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This story is a work of fiction, and all people and events therein are fictitious. Any similarities are purely coincidental.

All characters portrayed in this story are over the age of 18.

The author does not condone the actions of any of the characters in this story and certainly doesn’t condone any form of non-consensual sex or any level of misogyny. The contents of this story are fantastical and are meant to be enjoyed as such.


One

The Sirloin District of Bay City was known to be a safe neighborhood, but it was still rather sketchy, especially by the standards of George Grisham’s suburban upbringing. The buildings in the area, while not decrepit, were old and not particularly well maintained. Their brick exteriors were grimy and graffiti covered. There was even the occasional boarded up window.

The storefronts also looked run down. There weren’t any chains or big and bright corporate businesses in this part of the city, only small bodegas, liquor stores, and cheap restaurants whose exteriors were grungy and whose interiors were dimly lit and didn’t look particularly inviting.

And then there were the streetwalkers.

Bay City had legalized prostitution a couple of years ago, and the Sirloin was the place to go for anyone who wanted to indulge in those sort of delights. It seemed there was a woman on every block, scantily clad, face overly made up, trying to attract customers. Some of the bolder ones would even go up to pedestrians and try to engage with them, hoping to stir up some business.

George kept his arm draped protectively over Rachel’s shoulders as they walked from the movie theater to the parking space they’d found. It had been a few months since George moved to Bay City with his family for work, and he had never actually been down to the Sirloin. He had bought a home in the suburbs of the city and worked in the financial district on the other side of town. The only reason he and his wife were in the neighborhood at the moment was because it had the only parking spot they could find near the movie theater they were going to, a stylish throwback theater in the more upscale neighboring area.

They had almost made it back to the car without incident, when one of the streetwalkers approached them.

She strutted up to them on high heels that clicked against the pavement. She wore a short, red leather jacket that came down to the middle of her stomach and hung open, revealing that she was only wearing a bra beneath. Her long, tanned legs were bare and almost entirely revealed, as she only wore a pair of denim hot pants.

She caught George’s eye as she walked toward them. He tried to avert his gaze, but it was too late.

“Are you two down for some fun, maybe adding a little spice to your marriage?” she asked, stepping in front of them.

“Um, no, thanks,” George said.

“You sure?” she said, turning her eyes towards Rachel and addressing her. “It could be fun.”

Rachel just stared back at her. When she didn’t answer, George spoke up again.

“No, we’re fine, thank you,” he said, firmly, hoping to put an end to the conversation.

“Well you know where to find me if you change your mind, baby,” the woman said jokingly, giving Rachel a wink. She nodded her head to George, then stepped out of the way, moving on down the street.

“I’m sorry about that,” George said, as they rushed on down the street. “We shouldn’t have parked here.”

He noticed that Rachel was looking back over her shoulder, glancing at the woman. He squeezed his wife’s side, trying to comfort her.

“She’s harmless, I’m sure,” he said. “Nothing to worry about.”

“I’m not worried,” Rachel said, looking at him tentatively.

She didn’t say anything more until they were seated in the car. Then as George was getting ready to pull out of the parking space, she suddenly spoke up.

“I think it’s sorta hot.”

“What?” he said.

“The idea of being a prostitute,” she said, looking at him shyly. “I mean, I know it’s not, in real life. But the fantasy of it, being that sexually confident and desirable. I think it’s sorta hot.”

“Oh,” George said.

He wasn’t really sure what to say to that. Rachel had never expressed any real sexual fantasies since they had been together, even back to their days in high school. He felt Rachel wrap her hand around his.

“I’m sorry, I didn’t mean that to be weird,” she said. “I love you. I don’t fantasize about being with other men, or…”

“It’s okay, I get it,” he said. He wasn’t sure he did, but it seemed like the best thing to say. He smiled, then leaned in and kissed her.

They spent the rest of the car ride home discussing the movie they had just seen.

X-X-X

A couple of days later George had mostly forgotten about his wife’s confession. He was washing dishes when she hugged him from behind and whispered in his ears.

“The kids are in bed. I want you to come meet me in the bedroom in fifteen minutes.”

“I like the sound of that,” he replied.

He felt her lips on the back of his neck, and then she was gone. He was already starting to harden. He continued to clean up the kitchen, checking the clock regularly to make sure he gave Rachel enough time to do whatever she was planning. Almost as soon as the fifteen minutes were up, he made his way upstairs to their bedroom.

Rachel was sitting on their bed, but his usually demure wife now looked like a sex goddess. Her long, statuesque legs were encased in fishnet stockings. She wore booty shorts that were short enough he could see the stocking tops and got a delicious view of the pale flesh of her thighs. She wore a halter top that had a translucent midriff area, showing off her tight body. She had done up her make-up with heavy eye shadow and bright red lipstick. Her brown hair pooled around her lovely face, bright blue eyes shining as she looked up at him expectantly.

“Hey, baby,” she said in a sultry voice. “My name’s Roxy. I heard you wanted to have some fun.”

“Hey, Roxy,” George said, playing along. “I like the sound of that.”

“Well, before we start, how much money do you have for me?” she asked.

George pulled out his wallet and looked inside.

“Fifty bucks,” he said.

“That’s about enough for a blow job,” she said. She pointed to the dresser. “Leave the cash there.”

He took the money from his wallet and left it there. Then he walked over to his wife, taking in the changed woman in front of him. He was already hard, turned on by her new look and the little game she was playing.

As soon as he reached the edge of the bed, she leaned forward and unzipped his fly, pulling down his pants just enough to free his cock. She began to stroke it gently.

