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		Prologue

		

		“What do you mean, you can’t do the bachelor party? The party’s tonight. I’ve been planning this for months. There’s no way I can find somebody else on this short of a notice,” I stammered.

		“I’m really sorry, Mr. Dawes. Honest, I am. But, I was in a car accident last night on my way home from a gig. They just now let me have my phone back. My leg’s in a cast! I don’t think I’d be of much use as a stripper, not under the circumstances,” Candy explained.

		“No… No, of course not. Sorry, I guess I’m just a little… Well, um… Sorry for your difficulties. Do you maybe know anybody that could possibly sub for you?” I asked hopefully.

		“Sorry. It’s not like I’m all real buddy, buddy with any other strippers or anything. I honestly don’t have a name for you. Oh! The doctor’s here, I’m really sorry, but I’ll have to go. Hope you find somebody,” she said as she hung up.

		

	
		

		Chapter 1

		

		“What’s all the commotion about, Dave?” asked Celine sleepily, concern in her voice. The call had come in while we were still in bed.

		“Oh… Um… That was the girl I hired for Tom’s bachelor party. She was in a car accident last night and is in a cast. She can’t do the gig tonight,” I explained.

		“Can’t you get some other girl for tonight?” she asked, her voice a little petulant. Okay, she probably had a right. Celine wasn’t exactly happy about this whole thing. Tom was my best friend. We’d served together in the Army, and then ended up at the same college. And, when he asked me to be his best man, I had said yes. Of course, I did. What else could I do? But, that meant I was in charge of arranging the festivities for tonight. Festivities that Celine didn’t exactly approve of.

		We’d been married for two years now. Happily so, it was just that she didn’t like the idea of me associating with some stripper at a bachelor party. Especially since she was going to be stuck in the hotel room all night alone, while I was out partying. I’d told her, that I had no intention of messing around. But, a lot of Tom’s friends were still single. This was the kind of party they all expected. My explanation didn’t seem to hold much water in her estimation. Neither of us had done the whole bachelor/bachelorette party thing. We’d just eloped. Hell, neither of us had the money for a big wedding. But, with Tom? Well, let’s just say money was no object. He wanted the whole nine yards.

		Candy had been a lucky find for me. She was experienced at this type of thing and was willing to… Um… Offer certain services? Not that I intended to participate, but just try and convince Celine of that. The whole extent of my involvement with Candy tonight, was supposed to be collecting the money from anybody that wanted to sample her talents. Guilty by association, I guess. I suppose there was some justification there.

		“Well… Did she have any recommendations?” she suggested.

		“Nope, I did think to ask, but she couldn’t offer any assistance. I have no idea what I’m going to do. Fuck! Tom’s been my best friend for years, and the one thing he’s ever asked of me, I fail at. Hell, he was my best man at our wedding.”

		“I know, Sweetie. I don’t really know him, but I realize that you and Tom go way back. But, I have no idea what to tell you. It’s not like I tend to associate with… Well, that type of woman,” she smirked.

		“Really?” I snickered. “Gee, I never would have guessed.”

		“What’s that supposed to mean?” she huffed.

		“You’re a little too refined to associate with strippers, Ceil. That’s all. I couldn’t even imagine you in that type of situation.”

		“Well, it’s not like I couldn’t, you know? I still look damn good in a bikini,” she informed me.

		“Ceil? Honey? I never said you didn’t. You’re gorgeous. Believe me, I know that. I just could never imagine you… Well, doing that type of thing. That’s all,” I explained. Hoping that my explanation was enough to head off what was coming.

		“You don’t seem to mind fantasizing about it?” she teased.

		“Fantasy is a long way from reality, Sweetie. At any rate, I guess I’d better get up and start hitting the phones. See if I can find somebody on short notice. Otherwise… Hell, I don’t even know. I can’t picture letting him down. But…”

		“Okay, you get up and try and find your ‘stripper’ for tonight,” she mumbled, then rolled over and went back to sleep. Her long dark hair cascading down her back. Her very bare back, that I would much rather be stroking at the moment.

		Honestly, I didn’t know how successful I’d be at finding anybody. We had to leave in just six hours for the plane flight. I didn’t know anybody where Tom lived. Just try lining up something like this, three states away, on short notice. Shit! I was so screwed. I didn’t even know the other men who’d be at the party. They were just friends of Tom’s. My sum total of knowledge about tonight, was that I had the suite booked at the hotel, and there would be six groomsmen in attendance, plus Tom and myself. And, there was a well-stocked bar. How in the hell was I supposed to find a stripper to service the seven of them on short notice? Oh, fuck!!!!

		I’d been on the phone, frantically calling every escort service in the area for two hours when Ceil came into the den. She quietly slipped a couple of donuts and a cup of coffee in front of me. Honestly, I think I appreciated the coffee more than anything else. My voice was about gone by now. Every call had turned up dry, nobody was available on short notice.

		“You’re really stressed about this, aren’t you?” she asked. Her voice tinged with concern.

		“Yeah, I guess I am. I mean, Tom was always there for me, you know? Not just in college, either. We met in Afghanistan, he was a medic. Pulled me out from under enemy fire after I got wounded that time. I really feel like I’m failing him.”

		“I’m really sorry, Baby. I’ll leave you to it. We still have four hours before we have to leave,” she said, encouragingly. “I’m… Uh… Going out for a bit. Do you need me to pick up anything last minute for you?”

		“A stripper?” I asked hopefully. Celine walking away silently, shaking her head and snickering. Really, she barely knew Tom. She’d met him at our wedding, period. And, she knew nobody else at the wedding. I had to do some finagling just to get her a seat at the front table for the reception. It’s not like she was in the bridal party. My ‘partner’ for that was supposed to be Rochelle’s Maid of Honor. Some woman I’d never even met before.

		OMG! four hours? There was no way. It was hopeless. I’d just have to explain to my best friend what happened, and hope that he understood. I mean, he would. Of course, he would. It wasn’t like it was anybody’s fault, accidents happen. But, that didn’t mean I felt any better about failing him.

		

	
		

		Chapter 2

		

		Honestly, I can’t believe I’m even thinking about this, mused Celine. She was still sitting in the car, not even having left the house yet. I must be totally insane. But, the more I think about it, it doesn’t sound all that bad. Dave and I have fantasized about… You know… Pretending he was someone else when we’re in bed. Sometimes, anyway… I mean, it’s only fantasy. And, it’s kind of hot when he does that. Our sex life has gotten a little dull this last year. It happens.

		He’s even used a dildo on me sometimes, with me blindfolded. Whispering to me how it was Jon Snow from Game of Thrones, or Chris Evans from Captain America! Like I would honestly think it was anything other than a chunky piece of rubbery plastic. It was kind of sexy, though. Especially if I’d had a few glasses of wine first. Chortle, chortle… Would this be all that bad?

		Dave needs a stripper for tonight, and I know how to dance. Really, it’s not that hard. So, a few guys get to see me in my undies. Or, maybe, topless? Hell, I don’t know what strippers do. But, big deal. Hell, we’ve even been to nude beaches before. It’s not like nobody else has ever seen me. And, well… It sounds kind of hot, too. Dave practically raped me when we got home from the beach last time. Snicker, snicker… And, all I’d done was let a couple of guys talk to me. Their big cocks swelling just a little as I let them have a view between my legs. I have a feeling it would really turn him on if I let those guys see me strip tonight. Turn him on big time.

		Besides, what else do I have happening tonight? I’d just be sitting in a stupid hotel room by myself. Such fun! I’ve never even met the bride, or anybody else that’s going to be there. Well, except Tom. And, that was just the one time at our wedding. He was Dave’s best man. End of story. Except, well there is what Dave said earlier today. Honestly, I didn’t know that Tom was the one that… OMG! If it wasn’t for him, Dave might not have survived. If this will please him, and get Dave off the hook? Well…

		Putting the car in gear, Celine drove to her favorite beauty parlor. Explaining quickly to Diane, her stylist, that she was in need of a quick do-over. Telling her it was for a last-minute costume party. They made room for her on the schedule, fitting her in for a wig, and a mani-pedi. An hour later, Celine walked out with long blonde hair, feeling like a totally different person.

		Her next stop was at their favorite Adult store. Celine had been surprised the first time Dave took her there. She had expected some sleazy dump with fat little men, looking at DVD’s and dirty magazines. Instead, she found a brightly lit store with racks of clothes and lingerie. A section in the back contained DVD’s and toys, but there were no sleazy guys running around. The sales girls were quick to assist them, setting them up with a choice of dildoes that time. Um… They seemed quite knowledgeable about the various models, too.

		Today, she explained to them that she was looking for something sexy to wear. She wanted to pretend to be a stripper for her husband’s birthday. Walking out about thirty minutes later with a lingerie set that would work perfectly for what she had in mind.

		When she got home, she hollered out to Dave that she was home. Asking if he’d had any success in finding anybody? A dead silence greeting her query. Then, she went in and put on some heavy makeup and changed into her new outfit. Celine looked in the mirror, feeling a little embarrassed as she gazed at the image before her. Well, it certainly didn’t look like her. Long blonde hair curling around her face, heavier makeup than she ever wore. But, other than that… Wow! Her legs looked fantastic in a pair of thigh top stockings. She’d paired them with her highest fuck me heels. The little nightie didn’t leave much to the imagination, but it would come off easily if she was actually stripping. Celine was slightly embarrassed by her nipples showing so prominently, but if she was supposed to be a stripper, she guessed it was expected. Um… Her dark landing strip showed through as well. Oops! Well, if she went through with this, she’d have to shave. No question about that. She couldn’t pass for a blonde with her dark bush showing.

		Straightening her shoulders, she walked down the hall to the den. Leaning against the doorframe, she watched Dave pouring through computer screen after computer screen for a moment before speaking.

		

	
		

		Chapter 3

		

		I think I’ve called every number in a hundred-mile radius. I’ve heard ‘No’ so many times, that I was beginning to think it was my name. I was just about to pull my hair out in frustration, when Celine poked her head in again. “Any luck, Honey?”

		“No, I think it’s hopeless. I really do. Right now, I just want to crawl into a hole somewhere,” smiling weakly.

		“Dave? Honey?” she whispered, gaining my attention. Glancing up, I almost fell out of my chair. Celine was standing in the doorway in just a nightie. A very sheer nightie. Her nipples clearly visible through the thin material. She had thigh high stockings on her long legs and fuck me heels on her feet. Her dark hair was gone, replaced by a full head of long blonde hair. Despite my current dilemma, I could feel my cock stiffening at the exotic sight before me.

		“Celine? Wha… What’s going on?” I stammered.

		“You know how sometimes we play around at night, pretending that you’re somebody else?” she asked. Her face turning a deep shade of red. When I nodded mutely, she continued. “Well I was thinking, I know how to dance. And, I do still look pretty sexy. At least, I think I do. I thought that maybe… Well, I could dance for Tom tonight. I’d be okay stripping for him. Maybe, it would be kind of a turn on. You know, for both of us?”

		“No way in hell, Celine! You are not going to play stripper for a bunch of drunken guys.”

		“Why not? You’re going to be there. It’s not like I know anybody that’ll be there, either. The only time I even met Tom, was at our wedding. He wouldn’t know me from Candy What’s-Her-Name.”

		“Ceil, Honey, I appreciate that you’d be willing to do this for me. Really, I do. I love you for it. But, well… I mean, Candy was hired to… Um… Well, she was expected to provide certain extra services,” I answered hesitantly.

		“So?” she countered, rolling her eyes at me haughtily. “I know how to give a blowjob, Dave! I can handle sucking off your best friend one time, if that’s your problem,” she said scathingly. “It’s not like I was a virgin when we met or anything. And, in this wig, and some makeup, nobody would ever recognize me. I think it might be kind of hot, making you watch me while I suck him off? His big, thick cock in my mouth?” her voice dropping to a sultry, passionate purr.

		I smiled shyly, my face no doubt turning every shade of red that was in the spectrum. “She wasn’t only expected to give Tom a blowjob, Ceil. She was hired to service the entire wedding party. Or, anybody that wanted to participate, anyway. Trust me, I told her up front that I would not be part of her suitors tonight.” I added, my hand in the air like I was swearing to it.

		“OMG! You mean, I’d have to… All of them?” she cried, her hand flying to her mouth.

		“I’m afraid so, Baby. I really do appreciate the offer, but there is just no way,” I smiled gratefully.

		“Would… Would it just be blowjobs?” she asked. Her voice quivering.

		“Um… No, whatever they wanted, actually. Ceil, I don’t even know any of these guys. Never met a one of them, just Tom. I have no idea what they’re like or what might happen. My whole part of tonight, was to set up the party and collect the money for the extra services. Making sure she got paid her when she was done.”

		“How… How much was she getting for this?” she asked. Her voice a mere squeak.

		“Celine, please? I don’t have time for this. The look on her face, telling me I’d better make time for it. “Okay, okay, she was getting three grand up front, that was just for dancing and taking care of Tom. Plus, whatever she got for the ‘extra services,’” I said, becoming exasperated.

