger smiled and warned, “Don’t overplay it.”

“Why? I’m having fun.”

“Because I don’t want your price to go up,” he teased.

“So, it’s a full package price?” I teased.

Then I stripped off my top.  “Are these what you want me to show him?” I asked.  Then I massaged them with both hands and tried to lick my nipples with my tongue.

Roger grabbed me by the hair, gently, but firmly, and flung me onto the bed. I landed with my legs spread.

He skinned off his briefs and approached me, but I snapped my legs shut.

“Not until I get paid,” I demanded.

‘I’m not paying,” he declared. “We’re trading!” Then he pulled my legs apart and lowered his mouth to my pussy and licked my slit through my sparse red curls.

“Oh God I love your tongue,” I moaned.  “You can do that part for free!”

*****

Dinner was interesting.  Clint, the client, turned out to be a tall, good-looking man, a good twenty years our senior. But he was fit and trim, with a square jaw, distinguished gray hair, and lively blue eyes that sparkled with life and missed nothing.  The guy was a real charmer and an outrageous flirt.  The kind that could sweet talk a girl into spreading her legs and letting him play with her privates. 

Clint had a million stories of traveling the world, putting together business deals, and just plain adventuring.  He had a way of putting people at ease, but he could also swoop in like a hawk, lock gazes with you and make you think, it was just you and him.  He caught me in that stare of his a couple of times, and I felt like he was going to crawl across the table and devour me.  I will admit to some moisture in those moments, but I get those from time to time.  I’m a happily married woman, but my imagination still roams free, and sometimes even makes up stories about naughty things that I’m not supposed to do.

Tiffany, the call girl, turned out to be a lovely blue-eyed blonde with bright red lips that screamed, ‘Put it here, boys’, to every male in the room.  Her tits were her best feature, and they were proudly displayed. They weren’t as big as mine, but her’s were hanging out for all to see.  Mine were veiled and wrapped in a little mystery.  Roger was correct, the dress wasn’t fully transparent, but I was braless, and Clint spent the entire meal watching the outline of my tits under the thin material. His constant attention hardened my nipples and would have wet my panties if I’d worn any.  He’d glance over at them, fixate a few moments, then flash me a brazen smile, when I caught him watching.  Unlike most men, he didn’t give a shit that he’d been caught.  It was just part of the game.

Tiffany didn’t have much spark.  Not exactly a party girl.  But who knows, maybe she throws one hell of a fuck.   She answered questions in short, brief replies and didn’t seem to have an independent thought about anything in her pretty head.

I remember Roger telling me that not all beautiful women are desirable. They have to be sexy or sultry as well.  Tiffany struck me as one of those.  She was like a beautiful mountain.  Lovely to look at, but cold and lonely to climb.  I wondered if Roger had even seen her before he hired her.  Then I wondered if he took her for a test drive.  After all, this was an important meeting and a good executive leaves nothing to chance.  I made a note to myself to ask him about that little detail.

*****

The trouble started in the limo. Roger and I were on one side with our backs to the driver.  Clinton and Tiffany sat opposite us.  It was probably my fault.  I got carried away in my role as a wonton slut.  Maybe I hammed it up too much?  Maybe I flirted with Clint too much?  Maybe it was my tits moving around inside that see-through dress Roger picked out?  Maybe Clint just smelled me?  He was an attractive man and he made me wet.

Clint had been looking at my tits all through dinner, but now he couldn’t keep his eyes off my legs. 

“You have elegant legs,” he said to me.

“Thank you,” I answered with a wink, crossing and uncrossing them to flash him a peek.

“Do you have stockings and a garter belt on, by chance?” he asked me, locking me into one of those power gazes of his.

“Yes, you kinky devil,” I teased and pulled my dress up to show the garter tops.

I was half sitting on Roger’s lap and he reached down to pull my dress further up, but I pushed his hand away.  “I don’t have much on under there,” I warned.

“That’s intriguing,” observed Clint, his eyes glued to my thighs, and they were filled with lust. I’m no stranger to men.  I know when they’re on my trail, and this man was a relentless hunter.

Then he turned to Roger.  “How about swapping?” he announced.  His voice made it clear that it was more of a command than a suggestion.

“Swapping?” replied Roger.

Roger’s tone told me that he had entirely missed the point, but I knew what Clint wanted.  He wanted what was between those long legs that I had just proudly displayed.  A jolt of worry pulsed through me, mixed with a huge dose of indecision.    Roger’s harmless bit of theater was about to go terribly wrong.

