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My Stripper Wife

By Mark Adams

I knew I was in trouble the moment I walked into the kitchen. My wife, Krista, must have been waiting for me to get home. She stood near the kitchen table, a letter in her hand, and her rigid posture told me she was ready for an argument.

“They’ve sent us to a collection agency.” The brittleness in her voice that set off alarms in my head.

“I’ll take care of it,” I said, reaching out to take the letter, but she pulled it away from me.

“That’s what you said last time Dave, and the time before. We can’t go on like this. I’m getting a job.” The last came out in a rush as though she wanted to say all the words before I could argue with her.

“Krista, we’ve talked about this before,” I lowered my voice trying to approach this as gently as possible. “You don’t have a degree, the most you can get is some part-time work and that won’t pay off our debts.” She stiffened at that but didn’t back down.

“I’ve found something that pays good money. It’s waitressing at the 4 Play Club. I know,” she hurried on before my protests started “It’s not the sort of place you want your wife associated with but it’s just waitressing and Dave… we really need the money!”

I stared at her frustration and anger warring with resignation. My debts were even worse than she knew, and she was right I was in real trouble. But, Krista working at a strip club, the idea made me burn. I nodded my agreement, I couldn’t speak, or get the words out.

Krista smiled and leaned in to kiss me on the cheek. “It will be okay boo. It’s just waitressing. The uniform’s a little skimpy but the club has a no-touch policy and they’ll all be looking at the strippers anyway.”

“Skimpy? Just how skimpy?” That put my guard up again. Krista moved closer to me, using her failure proof technique for getting her way.

“Oh, you know, a little short, a little tight. You want me to show you?” Her hand pressed against my crotch. “I’ll suspend the no-touch rule just for you.” She giggled. How could I say no to that offer?

The uniform was every bit as short and tight as Krista had suggested, if not more so. Her ample breasts jutted out courtesy of a tight-fitting top and the tiniest of skirts barely covered her long legs. I knew if she bent over she’d be flashing her panties. It was irresistible, and I fucked her on the bed in her uniform.

That wasn’t the last time her waitress uniform ended up in our sex life either. Krista made me promise that I wouldn’t go to the club because it would make her self-conscious and I reluctantly agreed but I couldn’t completely control the irrational pangs of jealousy that shot up when I thought about the men in the club ogling her.

I took to not so subtly asking her about it and whether anyone was paying her extra attention. Krista ignored it at first, but then she got fed up.

“Only the ones whose cocks I didn’t suck.” She snapped at me after the tenth time I had asked her that question and I knew I had gone too far.

“I’m sorry babe, I trust you,” I said, trying to pacify her. “It’s the guys i that club I don’t trust.”

“Oh, they’re harmless.” Krista waved off my worries. “Horndogs, but harmless. Besides,” she gave me her best seductive look. “There’s only one customer I’ve got my eyes on.” She leaned forward to give me a birds-eye view of her cleavage in that tight top. “What’ya say, Mister, wanna give me a big tip?”

I was rock hard in seconds, bending her over the kitchen table and pulling her panties aside to thrust into her

After that, it became a thing. Any time I seemed jealous, Krista would tease her best customer until I couldn’t resist fucking her and like that, no more argument.

And things would have continued happily like that indefinitely with us paying off my debts and fucking like bunnies if I hadn’t run into Bob.

I didn’t like Bob. I’ve never liked Bob, but unfortunately, I work with him so I have learned to tolerate him. Bob for his part, seems to like me and he’s always coming up to my desk to tell me about some fascinating thing or other. This time though it was a little different.

“Hey, Dave. I saw your wife the other day.” He said as he walked up, a cup of coffee in hand.

“Oh yeah?” I responded, not paying much attention to the man.

“Yeah at 4 Play.” He emphasized the words so I couldn’t miss them. “She was looking good. You’re a lucky man Dave.”

“That I am.” I forced myself not to look up at him my heart thumping. I wanted him to go away, wanted this conversation to end. But Bob seemed to be in no hurry at all.

“Yeah, the two of you are something else. I don’t think I would be confident enough of my wife to let her strip. I mean I’m sure you’ve got nothing to worry about with Krista, but I wouldn’t trust the men in that place if you know what I mean.”

