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Fantasy

I remember the first time Carol dressed up like a prostitute for me. We had been married for about five years, and she decided to “spice up” our sex life. I got home one Friday to a note from her that said, “Hotel Bar. See if you can pick me up.”

I was confused and a little excited. When I got to the bar, I could see that Carol was surrounded by guys. She always catches the mens’ eyes, a tall blonde with big natural boobs and a killer body that needs no maintenance to look great.

I watched for a moment, then moved around the bar to get a better look. Holy shit! She was wearing a blouse that exposed her cleavage nearly down to her belly, and she was wearing a skirt so short that her red panties were flashing everyone whenever she moved her legs.

She usually wore modest makeup, but tonight she had bright red lips, red fingernails, and overdone makeup on her face. I noticed she wasn’t wearing her wedding ring. It was pretty clear that all the men wanted to get into her panties.

I moved closer to her, but one man blocked me, saying, “Later, buddy. I was here first.”

Carol saw that and smiled slightly, then said, “Sorry boys, my uh, ‘date’ is here. Maybe I’ll see you some night when I’m not booked?”

There were groans from a couple of them, and a couple pressed her for a number and asked her rates. She just smiled and said, “Later.”

I leaned in for a kiss, and she held me back with her hand. She said, “Hookers don’t kiss. Buy me a drink.”

I took a seat, nearly falling off of it as I stared at her cleavage. The bartender came over, more to hear what was going on than get our order, but we sent him off for drinks.

She glanced around and laughed quietly, “All those guys are envious that you’re gonna fuck me tonight. They wish it was them.”

“Are you gonna fuck me tonight?” I asked.

“For the right price,” she smiled.

“And what is your price?”

She looked me over and said, “For the husband rate, it’s $20 a hole. Tonight I have a special, though. Three holes for $20.”

“Wow,” I said. “You drive a hard bargain.”

Her nostrils flared as she replied, “And I hope you drive a hard penis. I’m so goddamned horny! All those guys want me. If you were a little later, I may have picked one of them.”

“Damn my punctuality. I’ll be imagining you with one of them tonight.”

“Me, too,” she said, licking her lips.

That was one of the best nights of sex that we’d had. Carol loved being hit on by the guys, pretending to be a prostitute.

She arranged special nights like that once every month or so, and had a few “hooker” outfits that she wore out, and one that was just for the house.

Little did I know they would become her working dress code.


Just Once

Carol’s transformations started one evening at dinner when I told her a story meant to spark one of our fantasy dates, but turned in a different direction.

As we were eating, I said, “Brad was talking today about this customer he’s trying to land. He said that the guy mentioned he wanted ‘ company ’ during his trip. Brad said he’d pay for it, but that he’s worried he’ll get nabbed by the cops for soliciting a prostitute.”

Carol was watching me, intent on the story. I was pretty sure I’d hooked her into a fantasy night.

“Of course, I didn’t mention that I know the hottest hooker in town,” I smiled and winked at her.

Carol said breathlessly, “Mention it. I’ll do it.”

“What?” I asked, shocked. I wasn’t sure I completely understood.

“Tell Brad you know a hooker that’s not a cop,” she said. My wife was staring at me with wild, excited eyes as she continued, “I’ll have sex with Brad’s friend if he pays me.”

I just stared at her.

“Come on baby. This is our chance! You want me to sleep with another guy and I want to try my hooker fantasy. We’ve done it a dozen times in the bar, this time it’ll be real!”

I was processing her words, and she grabbed my hand, saying, “Just this one time? I even have the hooker clothes!”

“We’ve gotta think about it, right?” I said.

Carol cleared the plates and went upstairs. I wasn’t sure if she was disappointed, mad, thoughtful or what. I loaded the dishwasher, cleaned the plates and straightened the kitchen, buying time before having to unravel how she felt.

As I was about to head up to the bedroom, Carol descended the stairs, wearing the ‘hooker’ outfit that she was afraid to wear in public. The skirt was so short that her panties showed when she bent or sat. Her top was nearly transparent, and she wore it without a bra. She was wearing bright red lipstick and giant hoop earrings, and rouged cheeks.

She smiled as she approached me, placing one hand on my chest as she said, “Remember me, your dirty whore that’ll do anything for money?”

I gulped, nervous and aroused at the same time. She moved her lips near my ear and said, “Rent me to your friend. I need  you to sell my body to another man.”

I felt her hand move down my chest to my crotch, and as she grabbed my erection through my pants she said, “Think how I’ll feel after another man has been inside me. I know you want to fuck my whore pussy, don’t you?”

“Oh my God, yes.” I was done. I was going to tell Brad about the prostitute. “I’ll do it.”

My wife fell to her knees and pulled my cock out of my pants, then gave me head like she hadn’t in years. We were both so turned on by the idea of her really prostituting herself.

***

The next day, when I saw Brad, I mentioned I knew a prostitute that was safe. He seemed surprised, then excited. He asked if I had any pictures.

I said, “She has a pussy and a mouth, and knows how to use them, that should be enough. But let me see.”  I dug through my phone and found a picture that I had taken of Carol on one of our fantasy dates to the bar. It was from a distance, and showed off her body as she stood at the bar, but her face wasn’t visible. It was perfect, so I showed it to Brad.

He was excited and impressed, and asked if $500 was enough, because that’s what he had budgeted. I told him that should work, that I’d make the arrangements once he had a date for the client.

At the end of the day, Brad found me and handed me an envelope, as he told me the client was due on Thursday. He wanted her to be at the hotel at 7:00, after dinner. I told him I’d make it happen.

When I got home, Carol was waiting for me in the kitchen, sipping a glass of wine. She looked at me and asked, “How’d it go?” I put down my briefcase, and she said, “You didn’t do it, did you?” She didn’t seem sad or mad, just resigned, like she didn’t expect it to happen.