“Yes. You take Tiffany here, and Toni and I can see how well we get along,” Clint clarified. 

Clint turned to Tiffany.  “You don’t care do you, dear?”

I knew she did.  No woman likes to be replaced, but she shrugged and said.  “Doesn’t matter to me. A cock’s a cock.”

I know a lot of women that would take exception to that remark, including me, but I let it pass.

Roger was absolutely frozen.  A dazed look in his eyes, his mouth hanging open, the whole works.

I looked to Roger for guidance, but he wasn’t in any condition to offer any.  He had just frozen, like a deer in the headlights. Obviously, this was a curveball that he had not anticipated. 

I felt like yelling, “Now what smart guy,” but I kept eye contact with Clint.  Roger was taking way too long to answer, so I acted.  I reached across, put my hand on Clint’s thigh, gave him my most enchanting smile, and said in a dripping Southern accent, “I’d love that sugar.”

Then I slid into the crook of his arm as Tiffany moved aside and crossed over next to Roger. I nuzzled up to Clint, damn near merging our bodies, and ran my hand up and down his thigh.  It had been a long time since I had been in another man’s arms and the thrill of it caught me off guard.  Clint was a lot older than me, but he was toned and muscular and just oozed masculinity.  He was full of smells, soap, aftershave, shampoo, and a musk, that I think was just him.  People talk about the effect of pheromones, and he must have been pumping out a boatload because I was excited as hell and even rubbed my legs together to calm myself down.  But it didn’t help, probably just the opposite.

I leaned up and kissed him, letting him set the pace.  The first one was romantic, soft, and warm.  A lover’s kiss.  Then I felt his tongue exploring and I responded with mine.   While our tongues were dualling, I moved my hand up his leg and slid it under his balls.  Then I spread my fingers out both exploring and kneading them.

Clint groaned. I was dying to get a glance at Roger, but I couldn’t just break the kiss and look over for his approval. 

Then I felt Clint’s hands on my breasts.  He hefted one in his hand like he was estimating its weight. 

“Very nice,” he declared.  My nipples felt like they were going to explode when he touched them.  Squeezing them, then rolling them between his fingers and stretching them out.  My breasts are super sensitive.  Any man that fondles them correctly is just a few minutes away from getting fucked. It’s a guaranteed ticket to a free ride on the “Toni Express”. 

He was a little aggressive, but the pain/pleasure blend excited me even more.  This guy knew his way around a woman, and he teased my nipples repeatedly in a soft, then hard, rhythm that kept me balanced on the line between pain and exquisite pleasure.

I kissed him while he was working my tits and nipples and moaned into his mouth.  Then he slid his hands around to my back and pulled the ties on my dress.  I leaned forward a little and shrugged my shoulders to let the top fall away.  From the look on his face, you’d think I just showed him a pot of gold.

“Those are gorgeous,” he exclaimed, and I wiggled them for him and let them sway.

Then he touched them again and pulled my body up to him so he could take them in his mouth and did that nipple thing with his lips and tongue.  I was completely lost in the sensations he was sending through my body, and his hands were in constant motion, roaming over all of my body that he could reach. Then I suddenly felt them under my skirt.

He stopped at the bare skin above my nylons and curled his hand around my tender thigh flesh.  He kneaded it a little before he continued up a few inches and fingered my pussy.  I was soaking wet, and it slid right in.  He was an aggressive son-of-a-bitch, because a moment later I was dancing on the four fingers he had shoved up my opening.   Oh, Fuck that felt good and I moaned and squirmed and pressed my pussy against his hand and begged him to flutter his fingers.

“Oh God, baby! Fuck me.  Fuck me with your hand,” I pleaded as I threw myself onto his digits.

He bunched up his fingers and hammered them into me with a speed and power that took my breath away.  A few seconds later I screamed, flooded his hand with my juices, and collapsed against him. I couldn’t remember the last time I came that hard and I just trembled against him for a few moments, getting my shit back together.

Then he pushed me down a little and gazed into my eyes.

“What color are those?” he demanded.  “They keep changing.”

“Gray-green, depends on the light,” I replied.

“They are marvelous,” he declared.

This guy had a curious combination of romance and sexual presumption, and he kept switching back and forth in his approaches.  It threw me off my game.  Were we lovers or sport fuckers.