“Nice and hard already, I can see you need some help with this,” she said, smiling up at him.

She leaned forward, taking his manhood between her lips. George let out as a gasp of pleasure as she began to bob her head up and down on his cock, taking this length into the warmth of her mouth. Over the course of their long relationship, Rachel had become quite good at giving head. Between the warm, wetness of her mouth, the swirling of her tongue, and the stroking of her hands over his cock George was quickly in heaven. Usually he could last a bit when she worked him, but seeing her dressed in her slutty clothing playing out her fantasy heightened the whole situation, and it wasn’t long before he yelled out that he was cumming.

Rachel clamped her lips around him and drank down his semen as he ejaculated.

“Oh God, babe, that was amazing,” George said, as she let his limp dick slide from her mouth.

“Well, if you ever need a good time, you know where to find me,” she said, giving him a coy smile while standing up. “Just remember to bring some cash.”

With that she walked past him, picking up the cash from the dresser and exiting the room. George smiled to himself as he sat down on the bed. A couple minutes later Rachel returned, shutting the bedroom door behind her and climbing into bed with him.

“Hey, Roxy,” he said, giving her a hug.

“It was the only stripper sounding name I could think of that started with ‘r’,” she said, smiling at him. “Did you like that?”

“It was fun,” he said.

“I thought so too,” she said. She blushed. “In fact, it’s got me pretty turned on.”

George unbuttoned her shorts, pulling them down and slipping a finger inside her. His wife moaned, bucking her hips against him. She was soaking wet.

“I think I can help with that,” he said, continuing to rub her as he pulled her in for a kiss.


Two

Rachel couldn’t believe she was actually going through with this. The Sirloin was known to be a safe area, despite its rundown appearance, but standing on the street corner the way she was left her feeling exposed.

Used to wearing more conservative clothing, at least out in public, she was now wearing a black leather micro skirt that exposed most of her thighs, displaying the garters that ran from the tops of her fishnet stockings. The open-toed stiletto heels she chose to go with the outfit accentuated her long, toned legs. She had a red halter crop top that showed off her tight midriff, over which she wore a black leather jacket. Her brown hair was tied back, and her face was made-up with thick eye shadow, blush, and flashy lipstick.

She tried to stand confidently, like this was how she always dressed when she was out in public. Like she belonged.

It had been about a month since she first broke out her “Roxy” persona for George in their bedroom, and since then things had only escalated. At first had simply found more trashy get-ups that she could wear when they had sex and she pretended to take his money. Then she had started making him wear condoms, to enhance the idea that he was a john. But after a little while, simply staying in the house didn’t feel like enough.

One night she had taken the car out for a spin and made him call her, like she was an escort, asking her to come service him. By the time she would drive the short distance back home and strut up the stairs to their bedroom, she was incredibly horny.

About a week after that she had found a secluded park area that was close to their home and had him drive by and pick her up like she was a streetwalker. Standing out there alone at night like she was a hooker on display had made her feel hot. But in their neighborhood at that time of night, she wasn’t in much danger of running into anyone.

Now she was taking things to a whole new level.

She had dropped the kids off with her parents for the weekend, then made her plans with George. After dressing herself up, she drove her car out into the Sirloin District. She’d been out on the street for about fifteen minutes, displaying herself like this. She could feel the eyes of passing men on her body, though none had approached her. Part of her hoped someone would come up to her and ask, but part of her hoped her husband would come pick her up soon, as they had planned.

The vulnerability of the whole situation made her both anxious and aroused.

Rachel saw movement from the corner of her eye and turned her head to see someone approaching her. He was a large man, dark skinned, and wearing jeans and a hoodie. Her gut twisted as he walked up to her. Was this it? Was a strange man going to ask for her to service him? Of course she wouldn’t, but the fantasy of it still made her hot.

“Hey, what’s your name, girl?” he asked, as he came up to her.

“Roxy,” she said. She felt the flutter of nerves running through her gut, but she stayed in character and flashed him a smile.

“You’re working this corner?” he asked.

“I’m waiting for a very special customer,” she said, hoping that the man would be satisfied with that.

“Well, this customer can wait,” he said. “My boss needs to speak with you.”

“Oh, I don’t think so,” her voice wavering with uncertainty.

“It’s not really a request,” he said, lifting up his shirt just enough to show the grip of a handgun.

“Oh…” Rachel said, the air rushing from her lungs.

She didn’t resist as the man grabbed her by the arm and led her from the street into a back alley. She thought about screaming, but didn’t think that would end well for her. Images of George and her children raced through her head. How could she have been so stupid as to go into this neighborhood on her own?

Two more men waited at the far end of the alley. One appeared to be another enforcer, like the man who was accompanying her. The other was more flamboyantly dressed in a red suit with a matching fedora. He was leaning on a long, black cane with a gem stone at its top. His eyes played over her body, as she closed the distance between them.

“Here she is, boss,” the enforcer said, shoving her towards him.

Rachel stumbled forward on her heels, coming to a stop in front of the sharply dressed man. He appraised her, brown eyes running quickly over her body, but mostly he was looking at her face.

“Do you know who I am?” he said, eventually.

“Um…no,” Rachel said, her voice trembling.

“My name’s Diego, and the Sirloin District is my district,” he said. He pointed the end of his cane at her. “I know all my girls, and you’re not one of them. So who are you?”

“I…um…”

“She calls herself Roxy,” the enforcer said, when Rachel didn’t answer quickly enough.