I pulled the envelope of cash out of my pocket and placed it on the table. I smiled, “I sold your ass, Whore.”

Carol opened the envelope and saw the cash, then jumped up and said, “Yes! Yes!” as she continued to jump around the room. When she finally calmed down, she said, “Ohmygod, when?”

I replied, “On Thursday night at 7:00, another man will own you.” I added, “At least for a few hours.”

“Oh, my God!” she repeated. “Thank you. Thank you. Thank you!”

She gave me a big kiss, then laughed, “I’ll be a good whore, I promise!”

She started asking questions that I should have known, like “Where will I meet him?” “How will I get there?” “What room will he be in?” “How will I get home?”

I shushed her, and we thought through the details. There was no way around giving her number to Brad to give to his client. The client would message his room number and she’d go directly there. We decided that I’d drive her there; it was only 10 minutes away, and I would pick her up afterwards.

***

The next day, I gave Brad my wife’s number as Carol the hooker.

Brad said, “That’s your wife’s name, too, isn’t it?”

Oh fuck. I had to think fast, “Yeah. I don’t know what her real name is, I just call her Carol so I don’t say the wrong name when I’m nailing the wife.”

Brad smiled and nodded, “Good idea, man.”

On Thursday, I was nervous all day. I imagined Carol would be even more nervous.

When I arrived home, she was already dressed up. She had selected one of the hooker outfits that was a little more modest - at least her skirt was a little lower and her blouse wasn’t see-through. Her makeup was all done - red nails, red lips, and rouged cheeks. She had on her big hoop earrings and a choker to match her top. She definitely screamed “for sale.”

She was sipping wine, and said, “Liquid courage,” when I saw her.

“Don’t get too drunk,” I cautioned, as I poured a shot of whiskey.

“I just need to spread my legs, you’re driving,” she said. “I’ve been wet all day, we won’t need lube!” she laughed. I suspected this wasn’t her first glass of wine.

Her phone buzzed, and she quickly grabbed it. “714,” she said. “Room 714. We’ll be fucking in room 714.”

“I’ll be watching the news in case there’s a murder in room 714,” I joked.

“He’ll be murdering my pussy. That’s the only murder going on there. Maybe some gagging and choking on cock,” she joked.

We got in the car and drove to the hotel, and I walked her in. Everyone looked at us, and I realized it looked like I was bringing a prostitute to my room. As the elevator doors opened, my wife looked at me and said, “Stay here. Another man owns me right now. I’ll call you when we’re done.”

I watched the elevator doors close, as my wife left to be a hooker.

I was going to wait in the bar, but realized I’d just end up getting drunk. I didn’t know whether she’d be 30 minutes or 4 hours, so I headed home and waited for her call.

I was so horny, scared and excited. I decided not to masturbate, as much as I wanted to, so that I’d be ready to go when she got home. I tried to distract myself with TV, and reading and video games, but nothing worked very well.

After about 3 hours, my phone chimed - it was a note from Carol, “Come get me.”

I raced to the hotel, and she was standing outside. As I pulled up, she got into the car, smiling. I noticed that her lipstick and makeup were smeared.

“So, how was it?” I asked.

My wife answered quietly, “I just fucked and sucked some guy who I had never met before. I don’t even know his name, but I spread my legs and let him fuck me, then rode his dick like a slut.”

She was silent for a second, then said excitedly, “It was fucking awesome! It was better than I dreamed. You would have been proud of what a whore I was!”

My stomach was rumbling with excitement, jealousy, and lust. I had an erection that was straining my pants. I said, “Now it’s my turn.”

She said, “When he opened the door, I was so nervous. Luckily, he wasn’t bad looking, but I didn’t know what to say. After I stepped inside, he opened his bathrobe, and pushed on my shoulders, so I knew what he wanted.”

“It was like one or two minutes between meeting him and sucking his cock. Two minutes from door to whore.”

“After that, he pushed me away before he came, and I stripped. He had a condom on in no time, so I lay back and spread my legs for him. God! It felt so dirty just letting this stranger fuck me. It was awesome! I came just after he did.”

“He played with my tits for a while, and had me suck him until he got hard, then I rode him for a long while. I came twice like that. He liked it when I had orgasms.”

“Then he bent me over and power fucked me until he came again. I went to pee, and when I came out, he was sitting in bed, watching TV. He said ‘I’m done with you, you can go..”

“That made me SO horny! Just to be discarded like that. I had to rub off in the hallway after I left. I should’ve saved it for you.”

My brain was fogged with all the dirty acts I was going to do to my whore wife. She was more desirable than ever, after acting like that. I wanted her so badly.

When we got out of the car, she asked, “Why so quiet? Is everything OK?”

I growled, “Get inside. I’m gonna fuck you within an inch of your life, you whore.”

She giggled and ran inside, as I followed, my dick leading the way.

The next hour or two was a blur of sex and dirty talk. I couldn’t get enough of her after some other man had used her. I finally couldn’t get hard anymore, and my balls ached from overuse.

As we lay in the bed, drifting off to sleep, Carol said, “I want to do it again.”


Repeat Act

The next day at work, Brad found me and said, “Your girl did great! My guy signed the contract today, and said he expected to see her when he comes back for our quarterly business review meetings.” He leaned closer and said, “We padded the contract enough that my commission covers her fee, plus some.” He was all smiles, and my stomach churned while I thought about Carol fucking for money again.

Brad looked at me and said, “I don’t know why you have access to a hooker when your wife is so hot, but I’m glad you do. Of course, I won’t mention it to Carol.”