He stuck his four fingers into my mouth, and I closed my lips around them and sucked on them like they were candy.  I could taste myself on them and that turned my sex dial up a couple of notches more.  Oh God, I wanted to crawl inside this guy.  I hadn’t had a chance to look at my husband yet, but to be truthful, I also hadn’t given him much thought. I was too busy cuming all over a stranger.

“Know what I want?” he asked, his blues eyes dancing with desire.  I was still sucking his fingers and loving it.

“Yes,” I replied, smiling with mischief and delight.  “Because I want it too.”

Then I dropped my left hand to his crotch and spread my fingers out, feeling and caressing and searching for the zipper.  I felt his hand over mine and he guided me to the opening.  I pulled his cock out and started to jack it.  I was still sucking on his fingers, and he pulled them out and guided my mouth to his johnson and I wrapped my lips around it in a seal that could have made a condom jealous.

My left hand was stroking Clint’s balls, my right was jacking the base of his cock, and my mouth was swallowing the rest of his sword.  He pushed me down further over it and I gagged and came back up choking.  I stole a quick glance at Roger.  He was still in shell shock, but his dick was hard, and Tiffany was jacking it.

Then I went back to work on Clint but slowed down a bit.  My mind was racing, and I was trying to get my bearings.  Sort out my sexual impulses from the part that was me, that was Toni, mother of two and wife of one. Who was this woman sucking the cock of a total stranger a few feet from her husband?

I also felt this enormous emotional shift in my thinking and feeling.  I was playing two roles.  I was a whore, bought and paid for to perform a service for the night.  Nobody owned me, but I had sure as hell rented myself out.

In addition to that context, I was a representative of my husband’s company.  I was his pick for the night, Tiffany and I both.  We were examples of Roger’s executive talents and choices.  We were either premium goods or run-of-the-mill average.  On both levels, Toni the whore, and Toni the careful selection for the night, I need to rock Clint’s boat.  That was the deal, and I didn’t think it was going to be a problem, because he had already wound up my motor pretty damned tight. 

“Oh God, Roger.  She has a velvet mouth.  You have to try her,” declared Clint between moans.

I tightened the seal of my mouth on his cock and set out to give him the best hummer ever and it must have worked because he threw his head back, increased his moaning, and stabbed that steel pipe into my mouth while pressing my head down.  I choked a few more times, but it just slicked things up and when I started to taste his precum I squeezed his balls harder and bobbed my head faster. 

I wanted that mouthful!  All I could think about was feeling his hot sperm burst into my mouth and run down my throat.  I was eager to swallow it all and drain his cock with my suction, then leave the last of it on my lips for the next time I kissed him.

But he didn’t want to cum yet and he pulled me off.  Clint had some muscles on him, because when I pulled my head up to face him, he put one hand on either side of my waist and spun me around like a rag doll, then laid me face down on the seat, with my ass in his lap. He pulled up my dress and I felt his hands roaming lovingly, tenderly over my butt and between my legs. 

“God, I love your ass,” he exclaimed, continuing to caress my ass cheeks. Then he spanked me, hard.

“Och!” I screamed as he smacked me on the butt with an open hand.  The sound reverberated in the car.

Whammm! He did it again. Harder this time. A good solid slap.  I’d never been into that, but the sudden change from loving caress to sudden pain sent a jolt of twisted pleasure coursing through me and the second one just reinforced the first.  I braced myself for a third, but it never came.

Instead, he pushed my legs apart and slipped his thumb up inside me, then pumped my pussy several strokes, real fast ones. Then he stretched out his long fingers and brushed my clit on each stroke.  My little bud was as hard as his cock and begging for attention. He hand fucked me like that for quite a while, one digit up my pussy, another sliding over my clit.  It was like a wet dream, and I mean a super wet one, and all I had to do was just enjoy it.

“Oh, Fuck,” I moaned, but he wasn’t done, because he leaned down and ran his tongue along my ass crack, then burrowed it into my bum hole.  He spent a good three or four minutes rimming my ass and pumping my pussy and my clit with the same stroke, while I lay face down, just enjoying being debauched.

I had a perfect view of Roger, and he was still not fully in the game.  He met my eyes, but there wasn’t really a message there.  Just confusion.  Tiff had her tits out and Roger was halfheartedly playing with them, and she was stroking his cock, which looked ready for anything.  My heart went out to him, but this was his party.  If you had told me last week when I tried out that dress, that a few days later I’d be sucking a stranger's cock and letting him pump my pussy while he ate out my ass, I would not have believed it in a million years.