Bob droned on for a while, but I didn’t hear a word of it over the blood rushing in my ears. Eventually, he went away but all I saw was Krista in that skimpy uniform, on stage, and gyrating for the audience. The rest of the day crawled by. I alternated thinking about Krista and wondering how many people Bob was happily telling me that my wife was a stripper. That embarrassment would linger for sure it might even damage my career prospects at the company. But that was all secondary to the thought of men staring at my half-naked or naked wife.

And then there was the matter that she had lied to me. Krista had told me she was just a waitress, ow I find out she was stripping. It did explain why the tips she brought home were so good. I might have been more suspicious if I wasn’t so relieved to have a way to pay all the bills I owed. But now I knew, was I willing or able to give up that money in order to stop her stripping. The answer ought o have been yes, but, I didn’t know how we could keep up with the debt without it.

In the end, I chickened out. I went home that night and didn’t say a word to her about what I knew. If I told her we’d have to have the conversation and then I’d have to make a decision. Instead, I just pretended I knew nothing. That night though, as I thrust into my eager and very willing wife’s cunt I pictured her on the stage, swinging around a pole, naked while the audience cheered.

*     *     *

I kept expecting someone else to make a comment about my wife, but except for occasional knowing looks from Bob, nothing was said or even implied. But it weighed on my mind. Krista was stripping. My wife was displaying her naked body to strangers. I’d never been in the 4 Play Club myself and of course, I couldn’t go there now without Krista knowing that I was going back on my word. But my body ached to know what she was doing.

Was she just topless or did she expose everything including her sweet pussy to the leering crowd in the club? And did she do anything else? I had heard of lap dances of course, did she do those two. The only way to find out without going to the club myself was to ask someone who did go, and the only person I knew was Bob.

Bob must be at least ten years older than me and while I’m guessing he was a football player back in school, the muscle was long gone and replaced by fat. Last I heard he and his wife had gone through an expensive and messy divorce. I wasn’t surprised in the least that he hung around strip clubs. But I put my personal distaste aside and sat down next to him in the cafeteria one day.

“Hey, Dave.” He greeted me through a mouthful of fries. I smiled back, trying not to stare in disgust.

“So, you go to the club much?” I asked. I know, not at all subtle

“4 Play? Oh yeah,” A big grin spread across his fat face. “I’m there every weekend now I don’t have the ball and chain holding me down if you know what I mean.”

I just nodded, biting back the sarcastic comments that flashed through my head.

“Don’t think I’ve ever seen you there though.” He continued, apparently oblivious to my feelings about him. “Guess I don’t blame you what with Krista… sorry, Destiny performing there. It must be weird to see her with other guys huh?”

Destiny, my wife had a stripper name now, and what did Bob me by with other guys?

“You could always get a dance with one of the other girls though, right? I mean she can’t really object to that right Dave? Not when she’s letting those guys hands wander anywhere they want.” I wanted to punch him now, but I said nothing. “Still the tips must be great right? I mean she’s always popular. Everyone wants to touch those titties.”

Bob’s voice was lower now so he didn’t attract attention. I wondered for a moment if he had forgotten who he was talking to, but one look at his face made it clear he knew exactly what he was doing.

“Think I might go feel those titties tonight.” He looked me directly in the eyes, a challenge. “Or maybe I should take her to one of the private rooms. What do you think Dave, She’ll earn you some good money back there.”

My mouth was dry. I didn’t know exactly what went on in the private rooms, but the implication was clear. Dave would be pawing and groping my wife. Krista would be grinding on him and getting him hard. And more, would it be more than that?

He could do it anyway of course. If she was there dancing he could just go into the club and pay for her time. But he was looking for more than that. He wanted my agreement, my acquiescence.  It was a power play, and I caved.

“Sure,” I said, my voice sounding raspy to my ears. A satisfied smirk spread across his face.

“You know I’ve heard stories about some of the strippers Dave, about the sort of things they’re willing to do. Is Destiny one of those strippers do you think?”

I stared at him, overcome by a weird mixture of anger and arousal. His suggestion was clear and, as a husband, I should stop him now, but I didn’t, I let him talk.

“You know, I’d love to cum on Destiny’s big titties, Dave. Should I ask her to let me do that? Do they look good with cum on them?” I nodded, unable to speak, my cock throbbed in my pants. “Oh yeah, I bet Krista looks real good with cum all over her. Think that’s what I’ll do. You two can have a night on the town courtesy of me.” He said with a wink, standing up and taking his lunch tray away.

I sat there for ages, waiting for my erection to subside. Was he serious or just messing with me, and why hadn’t I said anything? Krista wouldn’t actually let him do that anyway, would she?