		“Plus, meaning what?” she insisted.

		Deciding to end this little fiction of hers once and for all, I went back to my computer. Rummaging through my emails, I looked up at her. “Okay, here it is.” I read out Candy’s ‘Price List,’ for the night:

		

		Blowjob $75.00

		Suck and Fuck $200.00

		Anal $300.00

		Bareback Double

		

		“OMG! She was going to… All of that?” her face turning almost white, her hand flying to her mouth. “That sounds so dirty. And, you were okay with this? With allowing it?”

		“I promise you, Ceil, I wasn’t going to participate. I was just the money guy. I mean, it’s for Tom. Okay? I wouldn’t even consider it otherwise.” Celine stared at me, silently for a moment, her mind churning. Then, a strange look came over her face.

		“Dave? Do you realize how much money that could be?” she exclaimed.

		“Well, considering everything that’s involved?” I suggested, the astonishment showing in my voice. “I mean, I can’t blame her.”

		“Well, yeah. I mean, I suppose. I do know what all those things are, you know. But, that’s not what I meant, I guess.”

		“Just as long as you’re not thinking of doing them, Celine,” I said with some relief.

		“Oh, but, that’s exactly what I’m thinking about,” she whispered, her voice dropping to a soft purr. “I mean, it sounds kind of hot. And, then, there’s the money. OMG! It’s a small fortune! On top of that… Dave… He saved your life. You have no idea how precious that is to me.”

		The argument continued for the next thirty minutes. My available time to find somebody, dwindling with each passing second. Celine kept coming back to how Tom had saved my life. Stressing how important that was. Playing on my guilt. Like I didn’t know just how much I owed him. Then, she threw in the money factor. Figuring that all six of the groomsmen would probably want to fuck her, on top of the upfront money, she tallied up a total of $4,200.00!

		It was hard to argue with the money, we could use it, but letting my wife fuck seven guys? No way. Not happening. “Okay, and what happens if they all want bareback?” I stammered. “Have you thought about that?”

		“I’m on the pill. That just increases the money, Babe. Think about it? That’d be… $5,400.00!!!! You can’t tell me we couldn’t use the cash. I know better,” she responded sarcastically. “Just think how much that would add to our down payment fund for the house?”

		I was starting to panic now. She kept countering my arguments again and again. Yeah, I admit, fantasizing about Ceil with another man was exciting. We’d toyed with it several times, and it definitely was a turn on for both of us. But, this wasn’t fantasy that we were talking about! She was talking about doing it for real. Just stripping in front of seven guys and fucking all of them. Right in front of me. One after another taking her… Like she was some whore.

		Finally, she walked over to me, sitting down in my lap. The warm feel of her body causing my cock to stiffen. Her perfume filling my nostrils, and a hint of something else too. I could detect the scent of her excitement. She was turned on. Big time! She kissed me, passionately. Her tongue driving into my mouth, probing forcefully against mine. “I think I want to do this, Baby. Really, I do. Please? For Tom, and for you. I love you so very much.”

		With that, she reached around and closed my laptop. The sound putting an end to our conversation. “Now, I need you to help me. I need to be shaved for tonight. I can’t very well pull off being a blonde with my dark bush,” she laughed. “Shave me smooth for tonight, Dave. For them. Make me a slut for tonight. I want you to. I promise, I’ll be all yours again afterwards.”

		

	
		

		Chapter 4

		

		OMG! I couldn’t believe we were doing this. Dave, on his knees before my wantonly spread legs. Shaving my vagina until it was silky smooth. Oh, wow! The feel of him dragging the razor over my soft skin was unreal. It felt so strange, being bare down there. I’ve never been shaved like this before. Oh, I’ve trimmed. You know, bikini lines and such. But, I’ve never gone totally bare before.

		Oh! Yeah… And, I’d been partially shaved down there when I got my butterfly tattoo. That was embarrassing! But, I didn’t have to take my panties totally off or anything. He just had to make sure I was smooth shaven where he put the ink. My first attempt at rebellion when I got to college. Damn good thing, my folks didn’t know. They’d die of embarrassment. Uh, guess what, Celine? They wouldn’t be too excited over what you’re about to do tonight, either.

		And, then, there was the whole idea that Dave was shaving me because of tonight. Tonight, when I’d be dancing naked before seven men. Naked! All their eyes glued hungrily to my nude body. Their hands touching me all over. Their lips sucking my hard nipples… Oh, God. They were going to fuck me! All of them. I was sure of it. Not a doubt in my mind, and they’ll all want me bareback, too. Dave told me that Tom was from a wealthy family, they were footing the bill for tonight. Money no object type of thing. Most of these guys had money. So, why wouldn’t they want me that way?

		I just hoped, nobody would want to do me anally. I wasn’t real happy about that possibility, but I’d already jumped in before I thought about it. I was serious about it when I reminded Dave that I hadn’t been a virgin when we met. I wasn’t exactly what you’d call ‘experienced,’ but I was no virgin. I’d been with three men, before Dave. All of them long term boyfriends. Well, except for Joey Thompson. He was my Senior Prom date. He got to do the honors, you know? My ‘Rite of Passage.’ Back seat of his parent’s station wagon. Real classy, Joey! Hurt like crazy. And, he sucked as a lover. Like two strokes and done. I’d gone home with my panties full of cum and blood. I had to throw them out in the trash can out back so Mom wouldn’t find them.

		Guess what, Celine? You’re about to double… Gulp… Triple your number. Oh, shit. But, I really was getting turned on by the idea. Don’t ask me to explain that one. It just sounds so… Decadent! It gives me chills just thinking about it. When Dave was done, he licked me down there. OMG! It was soooo hot. Him giving me oral sex like that? Getting me ready so to speak. Oh, fuck! This was really going to happen. I really am insane.

		Dave tried a few more times to talk me out of doing it on the way to the airport. Like I’d change my mind. Snort! I just might, I guess? I’d never admit it to him, but I was scared to death about tonight. I’d agreed to it… Okay, I’d even suggested it. But, that doesn’t mean I didn’t have reservations over it. I mean… Seven men? Is it a gang bang if they aren’t all doing you at once? Or, is it just some kind of serial something or other? I have no idea.

		Oh, thank goodness. The drink cart! I need a drink. Or, maybe two or three, thank you very much. I have a feeling I will want to be just a little bit loopy tonight. Snicker, snicker…

		Dave had finally given in during the flight and told me more about what to expect. Apparently, the deal will be, that I go in and do a few dances for them. Stripping more and more with each dance. Then, after I’ve danced naked for everybody, I suck off… Or, fuck, the groom. Probably the latter. Or, maybe both? Yeah, I suppose. Right there in front of everybody. Gulp! That’s going to be a little embarrassing. Or, maybe just kind of hot. I’m not sure? His bare cock in my pussy, while he shoots his hot cum inside of me. His long, thick naked cock… Fuck!!!!! Celine gripped the seat arms tightly, shaking, desperately trying not to cry out, her body spasming in orgasm.

		OMG! I can’t believe that I just came thinking about that. I’ve never had sex with anybody watching before. But, it sounds like it will be so hot. All those men watching me. Dave’s eyes glued to my hot little pussy as his best friend fucks me. Pounding into me over and over. Damn! Calm down, Celine.

		After that, I’m expected to ‘retire’ to the bedroom and take them on one at a time. Whatever they’ve paid for. Dave having to tally up the money from each and every one of them. Knowing exactly what they’re going to do to me. Even before I do. I wonder what they’ll be like? Will any of them have a big cock? I mean, like a really big one? I’ve never had one of those.

		Dave and Tom are both in their late twenties, so I’m guessing most of the other men will be, too. Probably fairly fit. And strong, and… OMG! What if some of them are black? I hadn’t thought about that. I’ve never dated a black guy. Are they really as big as I’ve heard? I wonder if Dave will still be okay with this if there are? As if he’s okay with it now, Celine? Right! We don’t have any black friends, not close ones anyway. I mean, you know, just work type friends. That’s all. I have no idea how he might feel about it? Hell, I don’t know how I feel about it? What do they call it, when a white woman sleeps with a black guy? Breeding? Yeah, that sounds right. They’ll be ‘breeding’ me, filling me with their hot black baby seed.

		Shit! Sometimes you have a big mouth, Celine. You just blurt out things without thinking them through. You know you do. Dave won’t hate you if you chicken out, you know. He’d probably be relieved. But, I think I want to do it. It just sounds so fucking hot. It’s one night. That’s all. Then, we’ll have the rest of our lives together. One night won’t change me. I’ll still be the same woman Dave married. Only… Slightly used? Really, Celine. Cut it out! You’re not a used car. Low mileage, only one owner. Dave will still love you, no matter what. You know that.

		Oh, fuck! Fasten seat belts for landing? Already? We’re here? Why couldn’t the flight have been… I don’t know… Cancelled or something? Can’t I have another drink? Well, you are here, Celine. Deal with it. Tonight, you will become a whore. You made the choice, now you have to live up to it. Maybe, you’ll really like it? Hmmm… What if I do? Like it, I mean. Will I want to fuck around after this? Become some sort of cougar? Always on the hunt for some new guy to fuck?

		Am I committing adultery tonight? I suppose I am. I mean, Dave will be there, but I’ll be fucking other men. Doing it right in front of him. I guess, that means he’ll be a cuckold. I think that’s what they’re called. Men whose wives sleep around? My cuckold! Hee, hee…

		

	
		

		Chapter 5

		

		This is nuts! It is. How can Ceil possibly consider it? She’s my wife. We swore vows to each other. I’ve never cheated on her, either. Never. And, now, here she is about to… OMG! Seven men? And, I have no idea what all they’ll do to her? Or, even know anything about them? Except for Tom, anyway. And, then to think that tomorrow, she’ll be sitting right there at the head table with me in front of all of them. My slut of a wife, who just fucked the entire wedding party. Shaming me right in front of all of them.

		Not that they’ll realize it, that’s the weirdest part. She looks so different as a blonde. If I didn’t know better, even I’d swear she was another person. Between the wig and the extra makeup, she looks entirely different. So, realistically, only the two of us will know. My wife, who just fucked every man in the wedding party, sitting right up there like some sweet innocent little thing. And, they will fuck her tonight. I know they will, all of them. Maybe even do her anally. That’s not something they can get at home very often. Hell, we’ve only done that a couple of times.

		They’ll all do her bareback, too. I know damn well, they will. She’ll come back to me full of seven loads of cum. Lord, she’ll probably leak for a week. I guess I’m about to find out what sloppy seconds feels like. Or, does this make it sloppy sevenths? Or, eighths? Oh, fuck! I’m crazy for letting her do this. Totally insane. But, damn it. It’s for Tom. And, despite how awful it sounds, it’s exciting. It is! Just admit to yourself, David. It’s fucking hot. You’re getting a hard on each time you think about it. Celine! My oh, so proper and refined, Celine, flat on her back taking cock after cock. Screaming out in orgasm as they fill her wanton pussy. Fucking her like she’s some two-bit whore.

		And, she seems so damn calm, just sitting there next to me. I have seen her grip the seat arms a couple of times. Her body shaking a little. She’s had a few drinks, too. Maybe she really is worried about it? Or, hell, I don’t know, she might be afraid of flying? I have no idea what she’s thinking anymore. Not after this morning. Tonight, is all her idea. One hundred percent, hers. I was totally against it. Well, ninety percent against it. Okay, seventy percent. Fuck, it is so hot to think about her naked with all those men. Fucking all of them.

		I know we’ve fantasized about her and other guys once in a while. Just trying to bring some fun back into our sex lives. Role playing, type of things. And, there was that time we went out to the hotel and I pretended to pick her up. That was hot! Damn, four other guys had hit on her while I was there. Of course, she picked me. But, she even made me pay her! Okay, she bought a sexy new dress with the money, but still. It’s the principle of the thing.

		It’s one thing to fantasize about something. But, this is real. It’s happening. She’s going to give herself to another man, for money. Another ‘man?’ Try seven men, let’s be exact! I highly doubt any of them will opt out. Maybe, one or two of them might? Some might be happily married, I don’t know. Might not want to cheat on their wives? Yeah, right, Dave. Dream on!

		I wonder what it will be like? Seeing her like that tonight? I mean, she’ll do Tom right there in front of everybody. I’m going to have to watch it. Just stand there and watch her cuckold me. How the hell did we get into this mess? Oh, hell, music? Has she even thought that far ahead? Has she thought about this at all?

		“Ceil, um… I was thinking, you’ll need some music for tonight. I guess you need to think about what you might want to dance to? About four or five songs, I suppose. That’s what I understand from Candy, anyway. Oh! And, you’ll need a name. Somehow, I don’t think introducing yourself as Celine will work.”

		“I… Oh, yeah. I guess you’re right. Um… I don’t know? Tiffany? Does that sound sufficiently ‘stripper’ like? What about some way for people to hear the music? I mean, I can use my phone, but it’s not very loud,” she said softly.