“Best not,” I said with a grin. Oh shit, I thought, Brad may meet The Hooker at some point, and he’ll know! I figured we’d have a couple of months to figure it out.

***

When I got home, Carol was in the kitchen working on dinner. I approached her from behind, and kissed her neck, which made her coo. “I spoke with Brad. You got a glowing review on your performance,” I said.

She turned excitedly and said, “What did he say, exactly? ”

I laughed and said, “Not like he’s gonna say ‘ her pussy felt like velvet ’ or ‘ she sucked like a hoover. ’ He said the client was happy and signed the contract.”

“Oh,” she replied, clearly disappointed. She could see I had more, and asked, “What?”

“Brad agreed to provide you to his client during quarterly meeting trips.”

“Yes!” Carol whooped, kissing me. When she settled, she said, “But not for three months?”

“Yeah, I guess so. But every  three months. Are you OK with that?”

“I’m good with every week, every night! It was so exciting and dirty - better than our roleplay,” she said, then turned back to finish dinner.

“Maybe Brad will want me for someone else,” she said as she stirred. “Give him my number, OK? I wanna make the next deal, sell myself. OK?”

“Uh, OK,” I agreed. I wondered how many times she’d want to do it before the novelty and excitement wore off.

***

Over the next several days, a few of the guys approached me about “The Hooker,” and said that they might need her for clients. I wondered whether that was true, or if they would call for their own needs. It felt strange at first to share my wife’s number with the men, but I felt excited and aroused when I realized that I was pimping my wife out.

I wondered if I could get Carol to wear a wig or somehow change her appearance a little. None of the guys knew my wife. I took down the pictures of her on my desk, just in case.

I mentioned to Carol that some guys at the office had asked for her number.

“Did you give it to them?” she asked, clearly excited.

“Yes. It felt weird and exciting at the same time.”

She kissed my neck and said, “You’re my pimp. Selling my pussy, baby!”

I guess I was, but I wondered if she would be as excited the second time or third time.

***

Later that same evening, Carol found me in the den, and approached me with fire in her eyes. “It’s done!”

“What is?” I asked.

“I just booked my first date! Well, second, I guess.”

My stomach churned, and my cock became hard. “Really?”

“Um, hm,” she said, almost dancing with excitement. “Tomorrow. At the hotel. Some guy named Jim is buying me for his client. I’m meeting them at the bar, and Jim will pay me, then I go to the room and have sex with his client!”

She was so excited that she barely paused for breath as she said all that, “I’m gonna fuck another stranger just after meeting him, baby! Wow!”

She kissed me, and with her face close, asked, “Will you drive me? I’ll be too nervous, I think. Besides,” she gave me an evil grin, “You can drop me off so another man can fuck me; use your wife for sex. You like that, huh?”

I did. “Yes, I’ll do that. Have to be careful that Jim doesn’t see me or he’ll know that I’m pimping my wife out.”

I thought Carol was going to orgasm right there, “Oh God! That would be SO great!”

“Not for work, it wouldn’t,” I needed to calm her.

“Oh. Right.” She thought for a minute then said, “It would be amazing if I could watch you take cash from some stranger and sell me. Maybe we can do that sometime?” She disappeared into the bathroom to get ready for tomorrow.

I thought Carol wanted a lot more of this than adventure.

***

We were both nervous as we drove to the hotel. Luckily it was only about 10 minutes away. Because I was worried about Jim seeing me, I wore a hat and sunglasses, and a jogger suit. No one at work ever saw me in anything other than suits and collared shirts, so I thought it would help disguise me.

Carol wore one of her hooker outfits from our roleplay. I realized no one would look at me if they saw her first. Her breasts were ready to leap out of her shirt, and her skirt was so short, her panties were visible when she got in or out of the car.

She wore bright red lipstick and nails, and a black choker embellished with a dollar sign in rhinestones. Her hoop earrings were nearly 4 inches in diameter. When she put them on, she giggled, “The bigger the hoop, the bigger the Ho!”

As we pulled up to the hotel front door, Carol laughed, “Time to drop me off, pimp.”

When I stopped and she opened the door, I said, “Go make us some money, whore. Put that cunt to good use.”

She looked at me excited eyes and said, “Oh, fuck yes! I love that. Trading my cunt for cash. Ooh!”

I watched her walk to the door, which the doorman opened for her, clearly staring at her tits. I drove away, wondering what my wife would do with her ‘date.’

It was after 11 when she called for a ride home. When I pulled up to the hotel, she was standing outside. Her outfit was perfect: she was clearly a prostitute. I saw the few guests passing by give her a long look, and knew she’d have more ‘work’ if she wanted it.

She climbed into the car and we drove off. After a moment of silence, I asked, “How was work?”

“Hard,” she said. Then “Very hard. Rock hard.” She chuckled and said, “Honestly, I’ve never been fucked so hard and long as that. He had some blue pill that kept him going. The only thing that saved me was when his balls ached from coming too much.”

“Maybe you should set a limit?” I said.

My wife looked at me and smiled weakly as she said, “He bought me, baby. He can do anything he wants to me. That’s what I want, to be surprised and scared.”

We drove the rest of the way home in silence. As we parked, Carol reached over and started unbuckling my pants, then pulled my erection free. I leaned back as she sucked me and played with my balls. It didn’t take long before I moaned and filled her mouth, as I imagined her getting pummeled by her date with his ever-hard cock.

When I was spent, I said, “Wow. Thanks.”

Carol said, “I knew you’d be horny. My pussy just can’t take any more tonight.”

She showered, and we went to bed. I left her alone; she was clearly tired. As she removed her makeup, she said, “One of the best parts of tonight, besides the sex, was when Jim paid me at the bar. I could see his client drooling, ‘ OK, now you own me for the next few hours. ’” She turned and said, “I was wet and ready to come when I said ‘ you own me .’ I want to see you take money from some stranger and say ‘ you own her ’ sometime, OK?”

