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Dancing, Deceiving Wife Pt. 01

A Wife Changes Beyond Imagining

But all for the Best

*********************

1st part of a multi-part story of how a wife, needing a job in tough economic times, transformed not just her body and life, but everything about her marriage. In part one we meet our characters and set the stage for all the future changes.

********************

Fun Role Playing

I was more than a little nervous. I had never done this kind of thing before - never been with anyone else since I got married. But, time to take the plunge, I just could never let my wife Sheila know. I pulled out the scrap of paper from my pocket and dialed the number.

A warm woman's voice answered.

"Is this Paradise Escorts?" I asked.

"Yes, that's us," she answered, "what's your pleasure tonight?"

I thought for a moment.

"I'd like a redhead, the wilder the better. I really want an aggressive one."

The voice on the other end of the phone replied with an odd question,

"anything else specific about her body?"

I was taken aback, but thought why not go all the way.

"Yes, I want her pussy shaved."

The voice on the other end didn't even skip a beat.

"That's not a problem, I have just the lady for you. Remember our rates are seventy-five an hour or two fifty for the night. Tips are at your discretion."

She gave me an address and told me to be there at eight.

The time seemed to crawl till seven thirty. At last, I jumped in my car and followed the directions through the quiet streets from the state highway. The address was on a quiet cul-de-sac with modern houses set back from the road. I went up to the door and rang the doorbell.

The hall must have been tile because I could hear heels clicking closer. I could feel an eye looking me over through the peephole. I had had to describe myself over the phone and figured I was being checked out.

Suddenly the door opened and I gasped. Facing me was a truly wild woman. She was about five nine but at least five inches of that was from a pair of over the calf length black leather five-inch high heel boots.

Looking upward, I took in black stockings covering a set of awesome firm legs, the short tight black leather micro-miniskirt, and a black, lacy, nearly transparent skintight top. Some kind of dark lingerie was visible through the lace. My escort had long blood red nails matching her red lips. She shook her long red straight hair and grinned.

"I heard you wanted wild. Are you sure you can handle it?"

I grinned back, "I've got the cash and the need, I think I'll take care of all you can dish out."

She ushered me down a long hallway into a softly lit living room, while telling me her name was Amber and she loved this part of her job. Jazz played softly on the stereo and champagne sat in a bucket on a table. I took the time to take another look at my "date".

She was well-built with a great pair, 34Cs at least. Her nipples were firm, and large, jutting out against her top. She had a narrow waist that swelled out to a pair of inviting hips. Her ass was high and tight, rippling under the black leather of her skirt.

Her face was boldly made up, with bright red pouting lips and dark purple eyeshadow accenting her dark blue, almost purple eyes. She was very energetic licking her lips and pushing her breasts together and up with her upper arms.

"First let's take care of business," my escort whispered. "Are you only good for an hour or are you an all-nighter?"

I grinned back, "Here's two fifty and fifty for you, I know you'll be worth it."

She laughed, "You got that right buddy, I could make the Pope give up his vows."

I looked into her startlingly dark blue eyes, "Well that's good, 'cause I like to get my money's worth."

Amber took the money and put it into a drawer as she got out a bottle and two shot glasses.

"I always like to start with some tequila, it starts the motor going and eases introductions."

We downed the fiery liquid and popped the champagne. After chatting for a minute Amber suggested we dance. As we melted together, I squeezed her cheeks, pulling her closer. Her lips were all over my neck and upper chest - driving me crazy with her nips and sharp little sucking on my nipples.

As my hands wandered, I realized she had on a leather top above her skirt, made up of some sort of stiff wild garment around her torso to match her skirt. This was going to be fun. When I debated with myself over this adventure, I never really thought through how wild the night would be.

We danced across the room, kissing fiercely. Amber reached between my legs, rubbing the length of my cock, making it harden under her fingers. She took her hand away to push between her legs, up under her black skirt, grinning as she did it.

The redhead pulled her fingers back into sight with a wet sound. She pushed her fingers between my lips with a big smile,

"Taste my juices, honey. You'll soon get up close to them." She was spicy tasting, with a really sexy kind of aroma.

We continued to kiss and grope in time the music. As the music ended, she eased me back on the white covered bed. Amber stepped back and turned away to change the CD on the stereo. She put on a driving dance tune and began to move to the music, gradually shedding her lacy top. I could now see just how outrageous her lingerie was.

It was simple and classic, black leather corset that ended under her breasts, which sat full and proud above. The outfit pushed her breasts up and out, exposing her large erect nipples. Those nipples were already hard and red, kind of nice was I was just a paying customer.