My Krista. The one who had said she was just waitressing and that there was a no-touch rule. The one who was flashing her breasts and her pussy to anyone with cash. I should call her and get to the bottom of this. Tonight after I got home I should put my foot down. We’d find another way to pay the remaining debt. But if that’s what I really wanted, why had I basically encouraged Bob to try it on with my wife. Did I really want something else?

The idea shocked and horrified me but the physical reaction of my body was hard to ignore. Part of me, a nasty depraved part of me, wanted to see Krista like that. But with Bob of all people? Not Bob!

I could end this so easily, or I could stay quiet. And I’d already made my decision.

*     *     *

“Sorry sweetie, I’m working tonight.” Krista wiggled out of my grasp after a quick kiss and a grope. It flashed into my head immediately. Krista writhing on the stage naked. Krista riding Bob’s lap. “You okay?” I must have had an odd expression on my face because Krista sounded concerned.

“Sure.” I nodded, “I was just hoping for some time with you is all. You work a lot these days.”

“Well it’s getting those debts paid down isn’t it?” She challenged then, perhaps deciding she’d been too harsh, she leaned in and gave me a slow sensuous kiss. “How about I keep my uniform on tonight and give my special customer a treat?”

That offer had taken on a whole new meaning after my conversation with Bob, but I still couldn’t resist it. I kissed her back and my hand squeezed her ass.

“Later stud.” She pulled away with a laugh. “This woman’s got a job to do first.”

“I’ll make it worth your time.” The words tumbled out my mouth before I’d thought them through. Krista looked at me quizzically for a moment.

“It’s always worth my time with you.” She cooed, deciding I was just flirting badly. “But come on honey, the sooner we get these debts paid off, the sooner I can stay home with you in the evenings. We both want that, right?”

I nodded again, and that’s when it slipped out “You’re right. Maybe there are some extra opportunities to earn?”

For a split second Krista’s expression changed, but I couldn’t read it. Was she angry or confused? “We’ll talk later.” Was all she said.

I wanted to go to the club and see what happened, but I was too scared. Instead, I just turned on the tv and tried to pretend it wasn’t happening. That almost worked, until I got a text from Bob.

Your wife’s titties look real good tonight

At first, I thought he was just fucking with me again. But he followed the text with a photo of my wife wearing the skimpiest underwear, one hand on the stripper pole. I stared at the image. My wife was a stripper. God, she looked so hot in that getup.

$100 to feel those titties. What do you say, Dave

The never of him, to ask me that. Of course, I didn’t want him to touch my wife. Not for any amount of money. Of course, she was doing this anyway apparently and the money would be useful. What was I even thinking? Bob’s hands groping and squeezing Krista’s perfect breasts.

Sure.

I didn’t even realize I’d typed and sent it until afterward. I felt my heart start to pound. There was no taking it back.

LOL

Bob didn’t text again. I sat there for a couple of hours, waiting to hear something else from him but, nothing. At one point I even thought about texting him again but I couldn’t be that desperate, could I?

Krista was home late that night, and despite what she’d said earlier, we didn’t talk. She just went straight to the shower and then to bed. Was that because she’d had Bob’s hands all over her? I lay next to Krista in bed that night picturing the scene in my mind, again and again, my cock rock hard.

It was still hard in the morning and I rolled over to press myself against Kirsta but she pulled away, murmuring something incomprehensible in her sleep. I wanted to wake her up, but it seemed like I was still on shaky ground, so I didn’t. Instead, I went downstairs and made myself some breakfast. Things seemed almost normal after that.

Until I looked at my phone again. There were several texts from Bob. I almost deleted them, but curiosity won out and I pulled them up. Even in text form, I could hear Bob’s voice and the way he was gloating about his time with my wife.

Mmm Mmm Mmm those titties felt just as good as they looked. Hope you don’t mind the deposit I made. “Destiny” didn’t seem too upset. I offered to clean her chest up but she said no. LOL

Oh my God, the gloating bastard had cum on my wife’s breasts. Which meant he’d had his cock out. She’d let him jerk his cock and cum on her. The images flashed through my brain without warning and my cock stiffened again. It was the final text that put me over the edge though.

How much for a private event? Got some friends having a stag night soon.