		“Well, we’ll have a little bit of time when we land. I guess we can pick up one of those Bluetooth speakers. I think I’ve even seen them at airport gift shops, or even in drug stores. They’re not expensive, and they’ll work for what you need tonight. Ceil, are you still sure about this? I mean, really sure?”

		“Am I sure about stripping for Tom? Yes. About letting all of them have me? No,” she whispered. “But, I am going to do it, David. I’m determined. Just think of it as my gift to Tom. He gave me you, I owe him for that.”

		“Ceil, he’ll understand. I feel really bad about it, but…”

		“No, Dave. It’s decided. Besides, can’t we just think about it as our fantasy roleplay come to life? That’s all it is. It’s our fantasy, yours and mine. That makes it seem so much hotter,” she declared. “Like that night at the hotel bar? Only, you know, going through with it? For real?” Her lips brushing softly against mine. Those deep eyes of hers pulling me into the erotic web of fiction she was weaving in her mind.

		Our fantasy? Yeah, right! That was just supposed to be for fun. But, shit! It is hot to think about it. Damn, I am so going to hell for this. Pimping my wife out. Like she’s some commodity to be bartered.

		Oh, hell. The fasten seat belts sign? We’re landing? Already?

		

	
		

		Chapter 6

		

		This whole day has been a whirlwind. The early morning phone call, all the frantic searching that Dave had done, all for naught as it turned out. My stupid brainstorm of an idea. Oh, yeah! I admit it, it was all mine. Dave would never have suggested it. I might not have either, if I’d realized everything that would be involved. I would have been far to chicken to suggest it. But, after I’d already made the offer… I don’t know… I guess I didn’t want to back down. Too stubborn, I suppose. I just didn’t want to admit how scary this whole thing is.

		I’ve only been with four men in my life. Dave’s the only man I’ve even kissed since we got married. And, tonight… OMG! I’m going to dance naked in front of seven strange men. After that, I’m going to… Deep breath, Celine, calm down. After that, I’m going to do Tom right in front of everybody. I am! My husband included. Then, they’re all going to… Well, whatever they pay for I guess? I suppose, after tonight, I’ll officially be a whore. I am fucking seven guys for money. Fantasy or not, it’s what’s about to happen. I am so screwed. Oh, shit! No pun intended…

		We hit a drug store on the way to the hotel. There were certain purchases that I decided I wanted to make; the Bluetooth speakers of course, some cheap perfume, a large box of condoms (one could only hope), a package of handi-wipes… Dave looking at me a little strangely as I grabbed it, then just turning beet red as he realized what it was for. I think he still figures that I’ll back out on the deal, or maybe hopes I will. But, I won’t. No way! I’ve made my decision, and I don’t back down.

		Dave called down for room service as soon as we got to the hotel. It was a nice gesture, but there was no way I could eat tonight. Way too many butterflies flying around in my insides for that. I did have a couple of glasses of wine, while I was getting ready. You know, last minute shower to freshen up after the plane flight, touch up my legs and my… Oh, dear. Then, some makeup. Lots and lots of makeup. I added my new perfume. Wow! This stuff is potent, but it doesn’t smell bad; a dab behind my ears, another between my tits, and a little bit between my legs. Hee, hee… Oh, wow! I’m actually doing this.

		Then, I went in and picked out my music. I even practiced a few moves in front of the mirror. Dave looking on captivated, as my naked body moved around the room. I was pleased to see a bulge developing in his jeans. I’ve still got it! Deciding that I needed to practice my lap dance abilities, I danced over to where he was sitting. Teasing him, brushing my ass over his bulge, shaking my tits in his face. He was breathing hard before I was done.

		Straddling his lap, I kissed him. “I love you, Baby. You know that, right? I’m doing this for you tonight. For us. Just promise to be there for me, afterwards. I have a feeling I’m going to need you tonight. Please, be there for me?”

		“I will, Ceil. I promise. And, if you decide to back out, just say the word. I’ll back you one hundred percent.”

		“I know, and I appreciate it. But, I’m doing this, Dave.”

		“Ceil? Shit! What about your tat? Won’t people be able to recognize you from that?” he asked shakily.

		“I don’t exactly plan on showing my pussy off at the reception, David. So, I don’t think it’s a problem,” I giggled.

		One last kiss, and then Dave had to leave to meet the guys. I was supposed to arrive in about an hour. I suppose that I could just not show up? No, I couldn’t do that. Not to Dave, and not to Tom. I think I had been totally fine with doing Tom tonight. Had been right from the very start. I mean, he was a nice guy. And, not bad looking, either. Plus… He’d saved my husband’s life. That’s a big thing! That was what was on my mind when I offered to do this. Stripping was no big deal. And, if it came to having to do a blowjob? Well, I’d done enough of those before. It was an easy out after a date.

		It wasn’t until I found out about having to do all the other men, that I got scared. Tom was just one guy, and somebody that I knew. Sort of, anyway. But, six total strangers? Then, when I found out about the money… OMG! I’d be getting like five thousand dollars for tonight. Maybe, more? That was money that we could sure use. Just because Tom came from old money, didn’t mean we did. Five grand would go a long way for us.

		Left on my own in our room, I tried a few more dance moves. Getting used to the music I’d chosen, and how to set up my speakers. Deciding when I’d take off what. It’s harder than you might think, trying to decide all those things. I suppose if you’ve watched a lot of strippers, you have an idea. But, that wasn’t something that I was well schooled in, thank you very much.

		Anyway, I decided I’d do one dance with my total outfit on, then one taking the top of my nightie off. Finally, a third dance slipping off my bottoms, and then… Gulp! One dance totally nude. I have to remember to tease all the guys but spend most of my time with the groom. It’s his night, after all. Then, I’ll end that last dance in Tom’s lap. Maybe, give him a kiss? Then, suck his cock for a bit. I knew how to do that. After that, well… I guess, I climb in his lap and fuck him? Once, he’s cum, I’ll ‘retire’ to the other room and Dave will start sending in the rest of the men.

		I squeezed my legs together as an orgasm raced shudderingly through me. All I was doing was just thinking about it. OMG! I was so turned on right now. I couldn’t help but think about the other men. Would any of them be big? That could be interesting? Would any of them be black? I still wasn’t sure about that part, but I was determined. A black guy was still a guy. It’s just the whole taboo part of it. I know the world is changing, fast! But, my upbringing was a little bit slower to come around. Being friends is one thing, but lovers?

		Well, it might not even be a concern. I had no idea who any of these men would be. The PC part of me was ashamed that I’d even think of a black man as being different, the rest of me was only ashamed that I found myself getting wet from just thinking about it. I couldn’t very well tell Dave how hot I was getting just daydreaming about tonight.

		

	
		

		Chapter 7

		

		It was great seeing Tom again. It was like the years just melted away. We’d always been close, so it was just like we hadn’t been apart. Pounding each other on the back, the requisite questions about Celine, hearty congratulations from me, etc. You know how it is when you haven’t seen somebody for a while. Then, I was introduced to the other men who were there. All six of them…

		Fuck! Two of them were mammoth. I mean, football player type mammoth. And, uh… Oh, shit! One of them was black. Damn, I had no idea how Celine would feel about that? We hadn’t discussed it. Hell, admit it, we hadn’t discussed any of this. It had all happened so fast. I was having a really tough time over the whole idea. There was no way, I consciously I wanted her to do this. But, damn, my cock got so fucking hard every time I thought about it. Celine actually fucking another man? As a fantasy, it was super fun. Even watching her that night at the hotel, when she played hooker. Seeing all those guys hitting on her. Ceil getting more turned on with every one of them. But, doing it for real?

		As wonderful as it was to see Tom again, every time I looked at him, I found myself thinking about seeing her with him later tonight. Her naked body writhing in his lap. His hands running all over her. His cock buried inside of her sweet pussy. I mean, that was part of the deal tonight. After dancing naked in front of all of us, she was supposed to do Tom. Right here in the main room. Fuck him in front of everybody. Right in front of me! His cock plunging into her pussy over and over, until he exploded inside of her. His creamy seed filling her unprotected womb. OMG! Did she bring her pills? She hasn’t forgotten to take them, has she? Maybe we better pick up a morning after pill tomorrow? Just in case?

		I quickly dashed off a text to Celine, reminding her about her birth control pills and hoping that she had been taking them. By this time, all the guys were chafing at the bit, getting drunk as they sat around talking. A few making crude remarks about what they wanted to do later with the stripper. You know how guys can get when they’re drunk. Damn, it hurts when they’re talking like that about your wife, you know? Of course, nobody else knew that. Just me. Still, it was my wife, that was going to fuck each of them later tonight. Just spread her legs and take them on, one after another.

		When she picked up those handi-wipes today? OMG! It took me a moment to realize what they were for. Once I did… Hell, I hadn’t even thought about how full her pussy would be after seven guys. How loose she’ll feel later, all those cocks stretching her out. And, what if they want to sodomize her? I think I was in total shock. Hell, I’d sent Candy’s price list out to everybody early on. It was on there, just as plain as day. Anal sex. So was bareback sex. I knew darn well, they’d all opt for that. Anal? Maybe not. But, bareback? Oh, yeah! These guys wouldn’t want a raincoat.

		I know Celine hadn’t planned on any of this originally. In her mind, she would just be stripping for them. Then, okay, thinking maybe a blowjob for Tom. But, I saw her face when I showed her Candy’s ‘price list.’ She was frightened, I was sure of it. Of course, Celine is Celine. She wasn’t about to back down after she’d put her plan out there. She was nothing, if not stubborn. Always had been. I loved her for it, she never backed down. Honestly, she was probably the strongest woman I knew. But, this was one time, I wished she’d give in.

		I opened another beer. This was number… Shit, I didn’t know! It didn’t matter. I was still stone cold sober. And, my cock was still hard as I thought about what was to come. Somebody had produced some pot, I took a couple of hits as it passed around. Wow! It was a lot more potent than what I remembered from college. I guess that’s what happens when things get legal. It did take off some of the edge, though.

		I was actually relaxing and starting to enjoy the comradery of the group. I’d been chatting for a bit with the guys, when there was a knock at the door. A loud whoop went up around the room as my blood ran cold. The entertainment had arrived.

		

	
		

		Chapter 8

		

		I was getting dressed when I started shaking. Honestly, I had to sit down for a bit. This is just so… Oh, get over yourself, Celine. My word! You’d think you’re the only woman to ever take on a bachelor party. Trust me, you’re not. It happens all the time. Just not to you. So, calm down, have some more wine and finish getting ready. You can do this. Yeah, right! Who are you to tell me what I can do? Oh, yeah. You’re me, I thought. Lord! Now, I’m talking to myself! I really am insane.

		I pulled a pair of thigh top stockings up my legs. I’m not exactly used to wearing stockings anymore, I don’t usually dress up all that much. And, stockings have kind of fallen out of use, I guess. Anyway, I got them on. They felt so sensuous and they do look kind of sexy. Stepping into the G-string panties that came with the nightie I was shocked at just how tiny they were. Shit, my butterfly tattoo was boldly on display. Like, they were just this tiny triangle of cloth that barely covered my slit. And, we won’t even mention my derriere. There was just a string back there riding between my ass cheeks. Hell, I might as well have been naked from the back.

		Slipping the nightie over my head, I tugged it into place, tying the little bow that held it around my neck. Then, I added the fuck me heels I’d gotten, and took stock in the mirror. OMG! I was hot! I felt a little embarrassed with my nipples so brazenly on display through the thin material, but I then I realized it wasn’t a big deal. I’d be topless soon enough tonight. My nipples getting hard just thinking about what I was about to do, sending little tingles all through me as they tightened beneath the thin cloth. The sheer nightie falling to just below my ass. A quick brush of my blonde wig, a touchup to my lipstick and I was ready. Oh, shit. You are doing this, Celine. End of story.

		My phone buzzed with a text right then. It was Dave, what did he want? Was he telling me not to do this? No? He was double checking about my birth control pills. Okay, I guess that makes sense. But, I’m good about them. Calm down Hubby, I’m nervous enough for both of us. Wait a minute, I can’t just waltz down the hall dressed like this. Hmmm…

		Oh, I know! I did pack a long raincoat, just in case the weather was bad. That’ll work. Not that it will fool anybody, but at least I’ll be covered. Slipping it on, I looked in the mirror again. I just screamed hooker. Well, I guess that’s what I was about to become. I grabbed my bag of goodies, straightened my shoulders, and started to leave the room. Then, I hesitated. Closing my eyes, I made a decision. I pulled my wedding rings off, laying them silently on the nightstand. Then, walked from our room.

		The suite that Dave had booked for the festivities, was one floor up. I fidgeted as I waited for the elevator, I couldn’t believe just how nervous I was. In fairness, it’s not like I do this all the time. I have every right to be nervous. They darn well better have a lot of wine at this shindig.