“Roxy?” he said. “That’s your name?”

“No, that’s just…,” she stuttered, fear jumbling her words before she could spit them out. “My name’s Rachel. Rachel Grisham.”

“Okay, Rachel Grisham,” Diego said. “What are you doing parading yourself around on my turf and trying to steal business from my girls?”

“I’m sorry, please, this is all just a big misunderstanding,” she said.

“Oh, really? A big misunderstanding?” he said, looking back and forth between his enforcers, amusement on his face.

“Yes, really!” Rachel yelled, her voice strained with fear. “I’m not a prostitute.”

“You aren’t?” he said with a laugh. “You had me fooled.”

“It’s just this silly fantasy,” she said, the words pouring out of her as she tried desperately to explain. “I just. It’s dumb. But I had this sex fantasy of being a prostitute. So my husband and I started role playing. I thought I’d just come out here and pretend, and he could pick me up, and…”

She trailed off, not sure if she had said too much or if she was explaining it well.

“A fantasy?” Diego said with a chuckle.

“Yeah,” Rachel squeaked. “Can I please go now?”

“Of course,” he said, giving her a smile. “Like you said, it’s just a misunderstanding.”

“Oh, thank you!”

“But first, I have a question for you,” he said, barring her way out of the alley.

“Okay,” she said, her heart sinking with worry. All she wanted to do was get out of that alley, back to her husband, and home away from this place so she could put this horrible mistake behind her. Now, as he blocked her path, she worried he wasn’t going to let her go after all, that he was going to try and take advantage of her somehow.

“Why does this fantasy excite you?” he asked.

“Um, what?” she said, the question catching her off guard.

“Why are you pretending to be a hooker?” he said. “Why does that turn you on?”

“I…”

Her eyes darted back and forth between him and the entrance to the alley. The pimp caught her gaze and smiled.

“Humor me,” he said. “And then you can go. I’ll even have my men escort you to your husband to make sure you’re safe.”

“Okay,” Rachel squeaked, not sure that she believed him, but not seeing any other choice. She cleared her throat and let it all spill out.

“I’ve been dating my husband since high school. I’ve never been with anyone else, and the idea of strange men finding me sexy enough to pay money to be with me…I thought it was hot. I know it’s not so glamorous in real life, but the fantasy of it turned me on, and I thought it would be fun to pretend to be someone who wasn’t at all like me.”

“Well,” Diego said, scratching his chin. “From what you’re telling me, it sounds like you’d enjoy the lifestyle.”

“No, I — ”

“Let’s recap what you said.”

He raised his cane so that the gem at its top was in line with Rachel’s eyes. She looked at it and saw colors swirling within. Her urge to rush out of the alley and back to her husband was suddenly replaced by a strange calm. She couldn’t seem to pull her eyes away from the gem, leaning towards it instead to soak in more of the shifting colors on its surface.

“You like dressing provocatively and receiving attention from men,” the pimp said.

Rachel nodded, the words sinking into her head.

“You want to have sexual experiences with new partners,” he continued.

She kept nodding, her eyes drawn further and further into the gem’s swirling colors.

“You get turned on by the thought of men paying to have sex with you.”

A soft moan escaped her lips at the thought.

“Those are the things you want, aren’t they?” he asked. “The things that make up your fantasy.”

“Yes…”

As she said the word, Rachel felt the truth of the admission settle into her mind. She did want all of those things. She could feel the warmth building between her thighs. She wanted them so, so badly.

“So, why not make your fantasy a reality?” he asked.

“A…reality…”

“Come work for me,” he said, pushing the gem closer to her face. “You can be one of my girls.”

“One of your girls…”

The thought danced around her head. She saw herself, dressed seductively, standing out on the street corner, men’s eyes roving over her body. She could see herself in a motel room, riding some strange man for all she was worth. Then a vision of him handing her money. Her eyes stayed locked on the gem, but her legs squirmed. It was all so hot.

“You want that, don’t you?” he asked.

“Yes!” she yelled immediately.

“Let me hear you say it,” he said.

“I want to be one of your girls.”

As soon as the words left Rachel’s mouth, she knew it to be true, that there wasn’t anything else she had ever wanted more. The thought of all those different men paying her money and fucking her left her pussy soaked. The pimp pulled his cane back, and she looked up into his eyes like she was seeing him for the first time.

“Please, let me work for you,” she said. “Let me be one of your girls.”

“What about your husband?” the pimp said, a wry grin on his face.

“I…um…”

Flashes of she and her husband raced through her mind. Their time together at prom. The parties they went to together in college. Family dinner with him and her children. Movie date nights where they cuddled together on the couch. She loved all of it, but this new strong desire burned within her, a driving need that she knew she had to fill.

“He’ll be fine with it,” she blurted out. She didn’t know if that was true, but she desperately wanted to believe it. She didn’t want to lose him, but she couldn’t help herself.

“You may be right,” the pimp said, and Rachel felt some relief that he agreed with her.

“But now, if you want to be my girl, I’m going to have to test out the merchandise,” he said, running a hand along her cheek. Then he nodded to his two bodyguards. “Go watch the alley entrance.”

The two men stalked off to make sure they weren’t disturbed.

“I want to see how good you are with your mouth,” the pimp said.

He stepped back and unzipped his fly. Rachel got down on her knees. She unbuckled his belt and pulled his pants down, freeing his manhood. Her mouth watered as she gazed on the first cock she had ever seen other than her husband’s. She took the stiffening member between her lips, swirling her tongue around the head, and bringing him deeper into the warmth of her mouth.