I knew what went on at stag nights. I knew that the strippers didn’t just strip. I knew what he and his friends would do to Krista if she did something like that. I don’t know when I started, don’t even remember unzipping, but my hand was on my hard cock, stroking it. I pictured Bob jerking his cock on Krista’s chest. Bob and his friends groping and squeezing my wife’s body. Krista bending over, spreading her legs I came with a grunt and a wave of shame.

Cool, calm reality settled in quickly after that, and I raced to clean up myself and the kitchen then deleted the texts. Krista must never know about those and this had to end. I had to confront her.

It felt like hours before Krista finally got up and came downstairs. The reality was probably much less.

“You’re not just a waitress are you?” It came out more like an accusation than I’d intended and Krista froze in the kitchen doorway, her warm smile fading rapidly. I stared at her, feeling the anger bloom inside me as she struggled to find the right response. There was no denial though and that was all the confirmation I really needed. My fist came down hard on the kitchen table and Krista flinched. I winced, shocked at the strength of my anger.

“We needed the money.” Her voice was calm, but there was steel behind it. “We needed it to pay off your debts.” The accusation hung in the air between us. Out in the open for maybe the first time ever. My wife was stripping because of my stupid actions. Men were ogling her, Bob was pawing her so that we could pay off my debts. The anger flared again.

“So you’re a stripper now… a whore.” I spat out, “What do you do for the men at the club?”

“I’m doing what I need to so we don’t lose the house. I’m paying off your debts the fastest way I can.” Kirsta didn’t back down, her anger rising to meet mine. “You want to know what I have to do because of you? You want to see?”

Before I could speak she began to slowly gyrate and dance. Even with the loose t-shirt on every move she made brought my eyes to her smooth long legs, her rounded hips, or her breasts. My mouth was dry as I stared, she was so good at this. No wonder Bob had wanted to touch her. She danced closer, slow, sensuous, and irresistible. The expression on her face was seductive, but her eyes still burned with anger.

Pausing only a couple of feet away from me, she slipped out of the t-shirt so that she was naked. My mind whirled, did she really get completely naked with her customers? That wasn’t allowed, was it? Leaning forward, drawing my eyes to her breasts, she whispered in a throaty voice.

“How’s my favorite customer tonight? You want Destiny to give you a special dance sugar?” I nodded. I couldn’t help myself. For a moment Krista’s feelings broke through her stripper mask. “Yes, that’s what they all want.” She almost spat the words out, but she kept going. Dancing closer to me, turning slowly around and pressing her ass against my crotch.

“Do you know how many hard cocks I’ve felt like this in the last few months.” She mocked, as she rubbed against me. I groaned my anger drained, replaced by a mixture of humiliation and arousal as she expertly teased me. “Just relax sugar, let Destiny take care of you.” She swung around, straddling my thighs, her breasts pressed to my chest, her eyes boring into mine.

“You want to know what I do David? This is what I do, night after night.” Her body moved against mine sending wave after wave of pleasure through me. I couldn’t speak, I could barely think. “The more I let them paw me and grope me, the more money they give me. You’d give me money wouldn’t you?” Her crotch thrust against mine and I groaned.

“I’m a stripper David and it turns out I’m good at it. But I’m not a whore. Is that what you think I am, or is that what you want me to be?”

It was too much, I shuddered and gasped as cum flooded my pants. Krista knew immediately, perhaps it had happened to her before, she giggled, pulling back slightly leaving me thrusting in frustration as I came. When I was done, she stood up and casually put her t-shirt back on.

“I really was just a waitress at first.” She said, her voice calm and almost cold. “But stripping pays so much better and the bills just kept mounting. I knew you’d be pissed, but you know what I’m was… I am… pissed at you. For getting us into this trouble, for hiding it from me. So I’m cleaning up your mess and the only thing I want to hear from you is thank you.”

Shame flooded me at her words and at my actions, unable to deny the truth in her words. “Thank you,” I whispered.

She turned then and I saw tears in her eyes. Walking back to me, she knelt down and hugged me, kissing my cheek. “It will be okay.” She said. “Just let me take care of it and, don’t judge.” I nodded. “Besides”, and now a teasing note entered her voice. “I think you enjoy some of my new skills.” My cheeks flushed, but I summoned up a grin.

The confrontation with Krista haunted me for several days. The casual power she had displayed over me was disturbing and it seemed the balance of power in our marriage had shifted in some way. And yet our relationship seemed stronger than before. More loving, less tense, and now no more lies. Surely this was a good thing, but I couldn’t shake the thought of how she was doing these same moves with other men. Nor could I forget how I had felt as my cum pumped from my hard cock into my pants.