		Entering the elevator, I was very thankful it was empty. Nobody would be whispering behind my back after I got off. Time seemed to both stand still and fly by as the elevator crawled up to the next floor. Then, it was a walk down the carpeted hall to the suite number. I stood there for a few minutes, scared to knock. This was a huge step. One that I had never anticipated when we got married. You know, the whole one man for the rest of my life thing? No way, had I planned on fucking seven guys in one night! Not that I ever had. And, it’s not like I can take it back afterwards? This is kind of a permanent thing. Dave darn well better be behind me on this.

		Finally, getting my breathing under control, I knocked on the door. I heard a loud whoop come from inside the room. OMG! I was really here. The door clicked open a crack, and I saw Dave’s pale face. “Tiffany?” he asked, hesitantly.

		“Works for me,” I purred, as I pushed the door open and stepped inside. Dave offered to take my coat for me, his eyes popping out as he slid it from my shoulders. As the men all gaped in awe, I surveyed the room. A hint of pot hung in the air. Mmmm… I could use a hit of that myself. Looking around, I saw seven men, all maybe in their twenties. OMG! One of them was black. Well, I guess that settles how things will go down in that regard.

		Fuck, he was big too! Did that mean he was big all over? I mean, I’d heard the stories. I guess I’m about to find out if they’re true. That blonde haired one over there is darn big, too. Oh, there’s Tom! The man of the hour. He’s just as good looking as I remembered. Yep, that’s who I was thinking about when I opened my big mouth this morning. A girl could be totally cool with doing him. Rowlll!!! But, it’s not just him, Celine, sing-songs my little inner voice. Yeah, I figured that out. Thank you very much.

		“Any chance a girl can get a drink around here?” I asked. Three guys jumping up to fill my request. Tee, hee. Another offered me a toke, which I gladly accepted. The acrid smoke hitting me hard, but I could feel its effects almost immediately. I took a few more hits before I handed it back, soothing my raw throat with some wine. Oh, yeah! I was feeling much better about this whole adventure right now.

		Dave introduced me around to the men. Of course, making a special point of introducing me to Tom, the man of the hour. The one I was here for. It was my job to make sure he had a good time on his last night as a bachelor. Maybe it was the pot, or the wine, it didn’t matter. But, I could feel myself getting turned on as they all looked at me. Their eyes glued to my every move. The curve of my ass, the swell of my breasts. A girl could get used to this. Did a stripper feel like this all the time?

		After a refill of my glass, Dave showed me the ‘accommodations.’ The bedroom sported its own TV and, of course, a king-sized bed. I could hear the commotion in the other room as everybody got more excited. Honestly, all I could think about was the bed in front of me and what would be happening there later tonight.

		I started to set my stuff out on the nightstand; the box of condoms, my handi-wipes… Dave looked awfully pale as I sat those out. Quietly, I hung my raincoat up on the clothes rack. I busied myself for a few minutes. Turning down the bed, setting the lights, etc. There was an en suite off the bedroom. I stepped in and brushed my hair one more time, then stepped back into the bedroom.

		Dave looked like he was about ready to throw up. Honestly, I wasn’t far behind! “It’ll be okay, Baby,” I whispered. “I love you, period. After tonight… I’ll be all yours again. But, I need to do this for you and Tom. We owe him that much. Just promise to be here when it’s all over tonight.”

		“I will be, Ceil. Promise,” his voice almost giving out.

		“Well, I guess it’s showtime,” I announced.

		

	
		

		Chapter 9

		

		Celine looked so fucking hot as I took her coat from her. I could see right through that little nightie she was wearing. Her ass totally on display in the tiny G-string she had on. And, the howl that came from the guys? Once I got a good look at her from the front, I understood. OMG! Her tits showed right through the thin material. Celine’s perfect breasts showing through the thin material, her nipples standing out proudly. Their hard points tenting the sheer nightie. Close to her, like I was, I could detect her essence. Even over the cheap perfume she’d purchased today, it was there. Hanging in the air, the scent of her honeyed dew filling my nostrils. She was turned on.

		Okay, I can’t blame her for that. How else could she possibly handle this? I almost laughed when she asked for a drink. Half the room fell over themselves trying to be the first one to bring it to her. Somebody offered her a toke on a joint, and she took several hits before returning it. I could see her visibly relax as the pot took hold. Her eyes getting a little glassy.

		Watching her eyes as she glanced around the room, taking it all in. Seeing all the men, I could see her reaction to each of them. A warmness when she recognized Tom, a shock at the sight of Dazhawn, some hesitation on a couple of the others, but there was a determination in her eyes, too. Oh, shit! She was doing this.

		She chatted for a few minutes, sipping her wine and taking a couple more hits of pot. Then, I showed her to the other room. Her body stiffened noticeably when she saw the king-sized bed, but she held it together. After hanging up her coat, she set about putting out her paraphernalia. Celine seemed very businesslike as she set the package of condoms on the nightstand. I think I was the one that lost it when she put the handi-wipes next to it. Knowing what they represented, I wanted to throw up. She knew they’d take her bareback, that she’d be full of cum from another man. Her pussy leaking their creamy deposits. Her body covered in sweat from their coupling. All I wanted to do was cry.

		Or, mostly, anyway. There was a part of me… Damn! I didn’t understand it, but a part of me was excited. My cock was getting hard thinking about Celine lying in that bed, as man after man violated her. Their hard cocks driving into her, fucking her. Her body shaking in orgasm as they filled her over and over. Her screams echoing around the room. What was wrong with me? A man isn’t supposed to feel things like that about his wife. Is he?

		Well, whether I was supposed to feel them or not, I was feeling them. And, it turned me on, almost as much as it made me sick. Sometimes, I wasn’t even sure which part of me was winning. I took another slug from my beer, somehow hoping that it would calm me down. It didn’t.

		Celine silently turned down the bedcovers. Setting the lights where she wanted them, before walking calmly into the en suite and brushing her blonde wig. Hell, I barely recognized her. She looked so different as a blonde. That and the heavy makeup. But, that body was Celine’s, no doubt about it. There was no way I wouldn’t know my own wife. Her gorgeous tits, those shapely legs, that little butterfly tattoo of hers. Oh, yeah, that was my wife. Or, at least, she would be mine for a few more minutes. After that…

		Slowly, she walked out of the en suite. Coming up to me, she quietly began to talk to me. Reassuring me, I guess. Or, maybe reassuring herself. Then, it was time. Celine made some stupid comment about it being ‘showtime,’ and then she boldly turned and walked from the room. Leaving me standing there alone.

		Taking a deep breath, I followed her. Her hips swaying so seductively beneath that sheer nightie. My cock stiffening as I watched her. She looked so fucking sexy!

		

	
		

		Chapter 10

		

		When I walked back out from the bedroom, the guys had rearranged the furniture in the room. The two sofas now faced each other, a straight-backed chair placed prominently at the apex between them. There was easily enough room between the sofas for me to be able to dance comfortably. Well, for me to dance anyway. There was no way I was comfortable about it, not at the moment.

		Dazhawn, handed me another glass of wine, and Tom offered me a joint. Both of which I gladly accepted. I took a sip of the wine and set it aside on a nearby table. Then, I took several hits off the joint, the pot hitting my system almost immediately. Calming me at first, and then kind of exciting me. Okay, I guess I was the one doing the exciting. The pot just let me get there. I could feel a moistness between my thighs, as my pussy started to leak its juices. I kept looking from one man to the next, thinking about each of them fucking me later. Especially, Dazhawn! Their hard cocks filling me.

		I wasn’t exactly behaving like a proper wife should behave, but then I wasn’t a proper wife tonight, was I? I was a stripper named Tiffany. And, I was here to take care of Dave’s best friend. The one that had saved his life. And, um… Then, I was going to take care of the rest of the party, too. Mmm… Oh, yeah! That was good pot. Handing off the joint, I took another sip of wine, then waltzed across the room to where Tom was standing.

		“So… I understand that you are the man of the hour?” I purred. My voice as seductive as I could make it. Standing in front of him like this, I realized just how tall he was. Standing on tiptoes, I gave him a kiss. Just a tender touch of my lips on his, as my hand slid seductively along his thigh. I could feel his cock swelling as my hand stroked wickedly along his length. My nipples were hard as diamonds as I felt him. I was getting so turned on, it was unreal.

		As Tom gulped uncomfortably, and nodded his position as the groom, I squeezed his cock, feeling it jerk beneath my fingers. Grinning at him, I pulled away a little. “I promise to see that we send you off with a ‘bang,’ tonight,” I whispered. A little giggle escaping my lips. That seemed so weird! I don’t giggle. Of course, I don’t normally walk around half naked and fuck strange men, either. Oh, yeah, I was high.

		Turning away from Tom, I saw Dave’s eyes watching me. He was breathing heavily from just watching me kiss Tom like that. If I didn’t know better, I’d think it was turning him on to see me like this. Strutting around half naked in front of his friends. Or, Tom’s friends, anyway. I mean, he couldn’t like me acting like some slut, could he?

		“Mr. Dawes? Any chance I could ask you to help me set up my music?” I purred. A hint of mischief in my voice. Where had that come from? As Dave started to unpack the Bluetooth speakers, I retrieved my phone from my bag. I watched as he set the speakers out and turned them on. Then, I scrolled through the music I’d chosen and started some playing. Just background music for now, adjusting the volume and setting the mood as the phone linked to the speakers.

		The men began to drift towards the two sofas as Dave escorted Tom to the guest of honor chair. I took one last hit of pot, then sipped some more wine as everybody got settled. Dave sat down at the end of the sofa, next to Tom’s chair. Giving him a front row seat to my ‘performance.’ Of course, he WAS the Best Man! The men settled down now, all eyes turning to me expectantly.

		As the song ended, I switched to the next playlist. My playlist! The one I intended to dance to. Taking a deep breath, I pushed the play button. My first song started playing, my nipples tightening with excitement as I turned and started moving towards the men. My body swaying to the beat as I danced between the sofas.

		I was just intoxicated enough, that I no longer felt any inhibitions about what I was about to do. I just threw myself into the music. I love to dance! What girl doesn’t? I let my body flow with the beat, my hands flying through the air as I twirled and pranced towards Tom’s seat of honor. I casually let my fingers run over his face. Running them through his hair, ruffling it. My barely veiled breasts just inches from his face. OMG! I was so turned on. I glanced at Dave, seeing him mesmerized as my body swayed so near to him, yet so very far away. I turned, shaking my naked ass in Tom’s face, and then moved down the line of men. Playing with Dave’s hair, my tits boldly in his face, before moving on the next man. Wyatt, I think was his name. Not that it mattered.

		I made sure to play with each one of them as I danced along. Down one side of the room, and back up the other. As the last verse drew to a close, I sidled into Tom’s lap. A bulge pressing into my naked little ass as I rubbed myself against him sensuously. A soft purr coming as I felt the warmth of him. With a little kiss, I asked him to untie my nightie. His fingers fumbling with the bow as I wiggled seductively in his lap. A very nice bulge swelling under me.

		I felt my nightie loosen and start to drop, quickly holding it up with my hand. I didn’t want too much revealed yet. Sliding off his lap, I turned to him and gave him a little thank you kiss, rewarding him with a peek down my top. Letting him see my hard nipples before dancing away. I swirled down the line again. Dave was frozen in place as I shoved my tits in his face, holding him there for a moment before letting him go. This time, I let all of them bury their faces between my breasts. Still holding my top over my nipples tightly, I jiggled my tits for each of them. Letting them get a good whiff of my perfume. Just try washing that scent away boys! I dare you!

		I was carefully watching my timing as I moved down the line. I wanted to end the song back in Tom’s lap. My plan was to drape my nightie over him, sliding it across his face as I removed it, my bare breasts right in his face. The first man to see my naked tits. I was being soooo naughty tonight! The last verse started about halfway along the second sofa. Dazhawn’s face was buried in my tits at the time. I might have held him there a little longer than was necessary, my eyes boring into Dave’s as I let the big black man’s face rub between my breasts. His skin so dark against my pale flesh. I was getting hot thinking about later. Thinking about Dazhawn.

		As the verse drew to a close, I was back at Tom’s chair. I rubbed against his lap, feeling his hard cock beneath me, then turned and ever so slowly, pulled my top away. Running the sheer material over his face. The first thing he saw clearly when I dropped it behind him was my bare breasts. His lips lunging hungrily for my nipple. It surprised me. And… OMG! When he sucked my nipple between his lips? A wild shock tore through me, my whole body shaking. I could see Dave out of the corner of my eye, his eyes glued to Tom’s lips suckling my tit. Okay. I hadn’t planned that. But, fuck it was so hot!

		Pulling away, still gasping for breath, I started to dance away as the next song began. When I slid up to Dave, his hands went around my hips, holding me there. His lips closing on the same nipple Tom had just sucked so excitedly. It was unbelievably hot. My husband sucking my nipple just like his friend had. Only seconds between them. He had to still taste Tom’s saliva, so wet on my nipple. I held his head there for just a moment before moving on.