Clint’s sexual antics were sending serious blasts of pleasure through my entire body and I started moaning and even screaming each time he slid that finger over my clit. Periodically, he stopped the motion right over my clit and squeezed his hand like he was trying to bring his thumb and finger together inside me.  God, that was pleasure, so intense that I couldn’t stand it, and I kicked and squirmed and flailed my legs and squealed every time he did it.

He made me come three times that way that I counted.  It could have been more.  I was so high on sexual need and desire that I probably missed a couple.  I was primed, and they just kept coming.

Then he pulled me up and kept my back to him.  I was kneeling between Clint’s legs with my ass toward him.  Roger’s dick was standing straight up just a few inches away.  Either he was getting off watching his wife get used as a sex toy, or Tiff had hardened him up.

“You have to try her.  She could suck a golf ball through a garden hose,” Clint declared.  My mouth was inches from Roger’s cock when Clint said “Toni let him feel what heaven’s like.  Suck him off while I fuck you.” 

I didn’t give it any thought.  His hard cock was there, and everyone was expecting it, so, I sucked it down like I’d done a million times and tried to bring him to the party.  About two dozen head bobs later, I felt that steel rod of Clint’s teasing my pussy and I moaned and squirmed my ass.   God, I was wet. Then he slammed his body against mine and filled me with it.  He was a little thicker than Roger and my pussy loved it.  There is something about a little extra spreading that just sends me to the moon.

Just like that I was servicing two men at once and loving it.  I’d never even wondered what it would be like.  I had no interest in doubling up, but I sure loved doing it.  Who was this woman?

I was the queen of the prom.  The girl everyone wanted to fuck. Poor Tiffany was sidelined.  I bet this was the first party she hadn’t been invited to.  I know pretty girls like her.  All beauty and never had to work for anything.  Me, I was an ugly duckling until I blossomed in my junior year.  Wow did my life change!  My boobs got me cock, and I was addicted.  The first time wasn’t that great, but number two blew my mind.  God, did I fuck.

I knew Roger was getting close and I’d already come once.  Clint really knew how to swing that cock of his and all I wanted was more, more, more of it.  Clint had just pulled back when Roger exploded in my mouth.  That warm white stuff hit the roof of my mouth and I came immediately.   Clint had shoved his cock into me at exactly the same instant that Roger blew.  Oh God, I came so hard I almost curled into a ball. It just suddenly overwhelmed me.  I didn’t even know I was close.  It came right out of nowhere. I was being so fucking naughty that I just exploded.

Oh fuck, my husband moaned and pulled out of my mouth.  Then he just sat there watching me get pounded.

“I Told you,” said Clint as he really started pounding into me.  Big powerful lusts that made my body shake from the impact.  He was a fucking pile driver. 

I screamed.  “Fuck me hard, Fuck me harder” and Clint did.  God, he had some power in him and a really nice cock.  In the mood I was in, I could have ridden that baby forever.  My body was shaking, my brain drifted in a carnal fog, and my cunt ached for the next thrust.  I was in the zone, as runners say.  I was in the fuck zone, and I didn’t ever want to stop.

Clint moved forward a little and grabbed my tits, one in each hand as he doggied me.  A few more strokes of Clint’s thick cock and I started cuming like crazy and then I couldn’t seem to stop. Clint was one of those guys that likes to tease a woman, drive them fucking crazy and see how much they can cum.  Once he figured out that I was multi-orgasmic, there was no end to his taunting and tantalizing.  Fucking me with that thick coke can he called a cock was one thing, but pinching my nipples, flicking my clit, and sticking a finger up my asshole was over the line, and I came and came and came.

Roger was watching the whole scene and I couldn’t figure out if he was excited or appalled.  Clint had me so wired that as soon as he pulled out, I spun around, grabbed his cock, and climbed back in the saddle.  I pressed my fits into his chest, stuck my tongue down his throat, and rubbed my opening with the head of his cock.  Then I dropped my weight, moaned loudly when it went all the way in, then started slamming my pussy against his thick pole and loving every fucking slide. 

At first, Clint threw those strong arms around me and fucked me right back.  Then he teased my nipples and caressed my tits.  I responded by pounding against him harder.  Then he slid one hand down my body and found my clit and that’s where it stayed until I was screaming at the top of my lungs. Two cums later, Clint finally let loose, and I joined him with my biggest one yet. 