And then there was Bob. I didn’t want to destroy the delicate balance Krista and I had right now, but I had to know if Bob was telling the truth. Had she danced for him, had he really cum on her breasts? Because every day at work I saw his smirking face and it was eating me up.

“Ask me and I’ll tell you. Do you really want to know?” Krista said when I raised the topic of her stripping again. We were laying in bed, watching tv at the time. “Would you like to hear about the way the mean leer at me, hit on me, touch me?”

I licked my lips, paused, then nodded. That stopped her in her tracks. No doubt she expected me to back down from the confrontation. She didn’t know that along with the burning jealousy there was a growing excitement.

“It’s just a job.” She changed tacks, moving from confrontation to justification. “I feed their fantasies. The more I play into it, the better the tips are. Sometimes,” She paused, biting her lip, her eyes searching my face trying to judge my reaction. “Sometimes I let them get away with more than they should.”

My heart started to thump, but I tried not to react, carefully controlling my breathing so that I wasn’t giving anything away. Her eyes were locked on my face.

“Some of the girls… they go further.” She continued. “Management doesn’t allow, you know, sex, they don’t want the cops coming in. But they look the other way if the girls give handjobs or let the guys rub themselves.”

I didn’t look away from the tv, though I couldn’t tell you what the show was.  To my ears, my breathing sounded like a rasp. All I could think of were Bob’s texts. Krista rested her hand on my thigh and I flinched slightly.

“The guys are so worked up, it doesn’t take much.” She said, her hand stroking my thigh, moving slowly upwards. “They’re so desperate, it’s easy.”  I groaned as her hand wrapped around my hard cock. “They’ll do just about anything when they’re in that state.” She whispered, her lips grazing my ear, her hand moving slowly up and down my shaft. “Some of them beg.”

“Please.” I moaned. Krista giggled.

“Don’t worry sweetie. Destiny will take care of you.” Her hand squeezed and stroked me. “I always take care of my customers. It doesn’t take long with the quiet ones. The pushy ones are different though.”

“The pushy ones, they like to grab, they like to be in control. They want to cum on me.” She wasn’t pretending it was other girls now, I noticed as I listened to her voice through a haze as she jerked me off, completely under her spell. I knew which type of customer Bob was, he wouldn’t lay back passively like this.

“They’re always looking to get just a little bit more. If they had the chance they’d be in me, fucking me.” I shuddered and gasped, spurting cum onto my stomach. Krista giggled again. “That was quick.” She said. “A lot of my customers are like that. The quiet ones, not the pushy ones.”

It was out in the open now, what Krista really did at the club. This was my chance to finally put my foot down and stop it. Instead, I lay there with cum cooling and drying on my chest. My passivity giving Krista permission to do whatever she wanted. She leaned over and kissed my cheek.

“Get some sleep sweetie.” She said, then turned over and turned out the light.

*     *     *

The shift in the dynamic of my marriage was slow but noticeable. Krista’s confidence grew steadily as did the amount of money she seemed to be earning. I knew what that meant, but I didn’t question or challenge it. Krista was the one paying off our debt, Krista was in charge now.

Weirdly our relationship was better than ever. I spent a lot of my time burning with jealousy and frustration but Krista seemed to enjoy using all her new skills on me and a short visit from Destiny had me tamed and drained. She knew it too and exploited it more and more. Her teasing about my obvious interest became more blatant as well, finally, she brought up Bob

“Your friend Bob was at the club last night.” She said one day while we were in the laundry area folding up the clothes. Her tone was casual but I knew this wasn’t an accident.

“Oh yeah?” I said.

“He’s a regular. Big fan of Destiny.” She winked at me and I felt my cock twitch. “We make a lot of money from Bob, he can’t say no to these.” Krista leaned forward flashing her cleavage to me. “And since he pays so well, Destiny treats him really well. It’s okay, you can pull it out.” She giggled, her voice taking on a breathy, sultry tone. My fingers fumbled with the zipper of my jeans as I struggled to pull my hard cock out.

“Mmm… that’s right.” Krista whispered. “Stroke it for me. You know what you want to do. Jerk it, cum all over Destiny’s big tits.”

I let out a strangled groan squeezing and stroking my cock as cum spurted out, some landing on the table and some right on Krista’s chest. Krista smirked at me then walked over to the sink and cleaned herself up.