“OK,” I agreed. “I’ll sell your cunt for cash sometime.”

Carol moaned at my words. This evening’s punishment certainly didn’t dampen her desire for more.


Word of Mouth

A week later on Tuesday, when I arrived home from work, I found Wendy dressed in her ‘hooker’ outfit, working on her makeup. I loved seeing her like that, and was excited for a fun night, “Oh, ready for some ‘hooker’ play? What hotel should we go to tonight?”

She smiled at me in the mirror and said, “Actually, it’s a real  hooker night. I’ve got a date at the hotel in about an hour.”

My stomach churned as I realized that she really was committed to being a prostitute. “Is it one of Brad’s clients?”

“I don’t think so,” she replied, standing and adjusting her breasts to show maximum cleavage. “He said he works at your company and ‘one of the guys’ gave him my number.” She looked at me and said, “I shouldn’t be long; he has to get back to his wife, so it’ll probably be a quickie.”

She gave me a peck on the cheek and said, “I’m going a little early to get a drink and calm my nerves.” She gave me an evil grin and said, “When I come home, you can have me after a stranger fucked me. That’s what you like, isn’t it?”

“Oh God, yes,” I said. “Want a ride?” I asked.

“No, I can drive myself to work,” she answered. To work ! She was already thinking about this as a long-term job!

It was a long lonely dinner while I waited for her, imagining who she might be fucking. I wondered if I knew him, and whether he’d become a regular.

Regular . My wife might have guys who regularly fucked her, like me. It was exciting to think about that. I wondered what was wrong with me that I liked my wife to cheat?

When she got home, she confirmed it was a quickie. I didn’t know the guy’s name, she only had a first name. She told me about sucking him hard, then letting him pound her doggy style until he came. She never orgasmed, so needed me to ‘finish the job.’ I happily complied, fucking her as I thought about her having another cock inside her.

***

The next day, she happily displayed a large pickle jar with some cash in it that she kept in the closet. She said it was still a pickle jar; just filled with cash for every time someone stuck their pickle inside her.

On Thursday, it felt like deja vous, she was in a slightly different hooker outfit, getting ready. I was excited and surprised, and asked, “I guess you’ll be making another deposit into the pickle jar?”

She laughed, “Yep, and one of your co-workers will make a deposit into me.” She stood and said, “Do I look like a proper hooker?”

“You look very fuckable,” I agreed.

She laughed again, “I am  very fuckable - for the right cash.”

She gave me a peck again, and said, “Back after I get dicked. You can have me then, OK?”

“Hell, yes,” I said. What was wrong with me?

When she returned home, it was like the previous time: she told me about what they did, only this time I knew the guy. He had a unique name, and I knew him to be an assistant pastor at his church.

Wendy laughed and said, “Well, certainly worshiped my pussy before he sent me to heaven. He had a big juicy cock. I hope he becomes a regular.”

***

One night I arrived home and Wendy was nowhere to be found. I found a note that said, “Out marketing. Back before long.” It was signed with a smiley and heart.

Hmm, “Marketing.” I wondered what she meant? Was she out walking the streets? I felt my stomach churn in excitement and worry as I imagined Wendy working a street corner, showing herself off to random men, letting them touch her. I imagined her fucking some nameless stranger in exchange for cash, then dumped from the car like a common whore after he orgasmed.

I couldn’t really imagine her doing something so risky. She liked the thrill of men paying her for sex, but I think she wouldn’t be comfortable exposing herself on the street, open to attack or assault.

I had a beer and waited for her, my mind running through all sorts of scenarios. When she hadn’t arrived home by 7:00, I nuked something from the freezer and settled in front of the TV, trying to distract myself from the thoughts of what she was doing and with whom. It seemed certain she was out hooking again.

I was surprised when the front door opened and Wendy walked in around 8:00. I met her at the door and we kissed, then I said, “I was worried about you. You said ‘marketing’ and I imagined you walking on a street corner.”

She laughed, and as she went to the fridge to pour some wine, she said, “No not that. The idea excites me, but the risk is too much.” She looked at me and smiled, saying, “I thought it might be safer if you watched me from the car. That way, I wouldn’t get beat up. I bet you’d love to watch me get in some stranger’s car to blow him.”

“Yes, I sure would!” I replied excitedly.

“Anyway, that wasn’t tonight. When I left the hotel the last time, the doorman said I had to talk to the concierge if I wanted to work there anymore, otherwise the police would be called.”

“Oh, shit,” I said.

“It’s OK,” my wife said. “I figured it was some sort of shakedown or payoff scheme. It turns out that the hotel staff wants commission on my fees,” she said, as she took a seat at the breakfast bar.

“Oh, how much?” I asked.

“They wanted 20% but I negotiated.” Wendy smiled and said, “I didn’t want to give up the money, so we settled on head.”

“Excuse me?” I said.

“Yeah, every time I work at the hotel, I give the doorman a blowjob as payment. If the concierge or bartender gives out my number, I blow them as commission.” She smiled as she told me this.

“Are you really gonna do that?” I asked, shocked, and a bit turned on.

“Certainly,” she laughed. She looked at me intensely and said, “I gave them all a sample tonight. Oh, and the concierge and bartenders took some pictures of me in my underwear so they could show me off to prospects.”

“Wait,” I said, processing all that. “You blew him tonight?”

“Blew them . The doorman, concierge and both bartenders. Four cocks, four loads down the hatch. That’s what took so long. And of course, the pictures.” I noticed she was rubbing herself.