“Look up at me.”

She turned her gaze up and found the gem of the cane positioned by her eyes once again. She continued to bob her head along his cock slowly as the colors swirled in front of her eyes.

“Servicing a customer turns you on, doesn’t it?”

She moaned an affirmative around his rod.

“When your customer receives pleasure, you receive pleasure. When your customer cums, you cum.”

The instructions wormed their way into Rachel’s mind.

“Your greatest pleasure is pleasing your johns,” he said. “Let me hear you say it out loud.”

She pulled her lips from around him. She gazed up into the gem as she spoke.

“My greatest pleasure is pleasing my johns.”

“That’s what I like to hear,” the pimp said, removing his cane from her line of vision.

She blinked and saw that his rock hard cock was directly in front of her. She reached out to stroke it, to pleasure him, but he caught her hand and guided her to her feet.

“Now, I want to have first crack at the whore cunt of yours,” he said.

He turned her around, pushing her face first against the wall of the alley. She heard the sound of the zipper as he opened her skirt, felt him guide it down her legs. She stepped out of it, then bent over with her hands against the wall, ass thrust out. She moaned when she felt his finger pull her g-string to the side and slip into her.

“Mmm, so wet,” he said, as she ground her hips back against him. “You want this cock, don’t you?”

“Oh God yes,” she said, looking over her shoulder at him. “Take me, baby. Fuck me good.”

He positioned his cock at her entrance, rubbing his head against her opening. Then he thrust forward. She moaned with pleasure as he established a rhythm, driving himself in and out of her.

“Oh! Yes! Ah! AH!”

His cock felt amazing. Pleasure sparked inside her, rocketing through her body. She had never felt anything like it.

“Yes! Use me! Fuck me! I’m your whore!”

He began to pick up his pace, grunting as he thrust faster and harder. She could feel an orgasm building within her, her body shaking with each thrust of his cock.

“Oh yes!” he yelled.

She felt him pulsing inside her, as he came. Suddenly pleasure took over, the orgasm ripping through her. Her vision blurred, eyes rolling back in her head, as her body shook with release.

A moment later she opened her eyes.

She was still propped up against the alley wall. Her breathing was ragged. She felt him pull out of her, felt his cum run down the inside of her thighs. At once she felt both the warm afterglow of the orgasm and a sense of emptiness. She wanted more. She needed more.

“You have a fine, tight pussy, girl,” the pimp said. “You are going to make some customers very happy.”

She yelped when his hand slapped against her ass, surprised. But then she let out a little giggle. She turned to see her new boss putting himself away.

“Clean yourself up,” he said, pointing at her legs and her discarded micro skirt. “Then we’ll go find your husband and tell him about your new job.”

“You aren’t going to hurt him, are you?” she asked, the image of the enforcer’s pistol flashing into her head.

“No, no of course not,” he said, stepping forward and caressing her cheek. “I think you’d agree, I can be quite persuasive when I want to be, Rachel.”

“Oh yes you can,” she said, with a wink. “And please, call me Roxy.”

He smiled and then leaned in, kissing her on the mouth. She returned the kiss, letting her tongue dart forward and mingle with his. After a few moments he pulled back, kissing her lightly on the lips as he stepped away.

“I’ll enjoy more of you later,” he said, grinning at her. “But right now, I think we have some business to take care of. Find your husband. And when you do, there’s a place I want you to bring him.”


Three

George was starting to get worried. He had circled the spot where Rachel said she would be several times before widening his path, driving through several blocks of the Sirloin, and he still hadn’t seen her. He had tried calling her cell, but it went straight to voice mail. Maybe this had been a bad idea. Bay City was renowned for its safety, but it was still a city, and bad things still happened. He tried not to think about that, instead keeping his eyes on the sidewalks, hoping that he had just missed Rachel somewhere.

He was beginning to feel desperate when he finally spotted her.

She walked out of a back alley, strutting down the street in her high heels. He was behind her and just sat in the car watching her ass sway in the micro skirt, admiring his wife’s body. Then, he slowly pulled the car up alongside her.

“Hey, baby,” he said, sticking his head out the window. “What’s your name?”

She turned and smiled at him. She stepped down to the street and leaned down so that she was eye level with him.

“Hey, mister,” she said. “They call me Roxy. Are you looking for a good time?”

“You know it,” he said, getting into the role play. “How much?”

“Fifty for a BJ, one hundred for the full ride,” she said.

“I think I got you covered,” he said, holding up a stack of cash he had ready as a prop.

“Mmm…, a high roller I see,” she said. She nodded toward the empty seat next to him. “Can I get in?”

“Of course.”

She walked around the front of the car, then popped open the door and slid in next to him.

“So should I take you back to my place?” he asked.

“No,” she said. “I’ve got a place we can go where I can get your rocks off.”

The answer surprised George, but he was willing to play along and see what she was thinking. She placed a hand over his crotch and began to stroke him gently through his pants.

“Just follow my directions, and drive slow,” she said, leaning in to whisper seductively in his ear.

He focused his attention on the road, going slowly and following whatever directions Rachel gave him. It was about as much as he was capable of with her massaging his cock.

After a few blocks they pulled up in front of a hotel. The place looked dingy with its chipping paint and the big, neon red sign that flashed over its entrance welcoming guests.

“Park here,” Rachel said, releasing his cock. Then she leaned into him again, bringing her lips right up to his ear to whisper. “Once we get inside we can have some more fun.”