There were also full length gloves, either leather, or wow, latex. As she tossed her top aside, she began to rub and squeeze her tits, making sure she pinched and pulled her nipples every few seconds. A look of self-absorbed lust came over her face.

My "date" was clearly well on the way to a powerful orgasm. She pulled her skirt up, exposing her bald pussy, and ran her fingers up out of sight inside herself. She looked over to me as I massaged myself through my jeans.

Amber shook her head no and pranced over on her impossibly high boots. She dropped to her knees and quickly freed my dick from my boxers. I was already hard and she obviously approved.

Amber licked her lips and proceeded to engulf me in one gulp. She was like a suction pump, pumping me with her hand as she rapidly moved up and down my member. Over and over she paused to move up and down the underside of my prick with a series of little sucking kisses.

I was soon beyond control and grabbed her hair, forcing her mouth against my groin. I exploded into her mouth, feeling as if I was cumming gallons. She swallowed it all, looking up at the end to show the last drop at the tip of her tongue.

Amber slithered up my body, rubbing her awesome nipples against me the whole way. She attacked my mouth, kissing me with an incredible hunger. This woman was clearly into her job!

She brought my hand up under her skirt, laughing as I noticed she was not only bald but wearing a tiny silk G-string too. Amber was literally awash in her own juices, with her entire crotch sopping wet. It was going to be quite a night.

------------------

I awoke the next morning as the sun washed over the bed. I could feel a weight against my right shoulder and side. I glanced over and remembered last night and Amber. It had been everything I could have wished for.

She had been insatiable, urging me on as I ate her swollen pussy, sucking on her hard clit as she squeezed my head between her firm thighs. This morning she was still wearing her boots and stockings - all that remained of her costume.

Her long red wig had fallen off as she rode me for the second time, exposing her short, jet black shag cut. I reached over with my left hand and caressed her breast, squeezing her red still swollen nipple. She moaned and shook herself awake.

Looking over with sleepy eyes, my companion smiled, "So lover how was that fantasy?"

I laughed remembering our many adventures and smiled,

"Well for an old married lady you really get into an act."

Sheila, my wife, laughed at that,

"how do you know it was an act. I really started to think of it as my fantasy more than yours after a while."

We slowly got ourselves organized; glad it was a Sunday. I found out that Sheila had found an exotic clothing store downtown, and bought the entire outfit. She said she read one of the Adult newspapers to get into the "Escort" state of mind.

She had even borrowed this house from a girlfriend who was out of town. My wife had never breathed a word of wanting anything like last night, I had been sure it was something only I wanted.

The funny part was I had never shared with her my preferences for this kind of partner, a woman who would embrace sex and have no limits. Did Sheila know the wilder aspects of my fantasies? I would find out over the next few years that she knew me better than I knew or even was willing to admit

Stress and Tension, What to Do?

The next several months passed without any obvious changes, at least in our sex life. We didn't try our role playing out again, but often talked about our adventure. It was guaranteed to heat up the bedroom!

Neither of us seemed daring enough to go out on a limb again. However, that regularity did not extend to the rest of our life. Sheila's law firm "right-sized" and she lost her job as a paralegal right after our adventure.

We had really been counting on her salary and within several weeks' times were tight. Our new town house and her car were looking more and more like the first steps towards bankruptcy.

Sheila got more and more desperate, telling me she felt so guilty. She finally told me one day she had taken a job waiting tables - something she hadn't had to do since I met her while she was in junior college.

I didn't think anything about it, just being relieved at her working again. Over the next month I began to sense a number of small gradual changes in my wife. The changes were quite noticeable, not really at all in my wife's character, but then again, not things any red-blooded male would ever object to.

She began to dress in shorter and shorter skirts, or skin-tight pants, with more fetish like material, vinyl, leather or even latex. Her nails were always a bright red or pink, and not the very short length they had always been. They grew and were soon at least an inch long.

I also noticed that she had taken to wearing much heavier makeup every day. This girl really didn't look like the meek, serious paralegal anymore. Instead my wife was much hotter, even edgier, the kind of girl that you lusted at across a crowded bar

She now always seemed to have dramatically accented, dark rimmed eyes, and always bright red lips. And those lips, the way they stood out and emphasized their round fullness, just seemed to ask to be wrapped around my cock, but that must have been me not Sheila with that idea.

With her new schedule she seemed developed a pale complexion, hardly ever out during daylight hours. Finally, she had begun to regularly shave her pubic hair smooth. I wasn't sure what had made her go bare, but the look really showed off her sexy lips.