She winked and said, “You want to be number five? I am so  horny. I need to be fucked! Four strange dicks tonight, and my first black guy! The doorman is black.”

I couldn’t drag her up to the bedroom fast enough. She wasn’t lying about being horny - she had her orgasm after only a minute or two. That was lucky because I couldn’t hold off either, thinking about her on her knees sucking those men.

Busted at Work

Over the next few weeks, my wife was regularly booking two to four ‘dates’ a week at the hotel - most from concierge or bartender referrals. She would arrive home and happily report about her date, and the ‘commission’ blowjob afterward. It was almost a certainty that she had two different cocks each time she was out.

One day I arrived home at the same time that Carol did. She was in one of her prostitute outfits and was very excited.

We got inside, and she said, “I just fucked a guy at his house in his own bedroom! His wife was at work. It was wild seeing their wedding picture while I rode his cock! I am such a slut!”

“In the middle of the day?” I asked.

“Yeah. He called in sick and not tell his wife, then had me over to the house to fuck. It’s somebody from your company, by the way,” she laughed.

She stripped and hopped in the shower, and I stripped to join her.

She said, “OK, but you gotta be quick, I have another date at the hotel soon.”

“Another in the same day?”

“Don’t worry. It’s not like I’m wearing my pussy out. It’ll be ready again later. I’m pretty sure she can take as much dick as I can score,” she said as she rinsed off. She looked genuinely excited as she said, “I’m hoping someone will call for a party. I really want a gang-bang!” As she toweled dry, she said, “Hmm, I wonder how much I should charge.”

***

After that, she was busier during the day than at night. There was a flu going around my office, causing men to miss work at an alarming rate. The flu was Carol Fever.

One day I arrived home and Carol was at the counter having wine. I was happy because it was a night that I had her to myself.

Before I could ask about her day, she said, “You know, Brad has a nice house.” Brad’s house? How would she know about Brad’s house?

“Oh Fuck!” I said, as I stopped still.

“Yep. That’s what I went there for,” she confirmed. “I’m really sorry. I didn’t ask for a name and didn’t recognize his number from the text. I didn’t know it was him until he opened the door.”

“What did you do?” I asked.

“I fucked his brains out, of course,” she said. “He was a wild one, calling me all sorts of dirty names and fucking me in every hole. It was great. I asked him not to tell people at work.”

“What did he say?” I asked, my stomach sinking.

“He tried to blackmail me into more sex for free if he kept his mouth shut. What an asshole,” she said.

“What an asshole,” I agreed.

She smiled and said, “I told him that I’d tell his wife, and prove it by mentioning the birthmark on his balls.” She smirked, “He agreed to pay the regular price, and we have a monthly schedule. Brad is making my car payment.” She laughed.

I said, “Your pussy is making the car payment, baby.”

She beamed and said, “It is, isn’t it?”

Brad never said a word to me at work. I knew whenever he took a sick day that he was fucking my wife. And covering her car payment.

***

One evening a few weeks later, Carol headed out to the hotel, saying she’d be back after she got a good fucking. She winked and said, “And after I blow the black doorman.”

I loved kissing her after she had some guys’ dick in her mouth. It was exciting to know what a slut she was.

A couple of hours later, I got a text that read, “change of plans. Back in the morning. Don’t worry. Mucho dinero.”

I was a little concerned, but she didn’t sound panicked. I checked her phone location, and she was at the hotel. I didn’t sleep very well, thinking about what she was doing, or what her date was doing to her.

When I got up in the morning, I texted her to see if she was on her way. She replied “Still working. Later.”

It felt weird leaving for work without seeing her, but I headed in, wondering what she could be doing. I was feeling a mixture of concern and excitement. Concern for her well-being, and excitement about what dirty adventure she was in the middle of.

***

Around lunchtime, I was summoned to my boss’ office.

I took a seat in Mr. Johnson’s office, and he got up and closed the door. He returned to his seat and looked at me for a second before he said, “Carol is a prostitute.”

I felt my stomach lurch. Did Brad rat me out? Hell, it could have been anyone. She had fucked at least a dozen guys in the office.

He continued, “I didn’t expect it to be her when I rented talent  last night, but here we are.” Oh shit. HE was the one she spent all night with!

“I have to say, she is the hottest and freakiest piece of ass I’ve ever had. You’re a lucky man.”

He took a breath and said, “But we’re not here for me to gloat over nailing your wife. I want to know if this is a problem. I have a ‘ moral turpitude ’ clause in my contract, as you probably know. If it gets out that I’ve nailed an employee’s wife, or paid a whore, er, hooker, then I’m done.”

“It’s OK, you can call her whore . I do,” I assured him.

He raised an eyebrow, and asked, “Do we have a problem?”

“No,” I said. I felt uncomfortable and powerful at the same time. He was mucho dinero . My boss was the first guy to rent Carol overnight.

“Rent her and bang her as much as you want, as long as you pay her. That’s your business and her business. I have no reason to tell anyone.”

“Really? Rent her again?” he asked.

“Sure. Fuck her until you run out of money or she quits hooking. At least I know you’re a nice guy.”

“Not with her, I’m not,” he chuckled. He was obviously comfortable that this wouldn’t turn into blackmail.

“Just as well,” I said as I stood to leave. There was no reason to talk anymore.

As I reached for the door, I heard him say, “She’s quite a talented woman. I hope you don’t kiss that mouth, though.”

Going Pro

When I got home, Carol was dressed for another ‘date,’ sitting at the counter sipping wine. As I set my briefcase down, she said “We gotta talk about last night.”

As I grabbed a glass and poured a whiskey, I said, “You spent the night with my boss.”

She looked at me in surprise, and said, “Yeah. How did you…”

I told her about my meeting with him.