		What the hell? I let each of them suckle momentarily from my tits. They were going to do a hell of a lot more than that in a little bit. Damn good thing it was a long song! None of them wanted to stop. It took almost a superhuman effort to get back to Tom as the last verse drew to a close. Sliding into his lap, his hands cupped my tits, squeezing them. I leaned back into him, enjoying his touch, a soft purr on my lips. Then I whispered to him to unhook my G-string.

		He didn’t miss a beat. A hand snaked down to my pulsing crotch, fingers deftly finding the little hook that held the G in place. A quick snap and it was loose. My hand automatically dropping to cover my bare snatch. Deftly, I pulled the G-string from between my legs, giving it a few twirls before draping it around Tom’s neck. I couldn’t believe it when I saw him pull the soaked little piece of cloth to his nose! He took a deep whiff of my scent before releasing me, letting me dance down the line.

		I came to Dave first, of course. My hand still teasingly hiding my shaved pussy, I slid into his lap. Rubbing myself against him. His cock bulging in his pants as I slid my naked ass over his bulge. My husband was hard seeing me naked in front of everybody. Wicked! His hands went to my soft breasts, kneading them momentarily before I danced away.

		One by one, each of the men put their hands on me. My ass, my breasts, fingers pinching my hard nipples before I danced away from them. With a few of the men, Dazhawn being one of them, I shook my naked ass in their face. The hand covering my moist pussy the only thing between me and their lips. They had to be able to smell me. To tell how excited I was. Dazhawn even kissed my ass. OMG! His big black hands holding my hips tightly as he nuzzled between my cheeks.

		Finally, as the last verse was ending, I came back to Tom. The man of the hour. Moving between his spread legs, I grabbed ahold of his hair with one hand. Then, as I dropped my other hand from my bare snatch, I pulled him to me. His nose buried between my legs. The scent of my excitement filling his nostrils. I heard his groan, deep and feral, as I danced back away, my last song starting.

		This time, I just danced. I didn’t slide into anybody’s lap or shove their faces between my swaying tits. I danced, naked before them. I let them all see me, my bare pussy flashing in their faces as I moved. I even bent over a few times, my legs spread. Letting them see my pink petals, swollen and open for them. Glistening with my honeyed dew as I danced around the room. Ending the song back between Tom’s legs. His face in my tits as I hugged him to me.

		I was still gasping for breath after all the dancing, sweat glistening on my body as I looked over at Dave meaningfully. This was it, there was no turning back…

		

	
		

		Chapter 11

		

		The other guys had rearranged the furniture in our absence. The two sofas now facing each other, a chair for Tom between them. Celine went over to the others, accepting a glass of wine from Dazhawn. Then, taking a joint from Tom. I watched as she took several hits of pot, then passed it back. Her eyes slightly glassy from the effects.

		Slowly she sauntered over to where Tom was standing. Saying something to him, I had no idea what. But, she stood on tiptoes and kissed him. That hurt! Watching my wife kiss another man like that. Her body so openly on display, her lips pressed warmly to his. Damn, she even stroked his cock. Her fingers running along his length. She grinned as she said something else to him, Tom turning a little red faced at her comment, then she walked away.

		Sauntering over close to me, she asked if I’d help her set up her speakers. So formal, calling me Mr. Dawes like she barely knew me. Like I didn’t exist anymore, not as her husband, anyway. While I positioned the little speakers for her, Celine retrieved her phone and scrolled through the music she had on it. Finding what she wanted, she started the music playing. Deftly adjusting the volume as the speakers linked to her phone. She’d obviously practiced in our room while I was gone. She didn’t miss a beat.

		As the music started, the men all began to drift to the sofas. Remembering my role, I went over and escorted Tom to the guest of honor spot. Then, I sat down on the end of the sofa nearest to his chair. The others apparently automatically reserving that spot for the Best Man. It also meant I would have a front row seat to what was about to happen. I wasn’t too sure about that.

		When her first song began, Celine danced her way along between the sofas. Her body moving delightfully to the music. Her tits swaying beneath the sheer fabric, her bare ass cheeks peeking out with every move. She moved along each one of us, shaking her tits at us. Letting her naked ass slide over our laps occasionally. The song ending with her snuggled in Tom’s lap. I heard her whisper to him to untie her nightie. As it slid away, she held it to her tits. Then, leaning forward she let him have a quick peek. As close as I was, I even caught a glimpse of her hard nipples before she danced away.

		Teasing each one of us as she danced along, her tits buried in our faces. Leaving the scent of her perfume strong in my nostrils. Damn, I was getting so hard watching her. She didn’t hesitate, not with anyone. She might have even dwelled a longer than she needed to with Dazhawn. His black face buried between her pale breasts. His dark hands sliding sensuously around her hips. Damn, that was hard to watch! My mind drifting painfully to what would be happening later. Dazhawn fucking her, his black cock ripping her apart, breeding her like she’s some cheap whore.

		Then, she was back to Tom. I couldn’t tear my eyes away as she slipped her nightie off. Running the sheer fabric across his face before dropping it to the floor. Her naked breasts totally bare before him. Tom lunged at her exposed nipple. His lips closing tightly around that little swollen nub. Celine jerked in surprise, her eyes opening wide as he sucked her nipple between his lips. Then, a soft little purr escaping from her lips as she got into it.

		I watched hypnotized as her body shook violently. Another man was suckling her breast. I thought my cock was going to explode. Fuck, it hurt watching that, but it was so damn hot! When she finally pulled away, an eternity later, she danced over to me. I… I couldn’t help myself. I pulled her to me, my lips closing on that very same nipple. The one Tom had suckled from so hungrily. Fuck! It was still moist from his lips. Celine melting in my arms as I suckled from her. Then, she pulled away. Dancing down the line.

		It was like it didn’t matter anymore. After the two of us had tasted her, she just seemed to totally let her guard down, all her inhibitions were gone. One after another, each man sucked her nipples into their greedy mouths. My wife! Feeding her swollen nipples to them, over and over. All the way down one side of the room and back up the other. Each of them tasting her. Her nipples swollen and red by the time she danced back to slide into Tom’s lap. Her supple body leaning back against him, whispering to him. As she leaned back, I got a clear view of her G-string. Oh, Lord! It was drenched with her juices. Celine was unbelievably turned on. I swear I could detect her scent all the over where I was sitting.

		Tom’s hands were on her bare breasts now, squeezing them. Her nipples like hard, pink diamonds between his teasing fingers. Then, he dropped one hand to her G-string. I saw the elastic strap snap away. With one hand still covering her shaved cunt, Celine pulled the G-string from between her legs. Turning, she draped it, oh so seductively, around his neck. Tom grabbing the tiny soaked piece of fabric, pulling it to his face. Oh, God! It was so filthy to watch him do that. The unbelievable intimacy of it. Smelling Celine’s scent, her sweet essence that had been only mine until now.

		As she danced away, she slid into my lap. God, my cock was so damn hard! I held her breasts, feeling her warmth, her softness one last time while it was still mine. Then, she danced away. Each of the men, now grabbing for lustfully. Their hands on her tits, her ass. For a few of them, she bent over. Letting her ass flash in their faces, only her fingers covering her snatch before waltzing away.

		Finally, she ended back in front of Tom. Her shielding fingers dropping away as she pulled his face to her naked pussy. Letting him smell her close-up, nothing between them. Skin to skin! As the next song started, she danced teasingly away.

		It was strange, this time she just danced. Her naked body twisting and twirling in front of us. Her pussy openly displayed as she moved. Sweat glistening on her body from the exertion. She was breathing hard now, I didn’t know if it was from exhaustion or from excitement. But, strangely, I hoped it was excitement! As the song ended, Celine danced back to Tom. Her body sliding between his openly spread legs. Tom’s face buried between her breasts, her hands wrapped in his hair, Celine turned and looked at me. Her eyes on fire with passion. The moment I dreaded had come…

		

	
		

		Chapter 12

		

		Dave’s eyes were glued to mine as I slowly knelt between Tom’s open legs. I couldn’t think about what I was doing. If I did, I’d turn and run frantically out of the room. I just did what came naturally. It had been a few years, but I’d sucked other cocks before Dave’s. I’d fucked other men, too. It just felt so strange doing this for someone other than Dave. Like I was betraying him. Even if he was right next to me.

		My fingers reached for the zipper on Tom’s pants. Pulling it down, I took hold of his belt buckle and unfastened it as well. A quick snap, and his pants were loose. “Scooch up, Mr. Bridegroom,” I commanded. Sliding the pants from around his waist and letting them pool on the floor. My naked body in front of him as his cock rose proudly. Hmmm… He did have a nice one. Dave’s was a solid six inches, but Tom had a little on him. Maybe, seven? And an inch and a half thick? Yeah, that was about right. He was circumcised, the mushroom shaped head swollen and dark right there in front of my face. There was a drop of clear precum oozing from the dark slit. Gee, for me?

		I took one last glance at my husband and bent to the task at hand. My tongue poking out and tasting him. OMG! I was licking another man’s cock! The salty taste of him burst on my tongue. Strangely different from Dave. I mean, like similar, but different. What can I say? It’s not like I do this every day. I licked slowly along his shaft, teasing him. Occasionally glancing over at Dave, seeing him mesmerized as he watched.

		One last glance at my husband, and then I opened my mouth and slid his best friend inside. My tongue teasing along his shaft as I took him deep into my mouth. He felt so different on my tongue. I don’t know how to explain it, heavier? Thicker? The veins and ripples on his shaft in different places than I was used to. I bobbed up and down his cock for a while, teasing him. Then, I took him deep. All the way down, my nose buried tightly into his course pubic hair. His cock causing my throat to expand around his thick shaft. Tom groaning above me.

		Quickly, I pulled off. I didn’t want him to cum this way. Not tonight. This was his last taste of another woman. Well, maybe, anyway. No, I wanted him to cum inside of me. If I was going to have to fuck everybody else, I was for sure going to fuck Tom! He, at least, deserved my appreciation for all he’d done.

		Licking my lips, I slowly stood up. There was a damp spot growing on Dave’s pants. Hee, hee! My hubby was turned on watching me suck another man. I gave Tom a kiss on the cheek, then turned my back to him and slid my body down. My eyes fastened to Dave’s as I reached between my legs, taking Tom’s hard shaft in my fingers. Adjusting the placement of it until his cock was centered between my swollen petals. My eyes locked to Dave’s as I lowered my hips.

		I thought Dave was going to pass out. Unless I did first! There was another man’s cock sliding into my pussy. My mouth opened wide as Tom’s shaft stretched my nether lips tightly. I held there for a second, just that thick mushroom shaped head inside of me. Then, I dropped… A scream echoed from between my lips. Oh, damn! I was fucking another man. His cock buried deep inside of me. Oh, so deep!

		I’m sorry, but I have to admit it. My husband was totally forgotten as I began to ride his best friend. That long, thick cock swelling inside of me the only thing I could think about. Pumping my legs, I danced up and down his shaft. My juices slickly coating his cock. Tom’s hands cupped around my breasts, kneading them passionately. My nipples thrilling to his touch. I cried, I whimpered, I think I even screamed a couple of more times before I felt him swell inside me.

		My eyes popped wide open, a loud scream echoing around the room as I felt him pulse inside of me! Jet after jet of his lava hot cum filling my unprotected womb. Sweat pouring from my body as I continued to ride him, totally oblivious to anything else. My body still bouncing up and down on his shaft as spasm after spasm continued to rake through my body. My orgasm tearing at me, unbelievably hard. I was an adulteress! I’d fucked Tom right in front of my husband’s astonished eyes. Letting him fill me with his illicit seed. I was a whore.

		I was still shaking as my vision finally fell on my husband once again. His face pale at what he’d witnessed. But, his cock was about ready to tear through the dark fabric of his pants. Beads of sweat glistened on his forehead, his breath coming in deep gasps as he watched, beguiled, at the image before him.

		Little by little, I slowly stopped moving on Tom’s long shaft. His cock softening inside of me. Burning hot cum starting to ooze between my pussy lips, pooling between my legs onto the seat of the chair. My legs still wobbly, I stood up. A glob of cum dripping down my legs. The men applauding his performance, even Dave, reluctantly, joining in. Humph… A little late on the applause there, Hubby.

		Turning back to face him, I kissed Tom gently. “You’ll make a wonderful husband, lover,” I purred softly into his ear. “She is one lucky girl.”

		Bracing myself a little on Tom’s shoulder I stood and began to walk towards the bedroom. Tom’s hot seed still drooling from inside of me. As I walked away, the men gathered around Tom, pounding him on the back. Congratulating him on a job well done.

		I just stood there in the bedroom. In some sort of trance, I guess. Shocked at how hard I’d cum on Tom’s hard cock. Orgasming like some slut on another man’s shaft, right in front of my husband. Trying to come to grips with what I’d done. What I was about to do… A few minutes later, Dave came into the bedroom. His face was still ashen, but he came up to me, pulling me into his arms. “Celine? Are you okay, Baby?” he asked. His voice a trembling whisper.