George parked the car in an open spot a little further down the block. He watched as Rachel got out of the car, his eyes roving over her long legs, and her tight ass. He still couldn’t get enough of her slutty outfits. It was a nice change of pace from their day-to-day.

He followed her down the street and into the hotel. The inside of the place was about what he expected from the exterior. The lobby was relatively spacious with a seating area for people to wait, but there didn’t appear to be any bellhops or service people. Instead there was just a front desk area that was walled off from the rest of the lobby by bullet proof glass. Behind the glass sat an old man who barely looked them over as Rachel walked to the stairwell that led to the rooms.

George figured she must have rented a room in here for a couple of hours so they could fool around. That was probably why he couldn’t find her initially. She was really getting into the fantasy, and he had to say, he was enjoying it as well. He felt his cock grow even more rigid thinking about her walking around the neighborhood, and all of the guys who must have been checking out her sexy body. He couldn’t wait to claim her for himself.

“In here, babe,” she said, stopping in front of one of the doors and gesturing for him to enter.

George step forward and turned the handle, walking into the room. Before he got halfway in, he felt hands grabbing on to his arms, and he was dragged inside.

“Hey!” he called out, starting to struggle.

His yell was answered by a swift punch to the gut. He doubled over, the wind knocked from him. The two men on either side of him steadied him and guided him into the room.

“You said you wouldn’t hurt him.” He heard Rachel speaking. So she was in on this? What was going on?

“Don’t worry, baby, that’s as much roughing up as he’s gonna get,” said a strange man.

George was led to a chair, where he was plunked down, the two large men who had dragged him into the room taking up defensive postures on either side of him. He looked up to find Rachel, wanting to know what exactly was going on and what she’d gotten them into. Instead he saw a sight that made him hot.

Rachel was standing by the door kissing another man. He was a tall Latino fellow wearing a flamboyant red suit. “Pimp” was the first word that came into George’s mind when he saw the man. But that couldn’t be right. What was Rachel doing with an actual pimp? Or was this some weird twist on the fantasy they had been role playing, someone she found to play a part in it?

Either way, it had gone way too far, and George had too many questions and misgivings about what was going on. He tried to speak, but all that came out was a croak, as his body struggled to take in breath.

The man broke the kiss with Rachel.

“Why don’t you go on your way and get to work?” he said. “I’ll have a quick, and peaceful, conversation with your husband in the meantime.”

“Okay,” she said. She turned to George and smiled. “I’ll see you later, baby. I think you and Diego have a lot to discuss.”

She turned and made for the door. Diego slapped her ass playfully as she turned away. She giggled and blew him a kiss before opening the door to the room.

“Wait, Rachel!” George said, trying to yell but only able to force out a wheeze.

But she didn’t wait. The stepped outside, and the door to the hotel room slid shut behind her.

“Well, well, Mr. George Grisham, we meet at last,” the pimp, Diego, said. He took a seat on the room’s bed across from George. “I had the distinct pleasure of meeting your wife earlier this evening, and she has agreed to start working for me as one of my girls.”

“What the hell are you talking about?” George growled. “Rachel would never work as a prostitute. Quit playing games and tell me what’s going on.”

“No games,” Diego said, holding up his open palms in a gesture of honesty. “Being a hooker was her greatest fantasy, and I was able to help her make it a reality.”

“Stop lying to me, what the hell is going on?” George yelled, surging to his feet. Or at least trying to. The two enforcers planted their hands firmly on his shoulders and kept him seated before he could get very far.

“I understand that this must be confusing, and I promise that you will understand soon,” Diego said. “But before I explain everything to you, I wanted to ask you a question. Why do you enjoy your wife pretending to be a hooker?”

“What the hell is it to you?” George said.

“If you answer me, I’ll call her back, and we can explain everything that’s going on,” Diego said, giving him a sly smile.

George wasn’t sure he believed the man, but given that he was outnumbered three to one, he didn’t know what other options he had.

“We’ve been dating a long time, since high school,” he said. “It was nice to see her open up this new, sexy side. I went along with it because it was something new, and it made her happy. But I really enjoy the way she dresses up. And when she started going outside in those clothes, I got turned on knowing she was walking around like that, showing herself off.”

“So, let me see if I got this right,” Diego said.

He picked a cane up that was lying on the bed and held it in front of George’s eyes. Its handle was a gem stone, and inside it were swirling colors that drew George’s attention. He felt his anger seeping away, replaced by a feeling of calm. All he wanted to do was sit and watch the swirling colors.

“You like when your wife is happy, and you go along with what makes her happy.”

The statement from Diego made sense. George considered himself a good husband after all. He nodded along.

“It also makes you happy, doesn’t it, this fantasy she came up with?”

Another true statement. George nodded.

“You like when your wife dresses like a slut. It turns you on getting to see her dressed that way, and it makes her feel liberated, which makes her happy.”

The colors kept swirling in front of George’s eyes.

“You like when she shows off her body to strange men. Thinking about other men desiring her turns you on, and it makes her happy when she gets that kind of attention.”

George remembered walking with Rachel, the way other men were looking at her. His cock twitched.

“Those are the reasons you enjoy this fantasy?” Diego said. “Right?”

“Yes,” George said. He felt like Diego understood where he was coming from, why he had been invested in this fantasy Rachel created.

“Well your wife has just decided to take things a bit further,” Diego said. “Shouldn’t that make you happy? That’s she’s doing something that makes her happy?”

“I…”

It was hard to disagree with that statement. Diego was probably right. George leaned in to get closer to the swirling colors in the gem. He probably should be happy for Rachel.