After I finished, she asked, “You told him to bang  me as much as he wanted?”

“You said he was mucho dinero , right? And you’re gonna keep spreading your legs for other men, so it might as well be him,” I explained.

“Um, OK. It was a $2,000 night,” she said. “That’s pretty good, right?”

“More than I make in a day.” I stated. I watched her face, “He said I shouldn’t kiss your mouth. Why would he say that?”

She looked down at her wine and said, “The two grand included some extras. ”

“Extras?” I asked.

“ Extras  are anything other than straight sex or blowjob. Anal, bondage, threesome, someone watching, cream pies. Stuff like that.”

“Holy shit! You do all that? What about Mr. Johnson? Why shouldn’t I kiss your mouth?” I asked.

She said, “Rim job.” Then she looked at me defiantly and said, “I ate his ass while I jerked him off, then let him paint my face with cum. He said he liked that such a pretty woman could be such a dirty whore.”

“Wow,” was all I could say.

“And ATM.”

I looked puzzled, so she said, “Ass To Mouth. He fucked me anally, then I sucked him, sucking my ass and his sperm off his cock.”

“Holy shit.”

“Not really any shit,” she said, “But it’s definitely nasty. And costs extra. Plus overnight.”

“How could I not kiss such an awesome wife?” I grinned.

I moved near her to kiss, and she held me off, saying, “Don’t mess up the lipstick. I have to leave in a few minutes. I have a date at the airport hotel.”

“Airport hotel?” I asked.

“Concierges talk,” she said. “I will pay him a commission the same way. Hope he has a nice dick.”

***

I waited for her, but eventually fell asleep. At around 1:30 in the morning, I heard her arrive home.

She looked tired, but said, “Wanna be number five? No blowjob, though, my jaw is sore.”

“Five?” I asked.

“My client, the concierge, and two barmen. I’ll take care of the others tomorrow. I should have a lot of work from that hotel. Wish it wasn’t so far.”

“You just blew four guys?” I asked, excited at her sluttiness.

“Yes, and the client wanted anal, so I made extra dough.” She grabbed my hand and said, “And my poor pussy got none. I am so horny!”

***

Carol started having more ‘dates’ with the additional references from the airport hotel. She was out most weeknights. We only occasionally had dinner together, the rest of the time she was having sex with some other guy.

Mr. Johnson was a regular, and he enjoyed flaunting it in front of me, despite his worries about being ratted out. He’d say things like “Your wife said to say Hi,” or “I bet Carol is walking funny today.” She liked it because he was one of her more generous clients.

Luckily, I spent most weekends with her. She rarely had dates on Saturdays or on the weekend days. Carol found another niche market at the country club, offering a special “foursome” deal on Sunday mornings. She only booked those because she made an easy $2k for a few hours of work, and she really liked that they often turned into gang bangs, where she’d get multiple penetrations at once. Of course she commissioned the golf manager with her mouth.

I returned home one day to find Carol showing a girl around the house. She introduced her as Nora, and said that she’d be helping with the housework, and mostly laundry. Nora was quiet, but pretty in an exotic way. She had Asian features, which was not really my preference, but her petite and skinny frame was attractive to me - a vast departure from Carol’s tall, busty form.

After Nora left, my wife explained she was so busy that she couldn’t keep the house nice for us, and mostly, she couldn’t keep up with laundry. She explained she was going through three to five outfits a day and had to run the laundry daily or every other day.

She also shared an online calendar with me, for her bookings. My wife didn’t even bother to call them dates anymore. She said she hired a virtual personal assistant to book her openings. I had a laugh about her phrasing.

One night while I was waiting for Carol to get home, I checked her calendar and saw that she was very  busy. There were no days with no appointments, and some days, she had four bookings! Four strangers, plus ‘commission’ to the concierge or doorman, meant that she had eight cocks inside her some days. I made a note to check more often, I really wanted her those days!

Nora became a regular at the house, mostly doing laundry, but also some cleaning. It was even odds whether I would come home to Carol, Nora, or both of them. Nora was always pleasant, but a little reserved.

One day when I arrived home, Nora was carrying a basket of laundry from the bedroom. She looked at me, then down at the basket, which had several panties laying on top. They were obviously caked and stained from ‘activity.’ She looked back at me, making a grimace.

I chuckled and said, “Gross, huh?”

Nora stopped and said, “Your wife a fuck girl?”

I looked at her, unsure of how to answer.

She took my silence to be confusion, so she said, “Men pays to fuck your wife? She bang bang girl?”

“Yes,” I said.

Nora nodded, then asked, “They pay a lot?”

“Yes.”

“And she just fuck?” Nora seemed surprised.

“Fuck, suck, whatever they want.”

“I could do that,” Nota said as she headed to the laundry room.

When Carol got home, after reclaiming her well-used pussy, I mentioned the talk with Nora. “I think she may make an excellent assistant.” When Carol looked at me, I added, “You know, take on overflow clients.”

My wife said, “Nice idea, but I’m not looking to grow the business. I want ALL the cocks.” She stared at me and said, “Honey, this is for me, for the sex, for fucking all those strangers. The money is extra.”

“OK,” I said, and let it drop. I guess I had assumed it was for the business, and she enjoyed doing it. It never registered that she was just a nymphomaniac that made money from it.

***

A few weeks later, Carol said, “I’ll be gone from Thursday to Sunday.”

“Oh. I won’t get the weekend with you?” I asked, trying to keep my voice from sounding pitiful.

“Karl, your boss, Mr. Johnson, is taking me to his nephew’s wedding,” she explained.

“Oh. You’re his date?”

She grinned and said, “Yes, AND… I’m the entertainment at the bachelor party on Thursday. Big money, lots of cocks. I hope to have two or three inside me all night!” she said excitedly.