		“Mmm… I’m fine, Lover. Honest, I am.” I reached up and kissed him. Softly at first, and then passionately. Not caring that my mouth had been around Tom’s cock just a few minutes ago. Dave didn’t seem to care, either. His tongue dueling with mine frantically. Finally, I pulled away, gasping for breath. “I still need a few minutes, Honey. Then, I guess, you can start the festivities? I… I’ll poke my head out or something. I just want to clean up a little first. Are you sure you don’t want to participate with the others tonight? Or, are you waiting until we get back to our room?”

		“I’m waiting. You little minx. God, Celine, that was the hottest thing I’ve ever seen! I want you so bad right now. But, I’ll wait. I want you all to myself.”

		“I love you. Now, get out of here and let be your whore,” I grinned mischievously. “Dave? Leave the door cracked, just in case? I… I’ll call for you if it gets too rough. Okay?”

		

	
		

		Chapter 13

		

		I could hardly believe my eyes. Celine… My Celine! Was standing naked in front of my best friend. His face buried between her breasts, her hands holding him there. She turned her head, looking straight at me. Then, she slowly knelt between his legs. Her hands going to the zipper of his pants. She was going to… Damn! She was going to do it. She was going to give him a blowjob, right there in front of me.

		After unfastening his pants, she told him to lift up, so she could pull them off. Tom’s hard cock springing up proudly before her. Shit! His cock was bigger than mine! Not by a lot, but it was the principle of the thing. Oh, grow up, David. I was pretty sure that Celine would be seeing bigger cocks than that later tonight. Looking at Dazhawn, I was downright positive of it.

		Her hands wrapped around his shaft, pumping it slowly, sensuously. Celine just looking at the hard cock before her. OMG! Her hands! Celine had taken off her wedding rings. Her tanned fingers showing the unmistakable mark where they had been. That hurt, even worse than seeing her naked like this, it hurt. Was she declaring that she was no longer my wife? No… No, not that. I realized, she didn’t want anybody to recognize her tomorrow. Celine looked at me one last time, her eyes now glassy with lust. Then, a minx like look on her face, she flicked out her tongue, licking a drop of precum from Tom’s throbbing shaft. I wanted to scream. To beg her to stop. But, instead, I just sat there mesmerized. My cock so hard it felt like it would burst as she opened her mouth and sensuously slid Tom’s cock inside it.

		He was groaning as she bobbed up and down on his thick shaft. His cock dripping with her saliva every time she pulled away from it. Then, she’d bob forward again. Taking him deeper and deeper each time. I could actually see her throat expanding as his thick shaft stretched it. Tom was gripping the chair now, trying hard not to explode in Celine’s sweet mouth.

		One last lick of his cock, and she pulled away. Standing up, she gave him a peck on the cheek. Then, she turned so her back was to him. Slowly, she slid her body down his. His hands sliding over her soft skin, cupping her breasts. Kneading them as she settled between his legs. Celine’s hands reaching for his hard shaft. Her eyes sought out mine one last time. Seeing her face, the lust in her eyes, I knew. There was no going back, this was happening.

		Slowly, she lowered her hips, the head of Tom’s cock sliding between her luscious pink lotus petals. Celine’s eyes opened wide at the unfamiliar intrusion. Her face was pale as she glanced at me one last time. Then, her mouth opened in awe as she dropped. Tom’s thick shaft filling her as she slid down his length. A scream tore from her lips! I’d heard that scream before. She was shaking with a violent orgasm as Tom’s cock ripped into her.

		I don’t think Celine even realized I was there anymore. Not now! Not with Tom’s hard cock plunging into her pussy over and over. Her thighs pumping as she rode his thick shaft. Constant cries and whimpers escaping from between her sweet lips. Tom was meeting her thrust for thrust now, his movements becoming more and more frantic. He was close.

		I nearly lost it when I saw his muscles tighten, his heavy ball sack tightened as his body jerked. Celine screamed! Her cry sounding wild and passionate, almost feral. Tom’s cum exploding deep inside of her unprotected pussy. Her head was tossing passionately, as she continued to ride his softening cock. Her little cries and whimpers still echoing around the room. Sweat glistened on her body as she finally opened her eyes. Blurrily looking around the room, trying to focus.

		Tom’s creamy jizz was seeping from around his softening shaft now, oozing from Celine’s pussy. A pool of it forming on the chair beneath her. I could barely breath. A huge cavern where my heart used to be. I nearly gasped out loud when she finally stood up. A huge glob of Tom’s creamy seed oozing from inside of her. Most of it falling to the floor, staining the carpet with her shame. The rest, sliding down her pale thighs, as she steadied herself.

		She turned around facing him. Bending as her lips kissed his cheek, whispering something to him. Her ass nearly in my face. Tom’s creamy seed oozing profusely from her swollen pussy! The rest of the guys started applauding. Congratulating Tom on his manly performance. Gathering my wits, I finally joined in. Though, my eyes were focused painfully on Celine as she retreated to the bedroom.

		After a respectful time, I joined her. It was hard to believe my eyes as I walked into the room. Celine was just standing there. Still not quite herself. Maybe, coming to grips with what she’d done. What she was about to do. She was still naked except for her stockings and heels. Her blonde wig tousled, sweat glistening on her pale skin. Her breath still coming in gasps. Her eyes were glazed, wild looking. Cum still seeped from inside of her, streaks of it sliding down her pale thighs. And, I’d never seen anything so erotically beautiful before in my life.

		

	
		

		Chapter 14

		

		Dave walked quietly from the room, pulling the door almost closed behind him. My heart swelling as he walked away. He still loved me despite what had happened. But, his walking away also left me with an emptiness. I was alone with what I’d done, what I was about to do. Shaking myself from the stupor I seemed to be in, I grabbed the handi-wipes and walked towards the en suite.

		The vision that greeted me, was not a pretty one. My hair was a mess. Well, Tiffany’s hair was, anyway! My hair was safely, and uncomfortably, tucked under the well fastened wig. My body was still covered in sweat from all the dancing, and… Uh… Other things. My nipples were red and swollen from the eight men sucking on them. Some of them, none too gently! And, my pussy was swollen and covered in Tom’s creamy cum. Oh! I must have presented a wonderful view for my husband just now. And, he still put his arms around me and kissed me. He French kissed me! Even though I had just had Tom’s cock in my mouth. It was so hot. Is that weird? His cock was so hard while he watched me with Tom. He had to be turned on…

		Don’t worry about that just yet, Celine. You have just begun to misbehave tonight. Let’s see how he feels when we get back to our own room? That will be the litmus test. Will he still want me after… OMG! Six more men have had their way with me? After, Dazhawn has had his way with me? A thrill running through me as I thought about the big black man.

		I lit the roach that I’d brought in with me, taking a few drags to calm myself. Then, finished wiping the sweat and cum from my body, I did a quick brush of my hair and touched up my lipstick. Feeling a little refreshed, I stepped back into the bedroom. The big king-sized bed staring back at me. I wonder who gets me first? Are they drawing straws or something? Peeking out the door, I let Dave know that I was ready. His face looking a little pale at the announcement.

		I was standing over by the bed when my first suitor came in. Dave closing the door behind him, almost closed anyway. He left a crack. I hadn’t thought about how hard it might be for him to have to listen to what was happening. But, I needed the extra security of knowing he was there. Call it selfish if you want, I don’t care. I needed to know he was there.

		As I heard the door, I turned around. Late twenties, maybe five-ten, 170. Dark hair, fairly nice looking. I couldn’t remember his name. Jim? Maybe? “Well, hello there,” I purred. “Just what can I do for you handsome?”

		“Oh, Baby! You can give me a suck and fuck. Bareback!” he grinned. Like I hadn’t known that was coming. Despite how scared I was, my nipples were hard as diamonds as he came closer. My pussy leaking like crazy, not all of it from Tom. I was turned on! Turned on by committing adultery, cuckolding my loving husband, right in front of his nose. God, I am such a slut. How can he possibly still want me?

		As he approached, I gave him a kiss on the cheek. He quickly toed off his shoes as I started undressing him. Shirt, pants… Oh, my! About six inches, maybe… Hell! It was a cock. It was similar to Dave’s, to Tom’s. A big drop of precum had already gathered on the head of it. I grinned up at him, then still looking into his eyes, I licked the head. His taste not that different from Tom. I bobbed up and down his shaft a while, making sure to stop before… Anyway, standing up, I pulled him towards the big bed.

		As he crawled into the bed, his lips found my nipple. Suckling there while I whimpered my approval. His hands roaming my body. Kneading my breast, cupping my ass, even playing with my little slit. His fingers finding my clit, stroking it gently. As he grew impatient, he pushed my legs apart, sliding between them. His cock standing out proudly, my saliva still glistening on his shaft.

		Pushing forward, his cock pierced my throbbing pussy. I let out a little squeal as he plunged inside of me. Tom’s cum still lubricating my pussy, as my newest lover began to fuck me. His cock sliding in and out of me, faster and faster. My hands went around his shoulders as he started to really take me. My nails digging in, his cock like some jackhammer inside of me.

		His pubic bone crashed against my clit with every thrust. Shock waves rolling through me each time. Faster and faster, sweat dripping from his brow as he used me. My body covered in it as well, I was trying hard to hold on. Damn, he was really fucking me. Plunging inside me over and over. Finally, I felt the change in his rhythm, he was close.

		I couldn’t help it, I wanted it. “Do it, Baby! Cum in me! Fill my hot little pussy with your steaming cum,” I whispered in his ear. The bed creaking loudly beneath us as he plunged into me. My whole body shaking with his onslaught. Then, it was happening. I heard him cry out, felt his cock jerking inside of me. Hot cum filling my pussy for the second time tonight. An orgasm tearing through me as I felt him explode inside me.

		I was still gasping for air as he pulled out. A flood of sticky cum flowing from inside of me, pooling between my legs. Hopping off, he gave me a kiss on the cheek, then dressed. I was climbing out of the bed as he left. Feeling used, but also feeling… I don’t know how to describe it? I’d just fucked two different men. I felt so wanton! So, depraved! Dave sticking his head in to check on me. I nodded that I was fine and asked for a few minutes.

		Another trip to the en suite, another handi-wipe, and I was ready for round three…

		

	
		

		Chapter 15

		

		The guys had all put their names in a bowl. I had declined to participate, flashing my wedding ring as I did. Receiving some understandably good natured ribbing from all of them. Since I wasn’t playing, I had the ‘honor’ of drawing to see who would be the first through the door. Jim’s was the first name I pulled. He seemed like a nice enough guy, but who knew? I’d only met him a couple of hours ago. He had a hell of a big grin on his face as he stuffed four hundred dollars into my hand.

		I wanted to cry as I opened the door for him, leaving only a slight crack as I pulled it to behind him. I heard Celine’s soft purr as she asked what she could do for him. I suppose we should have thought of that earlier. Maybe, some different colored tickets or something, so she’d know. Not that it made much difference, I guessed. Before the night was out? Seven guys? One of them would probably have used her in every hole she had. What did it really matter, who did what?

		There was some barely audible slurping going on, I presumed that Celine was fulfilling the ‘suck’ part of the bareback ‘suck and fuck’ that he’d paid for. My imagination picturing her on her knees, his hard shaft covered in her saliva just like Tom’s had been. Despite the torment I felt, I found my cock stiffening at the sounds coming from inside the room. Finally, I could hear them as they climbed onto the bed. Just soft whispers, and some purring from Celine. Then, I heard her little cry. OMG! He was using her. I heard the bed start to move, sort of… I don’t know… Bouncing? A constant rhythm developing as he fucked my wife! His cock filling her pussy. That pussy that had been just mine until tonight.

		Her cries becoming louder now, little whimpers and cries that told me she was enjoying the fucking he was giving her. Her pussy wrapped tightly around his cock as he plunged into her over and over. Then, it was happening. I heard Jim give a loud groan as Celine let out a scream. His cock filling her for the second time tonight. I wanted to crawl into a hole somewhere and never come out.

		A few minutes later, Jim walked from the room. A big grin on his face. I peeked inside, Celine was sitting on the edge of the bed. Her body covered in sweat, her breasts heaving as she gasped for breath. She smiled at me weakly, nodding she was okay. Then, she asked for a few minutes.

		While we all waited, I drew the next name. Bill was the lucky guy this time. He was tall and muscular, probably an ex-football player. I hoped he wasn’t too big, if you know what I mean? I heard Celine call out that she was ready as he put four, one hundred-dollar bills into my hand. I stuffed them into the pile I was collecting. As, with a big grin, he pushed through the door.

		One by one, I would draw a name as the men put money in my hand and waltzed through that door. Each time, I could hear the big bed pounding. Celine’s little cries tearing me apart. Her screams, as they came inside of her, filling her wanton pussy, nearly killing me. But, she persevered. Three hours later, there were only two guys left, Mike and Dazhawn. She’d been dancing or fucking for over four hours now. She had to be near exhaustion.