“You like that she has sex with other men because it makes her happy.”

“Yes,” George said, the word slipping past his lips. It was strange to admit, but as soon as he said it, it felt true.

“You are happy she has decided to become a hooker because she will dress like a slut, show off her body, and be happy because she’s doing work she enjoys.”

George nodded vigorously. All of it made sense.

“You want her to be my hooker,” Diego said. The colors spun faster in front of George’s eyes. “Say it.”

“I want her to be your hooker,” George said.

The truth of the words sunk into his mind.

Diego lowered the cane from George’s eyes, and George slumped down in the chair. He knew the pimp hadn’t been lying to him, and he couldn’t believe that Rachel had actually become a hooker. But surprisingly he wasn’t upset. He was happy that she had discovered something she enjoyed. He wanted to see Rachel happy. And he wanted to enjoy the benefits of her new found sexiness. Getting to see her dress up in sexy clothes. Getting to see her attract the attention of other men. Getting to see her act on it.

“You seem calmer,” Diego said, smiling at him. “I’m glad you’re taking this all so well.”

“Um, yeah,” George said.

He wasn’t exactly able to articulate why he felt so okay about all this. Some part of him felt like he should be angry or saddened, but he wasn’t. He was actually a little aroused.

“Well, since you’re here, would you like to see how your wife enjoys her new job?”

“Yes,” George said. His cock twitched slightly at the thought.

Diego led him out into the hallway and to another room that was dimly lit and full of monitors. Instead of any bed there were chairs as well as an office desk in the corner, away from the screens. Each screen showed the inside of a different room. Some were empty, but some were being used by prostitutes and their clients.

“The hotel owner let us change this room into a surveillance station so that I could make sure all of my girls were safe,” Diego said, waving his hand towards the screens. “He’s reserved a block of other rooms for me and my girls in exchange for a cut of the profits.”

“I see,” George said, as he watched a black couple having sex on one of the screens.

“Ah, there she is now,” Diego said, pointing to one of the screens.

He gestured towards one of the chairs, and George took a seat. The spy camera was positioned over the bed in the room. George watched as Rachel walked in. She was so damn sexy in that outfit she had on. He saw her john walk in behind her. The man was young, scrawny looking. He fidgeted a bit, like he was nervous. Maybe this was his first time with a hooker. Or maybe just his first time.

Rachel dropped her jacket and her bag on the side of the bed and pushed him gently back onto it. She began to sway in front of him doing a slow striptease, pulling the strings at the bottom of her halter. She smiled at him, then untied the knot holding the flimsy piece of clothing around her neck. It fell away, revealing her full breasts, nipples already pointed with arousal.

Diego fiddled with some controls on a keyboard, as George watched his wife play with her tits in front of another man. With a burst of static, some speakers came on.

“Like what you see?” Rachel said in a sultry voice.

“Oh yes,” the guy said in a breathy voice.

She turned her back to him and slowly slid the zipper on her micro skirt down. She shifted her hips back and forth until it fell down her long legs, and then she kicked it away. She turned back around, showing him her shaved cunt and twirling a finger over her clit.

“I’ve shown you mine, why don’t you show me yours, baby?”

The young man hurriedly pulled off his pants, revealing his scrawny legs and an already hardening cock. Rachel moved to her knees and took his cock in her hands, slowly massaging it.

“Mmm…so nice,” she moaned. “I can’t wait to feel it inside me.”

She took the head of his cock between her lips, and the young man let his head roll back in ecstasy.

“You enjoying the show?” Diego asked.

“I…”

George could feel himself getting harder as he watched Rachel working. Watching her perform sexually was such a turn on, and he was happy that she was doing work she loved. But it felt a little weird watching her.

The gem handle of the cane appeared before his eyes once again. He leaned forward, his eyes drawn into the swirling colors.

“Your greatest pleasure is watching your wife fuck other men.”

Diego’s words echoed through George’s mind. Fantasies of watching her take all kinds of different strangers suddenly filled his head.

“You love it, don’t you?”

“I love watching my wife fuck other men,” George intoned.

When the cane moved away, George suddenly felt an uncomfortable tightness between his legs. He looked down and could see that his trousers were tented. His cock, suddenly rock hard, had almost tried to push through them. A stain of pre-cum was visible on the khaki material.

“I know what you want,” Diego said, looking down at George’s crotch. “I’ll let you have some privacy. Just try not to make too much of a mess.”

“Thanks,” George said meekly.

He barely paid attention as Diego left the room, instead turning his attention back to the screen. His wife was now pulling a condom over her john’s cock. He was lying back on the bed, fully naked. She mounted him, slowly lowering herself down.

George unzipped his pants, yanking them and his boxers out of the way. His cock was in his hands in an instant, and he began stroking himself in time to his wife’s hip movements on the client’s cock.

“Oh yeah, baby, that cock feels so good. You like that, don’t you? You like when I ride you so good.”

It was like her words were meant for him. But the turn on was knowing they were meant for someone else. He couldn’t believe it had taken him so long to realize how hot it would be to watch Rachel with other men. His strokes sped up as she quickened her pace, working herself up and down her client’s cock to please him more.

After a few minutes he heard the young man grunt that he was cumming. As soon as he said it, Rachel yelled out in ecstasy, her face contorting in the throes of orgasm.

Watching her cum for another man was too much. George felt his cock pulse, his cum spurting out of him and splashing onto his shirt. A strangled cry of joy escaped his lips. Then it was over, and he fell back in the chair, eyes still looking up at the screen. Rachel stayed where she was for a few moments, enjoying the afterglow of the sex, before dismounting and helping her john to his feet.