“And then you’re going to the wedding?” I asked incredulously.

“Yes.” She bit her lip, clearly excited, “They’ll all know I’m a hooker. A whore. All the men will be fucking me in their imagination. I’m so fucking wet thinking about it!”

Mr. Johnson made sure I knew it, too. On Wednesday, he said, “I’ll be gone for a few days with your wife. I’m turning her out for a bachelor party. She’ll probably feel different after ten guys, huh?”

What an ass, I thought. If he only knew how many dozens and dozens, she already had…

I arrived home Thursday, preparing myself for a lonely weekend. Nora was there, so at least it didn’t feel so empty. I sat and had a drink while I watched her hustle and fold laundry, then ferry it to our room.

After she finished, she disappeared into our room, then reappeared, wearing a tiny tube top and embarrassingly teeny tight shorts. I was surprised, but couldn’t deny that she looked sexy, clearly dressed to pick up guys. I wondered why she changed here, but then realized that she may regularly change here. I rarely paid attention to her as she finished her day chores.

She approached me with a smile and handed me a note, saying, “Mr. Craig, your wife say I give this to you now.”

She stood expectantly as I opened the note and read:

Hey Baby. Sorry for the weekend. It’s not fair to you. Nora will take care of you. I rented her for the weekend. Cash is in your side table, don’t pay until Sunday. Take her to dinner. Show her off. Fuck her brains out and think about me. Love You.

I looked up at Nora, shocked.

Nora was beaming, “I’m your fuck girl. Your wife pay me. You fuck me. I promise her I do anything.”

I would like to say that we had a nice sex-filled romp over the weekend and that I treated her like my temporary wife.

But that wouldn’t be true.

I treated her like a sex doll. I had her strip, and she spent the weekend naked in the house. I called in sick on Friday, so I’d have extra time with her. I bent her over any furniture I wanted when I was horny. I buttfucked her and made her suck my dick clean. She ate my ass, blew me while I ate and drank.

I loved washing her hot little body in the shower, so we showered a lot. Her pussy and ass were equally tight, so made use of each, often. I thought about how other men were probably treating my wife, and I treated Nora that way.

Carol had Nora move her things into our bedroom, so she spent the nights in bed with me, and I simply spread her and fucked her whenever I was horny. I made her suck dick and eat ass even when I wasn’t horny, which usually got me horny.

I made her masturbate for me every few hours, and when I’d get hard, had her sit on my cock and do all the work. I was terrible.

On Sunday, I handed her the cash - $1000. She was thrilled because Carol had added a $200 tip. Nora was a human sex doll for one tenth the amount that my wife charged.

Nora was sitting naked on the coffee table, masturbating for me when Carol walked in. Nora stopped, unsure about what to do. Carol said, “Go on, don’t stop,” then took a seat next to me for the show.

After Nora climaxed, Carol asked the inevitable, “How was the weekend, Nora? Did you like being a fuck girl ?” Carol giggled as she used the term.

Nora said, “It was great! I take care of Mr. Craig like you say.” She smiled at me and said, “He good, too. I like doing for him.” She shrugged her shoulders and said, “Plus, no laundry!” then giggled.

Nora then looked at the two of us and asked, “Do it again? Soon?”

Shit. She was freakier than I imagined. Or desperate.

Carol said, “We’ll talk about it. Ready to go home?”

Nora looked at me and asked, “Mr. Craig want more?”

I laughed and said, “I’ve got my wife. She’s my favorite.”

Nora gave me a look that said she planned to change that.

***

After Nora left, I asked, “So, how was the wedding? Was she a lovely bride?”

Carol smiled and said, “She was, but I got the groom first.”

“Oh?” I said.

“Yeah. The ceremony was in one hall, and the reception and dancing was in another. When the bride went to change dresses, I told the groom he could take me bare if we ‘did it’ right then. We went up to my room and he unloaded in me before his bride could touch him. I am such a bad girl.” Her laugh betrayed her words.

She was rubbing herself as she said, “All night, every time I saw the bride, I knew that her new husband had fucked ME first, and I was full of his baby makers. It made me SO wet and horny. I ended up sneaking off and fucking or sucking all the groomsmen.”

“What about Mr. Johnson?” I asked.

“He showed me off at the ceremony, and at the beginning of the reception, but hung with family friends and got plastered. We fucked after the reception, he just didn’t know that he was like the 6th or 7th guy that day.”

“And did you end up going to the bachelor party?” I asked.

My wife’s eyes lit up, “Yes! It was unbelievable! Karl, your boss, had me dress in this very sexy lingerie, then put on a robe before we went to the suite where the guys were partying.”

“Karl told me he expected me to let the guys do anything they wanted to me, because he wanted to make sure they completely ruined me for you.” She paused and said, “He definitely gets his jollies defiling your wife.”

“We got there, the guys had already been drinking, and there was porn on the television. I dropped the robe, and Karl announced I was already paid for, and that they could do anything to me.”

Her nostrils flared, as she paused for effect, “The best man tried to be respectful, so he asked me what was OK. I was so horny, having them all look at me, so I listed every dirty act that had ever been done with me and told them I hadn’t been properly gang fucked yet.”

“It took about 5 seconds before every dick in the room was trying to get inside me. I spent the next 6 or 7 hours with one, two or three cocks fucking me. They sent out for condoms twice, and the room stank of sex when I finally left.”

She laughed and said, “I couldn’t find my robe, and Karl had left earlier in the night, so I walked back to our room in my lingerie at 4AM. A couple of guys saw me, and I got such a thrill from them staring at me. I actually walked around several floors hoping to be seen.”

“Holy shit. How many guys?” I asked.