		One more man, leaving her room. One more name to draw from the bowl. Mike, the lucky recipient of her charms. That left Dazhawn as the last man standing. I didn’t think I could feel any more stressed, but I was wrong. When Mike stepped up to me, he pulled out six hundred dollars and laid it into my hand. Anal sex. Bareback, anal sex. He was going to sodomize my wife!

		Oh, don’t get me wrong, we’d tried anal sex a few times. It’s not like she was a blushing virgin back there. Trust me, I’d tried that little rosebud of hers, and it was sweet. But, it wasn’t her favorite position by a long shot. She had to be really turned on, and even then, I’m not sure how well she enjoyed it. Though, she did seem to orgasm. And, it did feel… Well, I mean, she’s just so tight back there. Damn! It’s like taking a virgin or something, you know?

		I didn’t hear a whole lot of preamble this time. Mike went through the door and told her what he’d paid for. Then, I heard a squeal as something bounced on the bed! I had a feeling that it was Celine that was the bouncee. Then, things were quiet for a while. A few happy whimpers from my wife, like he was eating her or maybe suckling her?

		Then, a scream! Oh, God! Did she scream. I almost bolted through the door. Even the other guys hesitated in their drunken conversations. But, she didn’t call my name. Then, I heard her start to moan, little cries filling the air as the bed did its shifting thing against the floor or wall or whatever was causing the noise. Mike was fucking her ass! And, Celine was… Damn, it was beginning to sound like she was enjoying it. A final scream from her, and the noise stopped. It was over, he’d sodomized her. Her ass was now full of his creamy seed. As full as the rest of her was. My little slut of a wife.

		There wasn’t as much congratulating when Mike came back out. But, then, they were all pretty much three sheets to the wind by now. A couple had already passed out. Even Tom was flagging fast as Dazhawn stepped up, dropping four hundred dollars into my hand. He pushed silently through the door. His big frame almost totally filling the doorway. I wasn’t sure I could listen this time. Celine, with a black man? My wife, bred like some two-bit whore? Dazhawn’s big black cock tearing her apart? And, I was sure he had one! There had been too many remarks made earlier. Some of the guys apparently knew for sure that he was extremely well endowed. Probably golf buddies or whatever, shower room glimpses and all that.

		Tom came over, handed me a fresh beer and chatted for a bit. Thanking me for… Well, everything. Tonight, had been quite the party, and ‘Tiffany’ had been a big part of it. He suggested that I add a little bonus for her efforts, like maybe another grand? Commenting that it had been one hell of a sendoff. If he only knew…

		I promised him I’d see to it and congratulated him one more time. I’d be seeing all of them again tomorrow at the chapel and reception, anyway. Though what kind of shape they’d be in, was somewhat debatable. By the time Tom went back to the others, I wasn’t sure what might be going on inside. I listened carefully, trying to make sure Celine was alright. Finally, I heard them. The two of them apparently climbing onto the bed. Oh, God!

		There was no way I wanted to listen to this. But, there was no way I could block it out either. Celine screamed when he took her! Like, right from the start. Long before I heard the bed start to thump, his cock ripping her apart as he entered her well used pussy. Was this the biggest cock she’d ever had? Probably. Hell, it’s not like we talked about our past lovers in any detail. I knew how many men she’d been with before we were married, but that was all. Just the comparing numbers thing that everybody did anymore.

		I could hear the bed pounding now. No doubt about it, the bed was slamming against the wall, hard! Celine crying out with every thrust. Just a constant heavy beat as Dazhawn fucked her like she was some street slut. Breeding her! His black cock filling her over and over. It had to stop soon. It had to! How long could he fuck her? It seemed like hours. Then, the beat changed. Faster, more staccato somehow. Celine’s cries increasing, culminating a wild scream! And, then, silence… The silence seeming almost worse somehow.

		When Dazhawn exited the room a few minutes later, he just grinned. “She gonna need a minute or two, man. That is some fine pussy!”

		I spent a few minutes, busying myself. Collecting all the money, grabbing up Celine’s clothes and stripper paraphernalia. I even poured a glass of wine for her. Finally, I didn’t have anything more to busy myself with. Hesitantly, I stepped towards the bedroom.

		I was shaking as I cracked the door. The room smelled of pot smoke, and sex. It reeked of sex! I don’t know how else to explain it? Just that musky, sweaty smell that remains after a marathon session of sex. Celine was draped across the big king-sized bed. Her pale body covered in sweat. I could see her body heaving as she tried to catch her breath. The bedding pulled askew where her fingernails had clawed into it.

		As I moved to her, I could see the marks on her body. Their marks! Little bruises and hickies all over her. Her ass bright red. Somebody, probably Dazhawn, had spanked her. I think I’d have heard it if it had been anybody else. But, there was no way I’d have heard the slaps over the bed pounding against the wall. Her legs were slightly spread, a heavy pool of creamy cum seeping from inside of her. A huge wet spot on the bed where… OMG!

		Pulling her to me, I held her tightly. Her face was streaked with tears, but she smiled weakly at me. “See? I did it, didn’t I? I was a slut tonight. Your slut!” she whispered.

		I kissed her. My tongue pushing past her lips, Frenching her. Her kiss tasting of… Fuck! She tasted of sweat and cum. Her sweet mouth had been wrapped around… I didn’t even know? Six, seven cocks already tonight? Her pussy, her ass, both full of the cum of other men? And, I didn’t care…

		“I love you, Celine. Yes, you did it, Baby. It’s over. They’ve all had their turn. Let’s get you cleaned up a little and then, I’ll take you back to our room.”

		“No, Dave. You can’t. I’ll have to do that myself. Please? We can’t let them know, Dave,” she pleaded. A little whimper in her voice. “I’ll be fine. You go on out, then after I’ve left, you come back to our room in a few minutes. Promise me, okay? I’ll be waiting for you.”

		

	
		

		Chapter 16

		

		I was on pins and needles, every time the door opened, I wondered who would walk through? What they’d paid for? I’d been counting. Sort of anyway. I was pretty sure there were only two or three left. One of them would be Dazhawn, it was kind of easy to pick him out! Okay, I was being naughty about it. Can you blame me? But, I wasn’t sure who else was left.

		So far, everybody had chosen the ‘suck and fuck’ option. ‘Bareback’ of course, just like Dave had predicted. One of the guys, Bill I think was his name, was uncircumcised. That was different. But, other than that it’s all been pretty normal. If getting fucked by a whole bunch of men could be considered normal? It was kind of hot, you know? All those men, fucking me? Wanting me? I mean, I was getting sore down there, but other than that… Okay, honestly, I think I sloshed a little as I walked back to the en suite this time! I am so full of cum. I mean, what? Five loads so far? Something like that, anyway. It’s just pouring out of me every time I stand up. And, I’m not done yet! God, I am such a slut.

		Was I out of my mind for doing this? I mean, I had a reason at the start. Now, I don’t care what Tom did for us. All right, that’s not true. I do care. That’s why I’m here and determined to see it through. Besides, at this point, the damage is done. I’m an adulteress. I’m a whore. I’ve cuckolded my husband over and over all night long. Either, he still loves me, or he doesn’t. But, shamefully, it turned me on, too. I felt just so unbelievably sexy. All those men…

		I wiped myself off for the umpteenth time tonight, took a couple more hits of pot, and ran my fingers through my hair. I was a mess, but there was no repairing it. I cleaned between my legs one more time… Gently… And, let Dave know I was ready.

		When the door opened, Mike walked in. I remembered his name, but just barely. Going over to him, I kissed his cheek. “Hi there, what can I do for you tonight?” I asked. Damn, I wished I hadn’t.

		“Anal, Baby! Back door all the way. Bareback, too,” he grinned. I swear, if I’ve ever seen an evil grin? That was it! He was still grinning, when he picked me up and dropped me on the bed. I felt like some bouncing ball. I lay there while he undressed. Fuck! He wasn’t exactly tiny, either. I bet he had a good seven inches standing out there. Fairly thick, too.

		“Come here a minute, let me get you a little wet first, okay?” I asked. Mike sidled up to the bed as I began to suck his cock. I had one hand playing with my drenched pussy. Rubbing my clit, prepping for what was to come. I never thought to buy any lube. I was so going to regret that! I slid my fingers down to moisten my tight rosebud. Over and over, I scooped cum from inside of me, layering it wetly around my ass. Lubing myself the best I could.

		Finally, Mike pulled away. “No more, Tiffany. I want your ass, not your mouth.” Then, he reached out and flipped me over like I was a feather. I was on my knees, doggy style now. My pussy still leaking its cream filled discharge. Mike moving up between my legs. He pulled my ass cheeks apart and pressed his cock against my tight rosebud.

		“You look tight back here, Tiff. Not so used to this, huh? You’ll like it.” With that, he pushed. OMG! I screamed! There was no passion to it, either. It hurt. Fuck! It hurt! I almost called out for Dave. Almost… But, I just couldn’t. There were stars before my eyes as his thick cock rammed all the way inside my dark flower. Then, he was seesawing in and out of me. My fingers found my clit, rubbing it frantically. My face was buried in the covers now, there was no way I could hold myself up. Not with his cock crashing into my ass like this. When he finally came, I let out a wild scream. His lava hot seed filling me, spreading inside of me like some burning fever. My fingers still frantic, I finally reached orgasm myself. My body shuddering as he emptied his cock in to me.

		When he left, I felt like asking if it was over, but I knew it wasn’t. I knew I hadn’t been with Dazhawn yet. Beyond that? I guess I didn’t remember anymore. It was all just a jumble of thoughts, and men, and cocks. Was I almost done? Weakly, I went into the en suite. Grabbing a handi-wipe, I washed myself off. Gently cleaning around my little asshole. Then, I brushed my hair as I took a couple more hits of pot. There was a little wine left too. So, I downed that.

		Gently, I wiped off my face, washing away the streaks of tears left by my last encounter. I never did like anal sex. I liked it even less now. Feeling a little better after freshening up, I touched up my lipstick and walked back out into the other room. The bed covers were a wreck. I straightened things out a little, but… WTF? There wasn’t much use? There was a huge wet spot on the bed. Was that all from me? Ohhh… I really was a whore!

		Shaking it off, I went over and let Dave know I was ready. Hmmph!!!! Yeah, I was ready, all right. I swear the door went dark when Dazhawn walked through. He filled up the whole damn opening. He pushed the door closed behind him, but I saw Dave crack it back open. My overwatch was still there.

		Hesitantly, I walked up to him. His cologne was something heavy. Stifling almost. Even on tiptoes, he had to bend to let me kiss his cheek. When I asked him what I could do for him, he just laughed. Then, he told me to undress him. Okay!!!! Well, if it got too serious, I could always call for help, I guess. But, my pussy tingled at the forcefulness of his words.

		I slowly began to unbutton his shirt. It was silk, expensive. Just like the rest of his clothes. His muscled chest coming into view with each button. My fingers were so pale next to his black skin. I mean, Dazhawn was black, black! Like… I don’t know… Jamaican, maybe? That type of really dark skin. Anyway, I was shaking a little as I pulled his shirt off. His arms were as thick as my thighs.

		Dazhawn told me take his shoes off. Like, you can’t kick them off yourself? Oh, okay. On my knees, I slid his shoes off for him. He wasn’t wearing any socks. Of course, he wasn’t. Unfastening his belt, I could see the bulge tenting his trousers. It was a pretty darn big bulge! Licking my lips, I went ahead and tugged his zipper down, then just a pull of the clip and his pants dropped. He was commando under them. And… OMG!

		Dazhawn kicked his trousers away as I stared in awe. I’d never seen anything like that before. Never! His cock was huge. I mean, maybe ten inches long? And, thick. Soda can type thick. Certainly, thicker than any dildo I’d ever used. There was no way that thing was fitting inside of me. I don’t care how well lubricated I was at the moment. It wouldn’t fit. No way!

		“Suck it, Baby,” he declared. Right!!! Just how am I supposed to do that? My mouth doesn’t open that wide you idiot! The head of his cock was so big. “Now! Suck it, Tiffany,” he ordered.

		Okay, okay! I didn’t like being ordered to do things, but… Damn, it turned me on, too. I leaned forward, my tongue running along the dark slit of his cock. The taste of him filling me. I was licking his cock. That big, thick, long black shaft of his. I washed it with my tongue, coating it with my saliva. Even tonguing his black balls. The manliness of him filling my nostrils as I sucked one of his balls into my mouth. His curly pubic hair wiry against my face.

		Licking back up to the head of his cock, I stared at him again. “Do it, Bitch!” he ordered. His hands going around my head and pulling me forward. Okay, all right! I opened my mouth as wide as I could. The head of his cock pushing my jaws even wider. OMG! That thing was in my mouth. I flicked my tongue over him the best I could. Dazhawn moaning a little above me. There was no way that thing was going down my throat. But, I could at least bob my head a little, using my tongue to tease him.