George watched the exchange between them without really registering it. He felt sated, complete in a way he never had before. He wasn’t sure how long he sat there, but eventually Diego returned to the room.

“I hope you enjoyed that.”

“Yes,” George said. “Very much.”

“Good, good,” Diego said, smiling down at him. “Now why don’t you head back home. Your wife will be back later, once she’s done with her shift.”

George nodded numbly, pulling up his pants and making his way back to his car. He moved almost in a daze, unconcerned that his shirt was splattered with his own cum. The image of Rachel fucking that young man burned in his head. By the time he sat down in the car, he was already hard again just thinking about it.

X-X-X

By the time Rachel came back home, George had already beat himself off once again thinking about what he had just witnessed. After that he had almost gone to sleep, but he wanted to see his wife again. All of this, his fetish, her work as a hooker, it was all so sudden. He didn’t feel upset about it, in fact he felt quite content with how things had played out, but he still wanted to speak with her.

She strutted into the room, still dressed for work.

“Aw, you waited up for me,” she said.

“Yeah, I wanted to see you, baby.”

“I heard you saw plenty of me earlier,” she said, winking at him and taking a seat on the bed. “It sounds like you and Diego had a productive conversation about my future employment.”

“Yes, I think so,” George said. He took her hand and squeezed it gently. “If this is what you want to do, I don’t mind. But are you sure? It all seems so fast.”

“Oh, I’m very sure,” she said. “I’ve never had so much fun in my whole life. And I’m guessing you feel similar.”

She ran her hand over his crotch, her fingers tracing the length of his cock through his boxers.

“Do you want to hear about the rest of my night?” she cooed.

“I…yeah…” George managed to get out, his cock surging to life at her touch.

Rachel pulled down his boxers, fishing out his manhood and starting to slowly stroke it.

“Do you want to hear about the business man from out of town?” she said, speaking in a low, sultry voice. “Or maybe the old man I gave road head to? Or the young black man who got off his night shift at the bodega?”

George just let out a moan. Images of his wife with these different men popped into his head. It was too many options and too hard to think about with her hand stroking him.

“Oh yeah, you like hearing about how your wife is such a dirty slut, don’t you?” she said.

“Yesss…”

“You want to watch me be slutty for other men again, right?”

“Uh…huh…”

“Why don’t we play a little game?” she said. “I’ll start telling you about each of my johns, and we’ll see how many you can get through.” Then she leaned in and whispered in his ear. “And that’s how many times you can come and watch me fuck other people at work this week.”

George groaned. He was already so close. He doubted he could make it through many. When he felt her cup his balls with her other hand and start to massage them, he almost exploded right away, sucking in a deep breath to try and fight off the sensation.

“I’ll start after my first john, the one you saw,” she said. “He was an overweight man with a gross stench. He was gross, really, but it just made me feel sluttier when I took him in my mouth…”

George’s imagination spurred into overdrive, creating the scene in his mind that his wife was describing. He wished more than anything that he could’ve been there. He hoped now that he could hold out long enough to see her work on more than just one of her clients this week.


Four

“Goodnight. I’ll see you guys tomorrow.”

Rachel closed the door to her children’s bedroom. She stood outside for a moment listening in to make sure that they weren’t getting out of bed. When she didn’t hear anything she started walking down the hall towards her room.

She let out a yawn as she walked. The switch to a nocturnal schedule was taking her some getting used to, and she had had a full afternoon of running errands, taking the kids to their after school activities, and preparing dinner. Still, despite the fatigue, she was excited to get to work.

She spent some time doing her make-up and putting together an outfit. When she was ready, she went downstairs.

George was finishing up some work in his home office. She walked softly up behind him.

“Hey, baby,” she said, standing in the doorway.

She posed leaning against the door frame as he turned. She smiled as he took in her body, happy she could still make men, especially her man, look at her this way. She had kept the outfit relatively simple that night, wearing a red tube top with a short denim skirt. Her platform heels, with leopard print straps, sculpted her legs nicely.

“Like what you see?”

“Very much,” he said, the tent in his pants showing he spoke the truth. “I bet you’ll draw a lot of attention.”

“Oh, I hope so,” she said with a smile.

She strutted over to him, bending down and kissing him.

“I wish I could tag along,” he said, running a hand along her bare leg.

“Just wait until this weekend,” she said, winking at him.

During the week George stayed home to watch the kids. He was also the one to wake them up and get them ready for school now that Rachel slept in until about noon after her work at night. But on the weekends, when they could nab a sitter or take the kids to her parents’ house, Diego was willing to let him into the video room to watch her work.

“I feels so far away,” he said.

“Don’t worry, we’ll make some time tomorrow, and I can tell you all about how my night went,” she said.

She kissed him on the cheek, saying goodnight, and then left to get in the car. She drove through the sleepy suburb on her way to Bay City, the only car on the road. The lights in many of the homes lining the street were already out. It was peaceful, a bit of a relaxing moment before she would start work.

Rachel loved her life. She like this safe, peaceful feeling of the life George had built for her and her family.

But as she started to approach the freeway to Bay City proper, she could start to feel the heat building between her legs. Her mind began to fantasize about what types of clients she might have that night, and what sort of depraved things she would do with them.

Her life as Rachel was what fulfilled her.

But her life as Roxy was what truly excited her and made her feel alive.

The End

Thanks for reading!