“You’re all the same.” She said. “I can’t believe it took me this long to figure out how easy it is.”

I stuffed my deflating cock away, feeling strangely chagrined, as though I had failed in some way, even though I was just reacting to my wife’s teasing.

“Bob asked me if I’d like to do a private party for him and his friends.” Krista continued, wiping down her chest. She was facing away from me so I couldn’t see the expression on her face. My stomach clenched with jealousy.

“How much?” I asked.

“Enough to pay the bills for the next couple of months.” She turned round to face me, a look of determination on her face. “So I’ve said yes.”

I opened my mouth, but not knowing what to say closed it again and just nodded. Krista walked over to me and kissed my cheek.

“I’ve got to go pick up the shopping.” She said. “Maybe later I’ll practice my routine for you.” She winked again and I watched her walk off, my limp cock already twitching back to life. Krista was right, men were easy and she had me where she wanted me.

I stood there in a daze, hearing the front door close as Krista left. Things were spinning out of control, but all I could concentrate on was the thought of Krista practicing her stripping routine on me. My phone buzzed as a text came in and I automatically pulled it out to look at it.

“Hey Dave, wanna come to the stag night I’m setting up? Destiny and her titties are gonna be the star attraction!”

*     *     *

I knew I shouldn’t be doing this, it was a terrible idea, but nevertheless I knocked on Bob’s front door. The smirk on his face when he opened the door and saw who it was made my stomach churn.

“Hey Dave, glad you could make it. Just you, probably best you didn’t bring the wife. I hear the stripper I hired, Destiny gets really dirty. I’m sure Krista wouldn’t approve.” He spoke loudly, the grin on his face growing with each word. Unspoken was that while he wouldn’t reveal my secret to the rest of the party, he was going to take full advantage.

The party was exactly what you’d picture a stag night to be. A bunch of drunk men talking too loudly, telling crude jokes, and being obnoxious. It’s really never been my scene, but I didn’t want to make a fuss or attract attention to myself so I played along. All told there must have been about a dozen guys there. Some I recognized from work and the rest I assumed must be friends of Bob.

I’d been there maybe half an hour when the main event arrived. Bob mus have pre-arranged it all because there was no knock at the door instead music started playing and, Destiny came downstairs and into the living room wearing little more than stockings, heels, and panties. Krista made no pretense about why she was there, her hips swaying sexily as she moved and her breasts proudly display for everyone in the room to see.

As she danced slowly around the room, letting everyone see her, I noticed several hands reach out to touch and squeeze her ass and she made no effort to stop them. When Krista reached me she paused for just a second, shock registering on her face. But then it was gone and Destiny was back.

“So, who’s the lucky man?” She asked, her gaze sweeping the room. Bob shoved the groom forward. Stephen was an ordinary-looking man in his early thirties and his face was bright red at the attention he was getting. But he didn’t seem too unhappy when Krista pressed her chest against him and slowly danced around him.

Krista lead Stephen over to a hastily arranged chair and sat him down before straddling his lap and pushing her breasts into his face. Her gaze locked with mine as she did this, almost as though she was challenging me to do something about it. But I just watched as Stephen sucked my wife’s nipples.

Krista moaned softly, grinding her crotch against Stephen and I wondered if this was all an act, or if she enjoyed any of it. Whatever the truth, she was good and Stephen wasn’t the only one with an erection at this point.

“She’s something else isn’t she?” Bob was standing beside me, the smirk on his face again. “Destiny is the dirtiest stripper I’ve ever seen. She’ll do anything for the right price if you know what I mean.” He leered at my wife who had turned around and was rubbing her ass against Stephen’s crotch.

I didn’t know what he meant, not exactly but I had some guesses and they made me nervous. I licked my lips and swallowed. The expression on Bob’s face got colder and harder.

“You’re not going to cause any trouble, are you Dave?” He stood uncomfortably close to me now and I became aware for the first time how much bigger than me he was. I shook my head and his smirk returned. “That’s a good man, the show’s just getting started.”

I looked back at Krista and my mouth fell open in shock. While I had been distracted by Bob, she had sunk down onto her knees between Stephen’s legs. Her long hair covered her face, which was in the soon to be married man’s lap, but the movement of her head, bobbing up and down made it clear what she was doing. Krist had his cock in her mouth. She wasn’t just letting him jerk off on her, she was sucking him.