I was finally out of steam, and I collapsed against Clint. Exhausted.  Roger was behind me, and I wondered if he could see Clint’s cum drip out of me and worried how he felt about that.  I was still sexed up, but my energy was zero.  My body was still quivering, but as limp as Clint’s and Roger’s dick’s.

I was seriously worried about Roger.  I’d just fucked a stranger, and probably lost it more than I ever had with him.  And we’ve had some super-hot sessions that I didn’t think I’d live through.  I was afraid to look at him, and I buried my face in Clint's chest and hid from my husband.

“I think Toni needs some time to recharge.  Roger, you, and Tiffany are welcome in my hotel suite.  There are plenty of beds, and I’d like to continue this where we can stretch out and do some serious fucking,” declared Clinton.

“Where are we?” asked Roger.

“I suspect the driver just drove around.  They know better than to interrupt a fuck session.”

Clint pressed the intercom. “Driver, take us to the Hilton,” he ordered.

“Five minutes,” came the reply.

“I think I’ll call it a night,” advised Roger.  “I think I’m coming down with something.

“You did seem a little out of it,” judged Clint.

We climbed out of the limo at Clint’s hotel, and I waved goodbye to Roger.  His face was filled with doubt, but he let me go without objection.  I guess that was a sign of approval of sorts.  His part of the evening was done, and I wondered where my bedroom duties would take me?  I was both apprehensive and anxious.  Clint was quite the stud and had the stamina of a stallion.  The only thing I knew for certain was that I was going to cum some more and that my pussy would be sore as hell in the morning.

We went straight to the penthouse cocktail lounge and downed a few drinks.  We sat close and couldn’t keep our hands off of each other.  Two drinks later, things were getting out of hand, and we went down to his suite.  That’s when the real fucking started.

We walked through the door, and he ordered me to drop my dress.  I slipped it off and turned to show him my body.  All I had on were the stocking and the garter belt. 

He dropped his pants and undies and stepped out of them.  His cock was hard enough to pound nails and I moved toward him. But he pushed me down on the bed, then stripped off his shirt.  I was lying on the bed, legs spread, and rubbing my pussy lips with my fingers. I was still wet, and my sex glistened. Clint accepted my offer and slid his tongue right between my labia lips. Then he flicked it over my clit, while he stuck his bunched-up fingers inside of me.  God could this guy tease a pussy!

Clint was full of tricks and was always changing up the game.  We fucked like teenagers that had overdosed on ecstasy.  Clint had two shots left.   One went up my snatch during missionary and the last one went down my throat.  I figured the party was over when his limp dick slipped out of my mouth, but boy was I wrong.

Clint opened a suitcase and there was a complete collection of dildos of various widths and lengths and too many electric toys to count.

“You travel with that stuff,” I asked.

“One never knows when they’ll be needed,” he informed.

“Go lay on the bed and spread your legs,” he asked.

Then he slid a U-shaped device into my vagina.  One side rested up against my G spot, and the outside end was right over my clit. 

“A perfect fit,” Clint announced with a smile, then hit a remote button, and OH MY GOD.  I was close to coming in just a few seconds. 

Talk about zoning out.  Who needs a cock with this little baby?  Then I started to quiver and jerk.  Clint just smiled and watched me cum.  Then he stood over me and put some finger pressure on the part over my clit and I damn near jumped out of my skin and came immediately.  I turned on my side, drew my legs up, and just shook from the sexual ecstasy. Clint let me thrash a little, then turned it off.

“Can I have that,” I begged.

“I’ll send you one.  My treat,” he promised.

“What are you doing?” I asked. He was stepping into some kind of harness that had a dildo attached.

“Just strapping on.  This cock is perfect for you.  It’s my thickness, but longer.  Less chance of it slipping out,” he announced.

“Isn’t that something lesbians use?” I asked.  I wasn’t at all sure about the way this was going.

“I learned this from a bi lover.  When I give out, which I have for the night, this lets me go as long as the lady desires,” he assured.

“Sounds kinky,” I declared.

“Call it what you will.  It will let me fuck you all night long if that’s what you want.

“It won’t hurt me?” I asked.

“Not one bit.”

“Promise!”

“Absolutely.  I get off giving women pleasure, not hurting them.  You should know that by now.”

“I do, I’m sorry,” I replied, and I was.

Clint crawled onto the bed and lay on my right side.  Turn on your left side he asked, and I rolled onto my side.  He snuggled up against me at a little bit of an angle. He was going to fuck me from the side and from behind.