“I dunno, maybe 12, 11,” my wife said, “I wish it were 50. I still wanted more after no one could get hard again. I fucking LOVE gangbangers, baby.”

***

Later that week, Carol had a rare night where she had a late booking, so she could be at home for dinner before she went out. Nora was doing the laundry, and Carol was having a drink with me.

Carol looked at me pensively, then said, “Nora will move into the guest room. She’ll be here full time.”

“Oh, OK,” I replied. This seemed strange, but Nora was around all the time, anyway.

Carol watched me as she said, “She’s your full-time fuck girl,” she smirked at the term.

“What?”

“It’s part of my deal with her. Anytime you want to use her, just go for it. $100 for anything you want. I put a stack of cash in your side table,” she explained.

“Uh, that’s your  cash,” I objected. “And I’d rather fuck you .”

“I told you, I’m in it for dick, not the cash,” she explained. “And I’m getting so much stranger dick that I’m not available most of the time for you. Plus, Nora wants the money.” She smiled as she added, “And you seem like a perfect match: You like to use her like a dirty sex puppet, and she loves you for it.”

I remembered our weekend and couldn’t help grinning.

My wife said, “Really, one night with your boss pays for a month of her little cunt. And ass. And mouth,” she smiled.

After a moment, she called out “Nora!”

Nora appeared in a moment.

Carol pulled out a hundred-dollar bill and handed it to Nora, saying, “Time to be fuck girl for Mr. Craig.”

Nora’s eyes lit up, and she took the bill, then turned to me and said, “I be your favorite soon. Come fuck.” She took my hand and led me upstairs, leaving Carol smiling and chuckling in the kitchen.

***

As we passed the guest room, I could see that Nora had already moved in. She led me to the master bedroom and worked me over like she needed my sperm to keep her alive. When we finished, she kissed me and said that she’d be in her room if I wanted more.

From then on, Nora was always in the house, and always naked or wearing panties at most. Other than having a naked Asian chick hanging around the house, life went on as usual. Whenever Carol and I would have a disagreement, which was rare, she would hand Nora a C-Note and tell her to fuck me to death.

I arrived home one day and found Nora and Carol in the kitchen. I stopped dead in my tracks as I watched them passionately kissing. It took a moment to notice Carol’s fingers violently fucking Nora’s pussy. Nora was moaning and whimpering, then started shaking as she orgasmed, Carol held her up against the counter as she lost control.

When she recovered, Carol saw me and said, “What? I paid her.”

That night, Nora moved into our bed. It was pretty wild - she was basically available for sex all the time. My wife had somehow developed a taste for women as well, so it became normal to wake up to Nora going down on Carol, or vice versa. Neither objected when I found an available hole in which to bury my erection.

Epilogue

Despite Nora’s efforts, she never became my favorite. She did become my weekday regular, as Carol started selling more overnight sessions.

On the weekends, Carol was my regular, and Nora was a bonus.

Carol started actively seeking group events, with the hotel concierges using her to attract suite sales for bachelor and stag parties.

Eventually, Carol started taking Nora on some of her bookings, so she could provide girl-girl shows for the parties.

Nora refused sex with the clients, insisting she was my fuck girl.

My wife was everyone else’s fuck girl.
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Peaches loves to write about sexual adventures, whether similar to ones she has actually experienced or complete flights of (horny) fancy. While some of her stories are based upon her adventures, often embellished to fit her wicked memories, others are based upon her nearly constant dreams and daydreams about sexual adventures.

Peaches is always open to new storyline adventures, so be sure to share your requests in your ratings comments! Also, be sure to check out her other works from her Amazon Author Page .

A few of her works are detailed below:

Wife’s Secret Interracial Career

Erika was bored with her life and job, and her friend Linda had the perfect solution: A side hustle as a model with a new name and look: Ivory White, with hair and skin to match.

I was thrilled that my wife was spreading her wings and filling herself with confidence chasing this new career.  She spent more and more time modeling, until she found a new agency and new friend, both of whom promised to broaden her horizons, leveraging her exotic looks.

When Erika was being secretive about her new job, I did some snooping and found that she was spreading more than her wings, and was being filled not with confidence, but with black studs. Now I knew why she was so secretive.

I wondered when she would tell me, if ever, and if she would ever find a scene that she wouldn’t do. She loved the work more than she loved me, or was it something else?

Julie Loaned Out: Beginnings of a Slutty Wife

Happily married Julie and Jim meet their new neighbors, and Julie finds herself thinking of more than just dinner and drinks after she meets the handsome married neighbor. Jim urges his wife to cheat with the older man, and Julie gives in, releasing a slutty side of herself she never imagined .

Turned on by his wife's first reluctant adventure, Jim 'loans' her to the neighbor for the day, with the instructions that she ' do whatever he wants. ' Julie agrees and completely gives herself over to being a slut, even risking pregnancy with this new man while her husband encourages her. She surprises herself at the emotions and urges unleashed by giving herself to a near stranger.

Caylee, Laid of Honor. A Wife’s Interracial Revenge

Caylee was in a failing marriage, miserable with her husband and lack of sex life. A trip to London for her sister’s wedding was the perfect break.

When Caylee met Jenni’s fiance, Jimmy, she was surprised at how attractive her new black husband was. She was equally floored by Jenni’s black boyfriend, who was Jimmy’s best mate.

After Jenni explained their open marriage , she offered Jimmy as a loaner bed mate . As Jimmy’s friends regularly stopped by to hook up with Jenny, Caylee became so aroused that she couldn’t resist, and took her sister’s cuckold fiance to bed .

To her surprise, Jenni was happy to share, and offered other men to her sister. How far would Caylee go to get even with her cheating husband and satisfy her newfound hunger for large black men?
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