“He’s a lucky man. Your wife’s mouth is as sweet as her titties.” Bob’s voice was low, but he had a firm grip on my shoulder. “It won’t take long before she’s swallowing Steve’s cum.”  He was being deliberately crude now, pushing my limits.

I stared at Krista, her head bobbing up and down. I could hear the cheers and crude comments from the other party guests, but I knew what it felt like when she did that. I remembered vividly and my cock reacted to it.

Sure enough, Stephen was done in only a minute or two, grunting and groaning as he came in my wife’s mouth. She carefully zipped him up and then rose to her feet, posing for everyone one and licking her lips. Again her eyes lingered on mine but this time her gaze dropped to my crotch before coming back up again and she cocked an eyebrow, her lips twitching. Bob’s hand dug into my shoulder, but there was no need, I was frozen in place.

“That one was paid for,” Bob spoke loudly, addressing the whole group. ‘But Destiny can be really nice to people who are nice to her if you know what I mean.”  They did. They swarmed towards her, money appearing in everyone’s hands.

“Easy boys.” She said. “One at a time. Well… maybe 2 or three.” She looked at me again as she said that, perhaps wondering when I would put a stop to things. When I didn’t do anything, she turned back to the eager mob. “Don’t worry, you’ll all get a turn.”

And they did. Krista’s mouth and hands and tongue worked on every man at the party one after the other as I stood and watched, with Bob hovering over me. The men stuffed the money in her g-string and then stuffed their cocks into her mouth. Some couldn’t wait their turn and jerked off, their cum spurting on to her bare breasts.

When they were all done she looked at me again, was that anger in her eyes? She stood, chest heaving, cum clearly visible on her lips and chest. “Anyone want seconds?” She teased, but they all looked drained. Everyone had shot their load. Except for me and for Bob. He took his hand off my shoulder.

“How much for your pussy.” His voice echoed around the room. I turned my head to stare at him. He couldn’t be serious, could he?

Krista looked at Bob, glanced at me for a moment, and then back to Bob. “A hundred.” She said. My mouth fell open again. Bob walked towards her, pulling his wallet out.

I knew I should step in, that I had to do something to end this. But I didn’t know what to do, there was no way to intervene without revealing who Destiny really was to my work colleagues. And part of me wanted to see if she’d do it, wanted to see her do it. I wanted to see my wife spread her legs and whore herself.

As Bob approached, Krista casually stripped off her panties, getting herself ready for her client. She took the money from his hand, placing it on the chair and lead him over to the sofa, bending herself over the arm so her ass was raised up.

“It’s all your’s honey.” She said. She had picked her spot carefully, from here she was looking directly at me. Bob didn’t hesitate, unzipping himself and thrusting into my wife’s cunt.

Krista grunted as he pushed all the way in and Bob smirked at me. “You like that?” He asked, pulling back and thrusting in again.

“Oh yeah honey, fuck me with your big cock.” Krista cooed. Her eyes didn’t leave me as Bob fucked her hard. I stared, burning with jealously and shame. I wanted to stroke my cock, but I couldn’t even do that with her staring at me.

Bob must have been preparing for this for a while because he lasted much longer than any of the others, fucking her roughly treating her like a whore for my benefit. He made her tell him how big he was, how good he was. He made her beg for his cock. She groaned and moaned and took it all.

I couldn’t tell how much of it was real and how much of it was Krista acting and at this point, it didn’t matter. My cock was rock hard in my pants as my wife fucked for money right in front of me. Finally, he came, burying himself deep inside her, with no condom on I realized belatedly.

“Shows over.” He flashed me a grin. “Destiny and I are going upstairs.”

The others complained good-naturedly but rapidly departed. I stood there, shocked, not understanding what was happening. Krista was still bent over the sofa, her pussy full of Bob’s cum.

“Get out,” Bob said, staring me down. “I’m going to spend some time with your wife.”

I looked at Krista, but she just shrugged. “He paid.” She said as though that made it okay. “Besides… we both know you like it.” She gestured towards the bulge in my pants. Bob laughed loudly.

He turned and walked upstairs, clearly not doubting that Krista would follow. Sure enough, she got up off the sofa and started after him. At the foot of the stairs, she paused and looked back at me. “I’ll tell you all about it when I get home.” She said. “You enjoy that don’t you?”

My cock twitched in frustration and my cheeks burned as I nodded and watched my wife go up the stairs.  I knew she had a new favorite customer now.
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