“I love this position, but it takes a long cock to pull it off.  This dildo has my width, but gives me a little extra reach,” he instructed.

Then I raised my leg, and he teased my opening with the tip of the dildo.  It felt very much like a real cock, and I moaned as he slid it in, and my pussy spread deliciously and wrapped itself around the plastic.  Then he gave me the slow fuck of my life.  Long, languid lunges that took my breath away.  I tried to turn and kiss him a few times.  Twisting my body and neck that way was awkward but doable.  He reached around and took a breast in one hand and slid the other down to my clit.  I grabbed my other tit and fondled myself and pinched the nipple. 

Oh God, it felt so incredible.  He was right, he could fuck me forever this way.  After about twenty minutes.  That’s right, twenty fucking minutes, I was ready to explode.  I’d already cum a few times.  Just little ones, but I could feel the big one building.

“Oh God, this is marvelous,” I moaned, and then I felt him change the tempo.  His thrusts got faster and faster and he put more power behind them.  Enough to push me across the bed.  After about a couple dozen of those power thrusts I started to whimper

“Don’t stop.  Don’t stop”, then I exploded and collapsed,  my body quivering and limp.  I slid my hand over and touched his body.  Then touched the dildo.  That wonderful fake cock was stiff and rigid as ever.

I think we fell asleep for a while.  When I awoke, he was sleeping on his back, and that plastic cock was standing straight up.  I couldn’t resist and I climbed on and played cowgirl.  It was fucking marvelous.  He woke when I was well on my way to another organism, and I just kept going until I came.  Then I kept pumping but leaned forward and dangled my tits in his face and we both played for a while.  Then he really started throwing that thing up at me and rubbing my clit at the time.  That called up a big one and I rolled off completely spent.

The next time I awoke he was crawling on top of me, and his real cock was back in action.  We must have slept a couple of hours because I could see light through the shades.  I wrapped my legs around him, stuck my tongue down his throat, and rode him until he emptied his gun.

“It’s pumpkin time,” I said.  “Time for me to fly.”

“Stay for breakfast,” he begged.

“Can’t, I have kids to check on.”

“You’re a mom,”

“Yep.  This was great, but I need to go.”

“I’d like to do this again,” he said.

“So would I,” I agreed, without really thinking about what I was saying.

“Give me your number and I’ll call you.”

“Give me your card and I’ll call you,” I insisted.

“Promise,”

“I promise,” I said.
 

Move >>

I figured out later after spending the night with the man and being fucked six ways from Sunday, that he wasn’t cuming on purpose.  He’d take himself up to the edge, then pull out and switch positions.  He’d also put some kind of desensitizing cream on his dick.  This guy was a serious player and wanted to make sure he stayed in the game as long as possible.

*****

The sun was well up with a Taxi dropped me off at the edge of our driveway.  I limped to the front door and was glad to be home and hoping that I still had one.

Roger greeted me at the door and put his arms around me.  “I’ve been worried about you.”

“Roger.  Don’t be mad.  I just didn’t know what to do.  All I could think about was how much you wanted this client and the money it would make us.  After that, I just got carried away.

“I know.  I know., I’m not mad,” he assured me and gave me a loving hug.

I looked Roger right in the eye, “I have to tell you something.”

“What?” he asked, his voice a little anxious.

“Roger, I had fun.  I’m sore and exhausted.  But I loved my night. He fucked every which way imaginable, and I fucked him right back. I love you baby, but I also loved what he did to me.”

“I know,” he said. “And I loved watching you lose control. You were amazing. I’d never seen a woman want it so badly.  I was so hard my cock hurt when I touched it.   We’ll have to talk about this but first, get some sleep. You look exhausted.”

Roger dumped me in our bed and started to leave the room.  I grabbed his hand and pulled him back.

He turned to me, and I said, “He knew.”

“What?” he repeated, not understanding.

“He knew I was your wife.  It was a game he played.”

“He’s a smart businessman and he did his homework.  He knew my name and he had a press clipping of our family.  He knew.”

“Asshole!”, Roger declared.

“He also said you have the account, but I got the feeling that I might be part of the deal.”

“Fuck!” exclaimed Roger and left me to sleep it off.

*****

If you enjoyed this story, please leave me a review and try the other books in the Driven by Desire series.

You may also like the Jack Straw Adult Noir Adventures.  Patterned after the thrillers of the 1950s, they offer a unique read, sprinkled with plenty of spice.  The full series is available at Amazon.com.
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