I hope you enjoyed the story. If you did, please consider checking out my other work:

Excerpt from The Porn Star Bet

The light distracted her for a moment. She shook her head and reconsidered her previous thought. She wasn’t in any danger of being undressed, much less doing anything inappropriate. Why not keep playing his game a bit longer? Her fingers went to her blouse. She unbuttoned the next two buttons, exposing the tops of her breasts, and the white bra supporting them.

“Nice,” he said. “Now tell us, why are you here today?”

“Johnny and I have a bet,” she said. “He says he can tap into some secret slutty side he thinks I have and get me to do dirty things on camera. I’m here to show him that he’s wrong.”

Flash.

“You’re doing a great job of that so far,” he said. “Unbutton your blouse the rest of the way.”

Emboldened by his admission that he was losing, Caroline didn’t question his order, her hands rushing to obey and fully unbutton her shirt.

“So, in your opinion, what’s wrong with being slutty?”

“Nothing,” she said. “It’s just not who I am, and it certainly isn’t who all women are.”

Flash.

“Fair enough,” he said. “Now lose the blouse. It’s in the way of letting me see your upper body.”

Caroline shrugged off the blouse and tossed it to the side of the couch without hesitation. She felt the shoot was going well, and it was starting to feel natural being on camera.

Click here to keep reading…

Excerpt from The Call Girl App

Megan watched the car pull out of the driveway before returning to the house to get her day underway.

She spent the morning getting in her usual run on the treadmill in the basement along with some light weight training and her core strengthening routine. After showering, she prepared a salad and settled in to watch some bad daytime TV while she ate. She was just finishing up her meal and getting herself mentally ready to run some errands when she heard the chirping of a text message notification.

She didn’t recognize the sound as one she used on her phone, but she found herself moving to the kitchen where she had left her cell on the counter.

Are you available?

Yes.

She typed out the reply and sent it without much thought. Her fingers moving before she could really think about it. The number texting her wasn’t one of her contacts, and there was no reason to tell them she was available. What was she even supposed to be available for?

The phone vibrated in her hand, distracting her from the stream of thoughts objecting to what was going on. She answered. A set of tones played through the speaker. A smile spread slowly across Megan’s face. When the tones stopped, an address was given to her, along with some further instructions.

She went upstairs to her bedroom and applied her make-up: some smoky eyeshadow, her mascara, some blush to brighten her pale skin, and bright red lipstick. The intensity of the look was a bit out of place next to the simple white blouse and the old jeans that she wore around the house, but she knew it would match well with her intended outfit, the one she would wear once she reached her destination.

She went to her closet, grabbed the tote bag she had stashed in the corner behind some boxes she kept stored there, and went down to the garage to get in her car.

She drove along the highway from the suburbs and into the city. There was little traffic, and it seemed with every mile anticipation was building within her. She could feel the warmth and wetness growing between her legs and quivered a little as she pulled off the highway into downtown.

Once she found a parking spot, she grabbed her bag and walked to her destination, her hips sashaying as she moved. She entered the lobby of the hotel and walked past the front desk, heading right towards the elevators. Her feet took her down the carpeted and dimly lit hallways of the building until she stopped in front of room 608. She knocked on the door.

A short, balding man answered. Megan guessed that he was around her age, maybe a bit older. Unlike her, he had clearly let himself go as he aged, leading to flab that hung from his underarms and a gut that stuck out over his waist. He glowered at her for a moment before a sneer of recognition began to creep across his face.

“Mr. Walker?” she said, smiling broadly.

“Yes, yes that’s me,” he said. He stepped away from the doorway, gesturing for her to enter. “You can call me James.”

“Megan,” she said, stepping forward and kissing him on the cheek. “It’s so nice to meet you.”

Click here to keep reading…

Excerpt from The Morpheus Spell, Part 1

Diana looked up into the eyes of her neighbor, as the head of his cock slid past her lips. She swirled her tongue around it, watching his pudgy face contort with pleasure and feeling warmth flood through her body from the knowledge that she was the one giving it to him. She began to take more of him into her throat.

“Yes,” her neighbor, Kevin, said, his voice coming out in a hiss. “You love this cock, don’t you?”

She moaned around his shaft, as she began to bob her head up and down. The more she worked him, the more she could feel arousal building in her loins. She wasn’t even touching herself, and she could feel the orgasm mounting.

“It feels good to please me, to please your Master,” Kevin said.

She let his cock slide from her mouth, her hands rising up to grip it. She stroked him slowly with her right hand, massaging his balls with her left as she did so. She smiled up at him from her place on her knees.

“Yes, so good,” she said, the warmth continuing to grow within her. She closed her eyes, letting her head roll back, another moan of pleasure emanating from her lips. She opened her eyes, gazing up at him once again with adoration. “I love pleasing you, Master.”

“Good girl,” he said. He reached out, taking her blonde hair in his hand. “When I finish, you will cum harder than you ever have before.”

He guided her by her hair, bringing her head back to his crotch. She opened her mouth to receive him. Her eyes closed as she savored his delicious taste. She bobbed her head on him again, her hands working up and down his shaft. He inhaled sharply. And then she felt it, the ropes of of his climax shooting into her mouth.

She came.

Diana woke, her breathing ragged. She could feel her night shirt clinging to her body, her bedsheets damp and twisted around her bare arms and legs. The warm feeling of the orgasm from her dream still permeated her body. She reached tentatively between her legs. Her fingers pushed aside her damp panties and swirled around her clit. She inhaled deeply as she thrust her fingers inside herself, trying to find that same release she had been dreaming of.

But it didn’t come.

Click here to keep reading…
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