		My jaws ached like crazy by now. He was just so damn big. Plus, I’d already sucked… Um… Honestly? I didn’t know how many cocks I’d sucked tonight! Finally, he pulled that thing from inside of me. I fell to the floor, gasping for breath as he grinned down at me. Reaching down, he lifted me up from the floor. Holding me upright, until I could steady myself. Then, he pushed me towards the bed. I don’t suppose you’d take no for an answer? Naw! No sense in even asking. I was a whore, nothing more, as far as he was concerned. Whores knew how to do this. Right!!!!

		Dazhawn climbed in after me, his lips fastening on my tits. His teeth tearing at my swollen nipples, biting them. I just lay there, whimpering as he pulled at me again and again. Finally, he reached down and flipped me over. Oh, damn, not again! But, he just pulled me up doggy style and sidled up behind me. The heat of his body against my thighs, my ass cheeks. I felt that monster probing at my swollen pussy. Breathing a little sigh of relief at that, I felt him push a little more insistently.

		Oh, fuck!!!!! I screamed as he pushed that thing into me. Damn, he was huge. I’ve never been split open like that before. Never!!!! I was still crying out, when I felt a hand slap my ass. Hard! Then, another slap and he thrust forward. His cock burying itself all the way inside my ravaged pussy. I thought I was going to pass out. It hurt so bad. It was so thick. It was so… Fucking… Deep… Oh, my God! I’ve never felt like that. He was so deep inside of me. His cock hitting places that I didn’t know I had! An orgasm racing through me.

		He was thrusting now, tearing me in two again and again. Each thrust accompanied with a slap to my ass. The bed was jerking wildly, slamming against the wall behind it. It felt like we were in the middle of an earthquake or something. I lost all sense of time, of place, of who I was… His cock just ripping into me as I screamed over and over. My body jerking in spasm after spasm as multiple orgasms ripped through me.

		Dazhawn was using me, taking me like I was some whore off the street. Hell, I didn’t know, maybe I was… After tonight, maybe I really was. I was nearly incoherent, not really knowing where I was anymore. Finally, he groaned, his mammoth cock pulsing inside of me. His black baby seed filling my unprotected womb over and over. Breeding me! Oh, fuck! Don’t let me get pregnant from this? Please, don’t?

		Tears were streaming down my face as he pulled that monster from inside of me. I was just a limp piece of flesh, lying exhausted on the bed. At least, I think I was on the bed. I wasn’t too sure of anything right then. Suddenly, Dazhawn’s fingers wrapped in my hair again. Pulling my face to his crotch, he looked down at me. “Clean me, Bitch,” he ordered.

		“Wha…” I mumbled.

		“You heard me. Lick me clean.” His hand landing hard on my ass one more time. “Now!”

		Okay, okay! What the hell? I’ve done every other filthy thing I possibly could tonight. What was one more thing? Slowly I opened my mouth and licked his slick shaft. His velvety black skin covered with white creamy cum from inside of me. The cum of all the men I’d fucked tonight. It was so degrading. So filthy. And… I came… An earthshattering orgasm tearing through me as he forced me to lick the filth from him. Filth? Well, honestly, it had come from inside of me. What did that make me?

		Finished with me, he just dropped my limp body back to the bed. Then, he dressed and left the room. Leaving me there. Used, naked, and alone…

		

	
		

		Chapter 17

		

		I was standing in front of the mirror in the bath, brushing my long dark hair out. It felt so good to get rid of that wig. Not that the rat’s nest I created was in much better shape than the wig had been, but it was all mine. It made me feel more like Celine, I guess. The rest of me? Well, doing anything about the rest of me was going to take a while. My face was a streaky mess, lipstick smeared, mascara running down my cheeks. I was still sweaty despite wiping myself off back at the suite. And, there was no stopping the flow of creamy cum that was oozing from my pussy. It just kept drooling.

		I had gotten myself together, mostly anyway, before walking out of the room I’d been using. I was already dressed, my raincoat covering the nightie that I’d used for my stripper costume. Everything was packed back in my carryall, including the envelope with my illicit earnings for the night. OMG! I couldn’t believe it when I’d looked inside. I counted it three times, before I realized that it was all real. $6,600.00! It was a fortune! That, added to the money we’d already saved, was enough for a down payment. We’d finally have a house of our own.

		Glancing at Dave, I’d given Tom a kiss on the cheek before I left, waving goodbye to all the men. At least, those that were still conscious! Snicker, snicker… They were so going to regret this tomorrow. Um… So was I. OMG! You have no idea. I mean, have you ever been fucked by seven men? I was sure that I’d be sore for a week. And, um… Well, I guess I wasn’t done yet? I mean, I still had Dave to take care of, didn’t I? And, I really wanted to take care of him! Despite having seven loads of cum inside of me, I wanted one more. I wanted Dave to reclaim me. To make me his again. I can’t even explain how important that seemed right now, having my husband make love to me.

		Shaking my hair out one last time, I walked out into our room. Dave had already seen me covered in sweat and cum, there was no sense in trying to hide what I’d done. For some reason, I needed him to see me this way. His wife, looking like the slut that I’d become tonight. I quickly turned down the bed and set the lights where I wanted them. I even turned on some music, using my new Bluetooth speakers and my phone. It made me feel so wicked. Like my husband was about to be another one of my ‘john’s.’

		I had just gotten the music started when I heard the click of the lock. I turned slowly, seeing Dave slide hesitantly into the room. As he walked in, I crooked my finger at him. Summoning him to me. My cuckold. God, I loved this man!

		I know. I guess, that sounds dirty somehow, doesn’t it? Maybe it is, I don’t know? But, I really did love him despite having blatantly fucked seven other men tonight. In a weird way, in my mind, I’d done it for him. Given myself to all of them, as a wedding present to his best friend. As my gift to Dave. Okay! Okay! I’d gotten off on it. I admit it. It was the hottest thing I’ve ever done in my life. I’d stripped naked in front of all of them. Let them see me. Fucked Tom, right in front of them. His hard cock filling my pussy as they all watched, even Dave. And, I enjoyed it. But, that didn’t mean that I loved my husband any less.

		I watched his face closely as he came towards me. The only thing I’d really done was take off my wig. I was Celine again. But, the rest of me? I was sure that I presented quite the picture. My stockings were torn and stained. My nipples were almost raw, with hickies covering my breasts. Cum still oozed from inside my ravaged pussy, streaks of it drooling shamelessly down my legs. And, we won’t even mention the condition of my ass! I’d gotten a look at it in the bath, I looked like a ripe tomato back there. I had a feeling it was going to be uncomfortable sitting down for a couple of days.

		As he came up to me, I saw his nose wrinkle. Oops! Well, yeah, I suppose there was that, too. I had to reek of sex! Seven men had used me like some whore, tonight. Their cum was still inside me. Their sweat and cologne clung cloyingly to my body. It would take a very long, very hot shower to begin to make me fit for company tomorrow. But, right now, I wanted my husband. I motioned him closer.

		Sliding my arms around his neck, I kissed him. The same filthy mouth that had wrapped around seven cocks tonight, kissed him. My tongue driving between his lips. Could he taste Dazhawn’s cock in my kiss? That huge black snake that I’d licked clean? Slurping up all the cum that coated it? The cum that still drooled from inside of me? For some reason, I hoped he could. I wanted him to. Is that bad? Was I flaunting my behavior at him? Or, did I just want to share that intimacy with him? I don’t even know.

		I knew one thing, I wanted more. Just like Dazhawn had demanded that I clean him? I wanted Dave to clean me! To know everything that I’d done tonight. Breaking our kiss, I pressed against his shoulders. He seemed confused at first, but he complied. Kneeling before me, his face buried hesitantly in my adulterous pussy. His tongue… OMG! OMG!!!!!! I screamed!!!! I’ve never been shaken like that before. Never! When my husband’s tongue ran along my filthy slit, my whole body dissolved in the wildest spasm I’ve ever felt.

		A huge flood of cum poured from inside of me. I’m sure it filled his mouth, even drooled down his face. There was just so much of it. Er… Well… Yeah! Six loads of it! I didn’t think about my ass until later. Snicker, snicker… Oh, well. Anyway, I just kept spasming. It’s a damn good thing there was a wall behind me. Otherwise, I’m pretty sure I’d have collapsed on the floor. But, it felt soooooo good.

		When I finally pulled him away, Dave’s face was drenched. That’s okay. I kissed him anyway! I didn’t care. Frantically, I pulled him towards our bed. The first clean one I’d seen for a while. Guess what, I intended to get it dirty. “Fuck me, David! Please? Take me back? Make me yours again?”

		Ripping off his clothes, he slid in next to me. Once again, our kisses full of unbridled passion. And, then, finally… I thought I was in heaven when his hard rod filled me. It wasn’t the biggest cock I’d taken tonight, but it was mine…

		

		*

		

		I sat proudly next to my husband, eating the rubbery chicken dinner they served at the reception. Tom and Rochelle made a beautiful couple, all smiles and giggles. I felt a little strange, being up there at the head table. All the men I’d serviced the night before lined up next to us. But, none of them offered the least bit of recognition. It felt even stranger when I kissed Tom, offering my congratulations. My pussy tingled just a little, as I did. It was a little embarrassing hugging Rochelle after that, but she’d never know. And, I certainly wasn’t about to tell!

		Even Dave, admitted that he would never have known the attractive woman at his side was the blonde slut from the previous evening. My long dark hair flowed beautifully down my bare back. My makeup, far less conspicuous tonight. Even my perfume was different, more refined. Back to my regular scent. I’d had to do some judicious makeup magic to cover a couple of hickies, but other than that nobody could tell. The backless dress I had on, stopped before it reached my still red ass. Would you believe, I could still see Dazhawn’s hand prints back there? The prick! Well, yeah, he did have one of those!!!! OMG! He was big!!!

		Trust me ladies, if you ever get the chance? Do it…

		

	
		

		Epilogue

		

		We were all lounging around the swimming pool at our new house, basking in the California sun. Margarita’s flowing, as Tom and Rochelle visited for the first time. I’m not sure who had suggested it? I think it was just a joke at the time, but end result? We’d all decided to go skinny dipping. Dave and I did it all the time, of course. That’s what the tall privacy fence was for. But, we didn’t usually have company when we did.

		We had just finished off the pitcher, so I got up to make another batch of the Tequila laced drinks. Dave and Rochelle in some deep conversation about Game of Thrones. Yeah, okay, how deep could it be? Right? I had just turned the blender off when Tom came into the kitchen. It shocked me when he came up behind me. His arms snaking around my waist as he kissed my neck!

		“What are you…” my hand coming around to give him a slap, when he grabbed it!

		“Exactly what I want to do, ‘Tiffany.’ You forget, I’ve seen that butterfly tattoo and this body, up close and personal. Very personal, if you get my meaning,” he grinned.

		My blood ran cold at his words. He knew! Haltingly, I admitted what had happened. How Candy had been in an accident, last minute thing, only wanted things to go smoothly, didn’t want to disappoint… Tom, laughing. “Oh, I’m not complaining, Celine. It was a night I’ll remember forever.

		“Under the circumstances, I was wondering… Well, Rochelle and I are pretty free and easy. We’ve even talked about… Um… Doing some experimenting? And, since you and I have already… Experimented? Maybe the four of us could get a little better acquainted? I have a feeling Rochelle would be fine with it. She seems to really like Dave. What do you say?”

		My heart was pounding, my nipples like diamonds as I thought about being with Tom again. My first lover. Just doing it openly this time. Even Dave getting to enjoy some extracurricular fun? I was okay with that. I really was. After all, fair is fair. Hmmm… I was very okay with it, all of it. “I’ll have a private chat with Dave, Tom. No promises, but we’ll see where the night takes us. In the meantime…” Slowly, I slid to my knees in front of him. His cock pulsing in my face, I slowly took hold of him. Licking that hard shaft, tasting him for the second time. This time, I didn’t stop when he started to get excited. Tom’s hot, creamy cum filling my mouth and throat as I greedily swallowed every drop. I make a good slut. Trust me.

		A few minutes later, I walked casually back out to the patio. Setting the pitcher of drinks on the table, I walked over to my husband. Snuggling close, I slid into his lap. My bare ass feeling his cock swell. My tongue plunging into his shocked mouth. He pulled away, looking at me strangely. The taste of Tom’s creamy cum still warm in my kiss. Sitting in his lap, I whispered what had happened.

		Dave’s cock stiffening between my legs as I admitted my depraved wandering in the kitchen. But, it got even harder when I told him that Tom had suggested swapping wives tonight… Snicker, snicker…

		

		***

		

		Thank you for taking the time to read my short story. I sincerely hope you enjoyed reading about Dave and Celine’s adventure as much as I did writing about it. If you enjoyed it, won’t you please take a moment to leave me a review at your favorite retailer? And, don’t forget to check out my other stories and novellas, as well! Just click on the Author’s Page icon to see a complete listing. Happy reading!

		

		Many Thanks!

		Richard Carlisle
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