I asked her about being scared of the razor and she laughed at me, telling me the girls at work had put her onto a great waxing studio. I didn't even know what that was and was surprised my sweet wife would have ever thought to go in such a place.

Needless to say, our sex life was supercharged, when we saw each other. Maybe it was the stress relief of a new job, or her new schedule, but Sheila was more into sex than she had ever been.

It seemed at every opportunity Sheila was gobbling my cock or pulling my face into her clean shaven snatch. The only down side was she had to drive a long way and work nights as a waitress from eight till two.

After she got home, she was often too exhausted to more than shower and collapse into bed. But the money was good, it had to be, we were ahead of the bills, and somehow Sheila was affording all those hot new clothes.

Our life was fragmented and kind of separate from each other, with my long days and her evening work tending tables. Our times together were very fleeting. She didn't even wake up till about noon each day, long after I was at work.

She spent the day after she awoke around noon cleaning up our condo. But I later learned she had a schedule of various salon visits, supplemented by primping to keep her new look. For sure it seemed these visits involved a program of waxing, Sheila was totally smooth now.

To keep her day even more full Sheila had started to religiously work out - several hours of aerobics a day. That was hard to understand she had never been flabby or heavy. But regardless, my girl was working hard six days a week.

Her weight dropped from an acceptable level to fashion-model thin - and she now had a hard body that was incredible. Sheila's ass was truly awesome, round and firm; and her thighs were pure muscle. I knew she was hot when I got a special greeting about twice a week.

She would seem on fire, meeting me at the door after I finished work in little nothings. She would dress in a sexy outfit, often a lacy bra and stockings with a garter belt, with boots or high heels. That was always a good sign of course.

One night she met me with nothing more than a fancy necklace and some new black high heels. Everything seemed to lead to her pouting lips, no longer hid by her curly thatch. Sheila pulled me down to her - pressing my face against her hot wet pussy.

I was more than ready, pulling and nipping at her lips, slowly working to her clit. She went crazy as I licked and sucked on her clit at the same time. Sheila was no longer at all shy about enjoying herself. She was a steady of stream of moans and encouraging words,

"baby, oh wow, yeah, suck my clit, make me cum." Was not uncommon to hear.

After her orgasm Sheila pulled me upright to engulf my dick. She amply returned the favor - taking me deep in her throat over and over. She developed a wild trick of sucking on my head as if it was a lollipop.

I never failed to explode and she turned me on by swallowing every drop. She would look up with a grin and lick her lips. Quite a change from a woman who barely tolerated oral sex less than six months ago.

After our oral session, Sheila brushed her teeth, got fully dressed in a new hot outfit for her waitress gig, and disappeared for the night. I was a little puzzled on what waitressing job could get us back financially secure, while allowing her to build up her wardrobe and pay for the salon.

I asked her where she was waitressing and she told me it was a Bennigans style place near Baltimore. I didn't think anything of it - the money she was pulling in really made a difference - if only I knew how much she was really making.

The next six months flew by in a blur of work, which continued with its really long hours, and our fleeting times together. It seemed I hardly saw my wife anymore. Then for my birthday she sprung a big (literally) surprise on me.

Changes You Can't Miss

Sheila was now in incredible shape - 5'4" no more than 107 pounds of tightly muscled curves. She was nicely proportioned with her 34C chest - but she knew I really got into big breasted women. It had been a running joke for years, what I really wanted was a big-titted bimbo.

For my birthday she took off the night off. She told me she was going to make sure I had a great birthday. I had actually been out of town for the last four weeks. It was the longest I had been apart from her since we got married, I realized.

I was really looking forward to her hot body again. She told me to meet her at a fancy place downtown, it was her treat she said. I was to meet her at the bar at eight, she told me she would find me. This place was really fancy. I figured waiting tables had been better than I imagined.

As I made my way to the bar, I figured I had a wait ahead of me - Sheila was seldom early. After twenty minutes and two scotches I turned away from the bar and saw a vision about ten feet away.

She must have come in while I was ordering my second drink. Otherwise, even married, I would have been transfixed. It was a woman Sheila's size but not Sheila. This woman just oozed sex and it wasn't just me, every guy in the bar was blatantly checking her out.

From the side, I saw she was perched on six-inch heels spiked red heels and had on a skin tight, very short, black minidress. It hugged her curves and was cut very low in front to show off her humongous chest. For once I was glad the bar wasn't really dark, I was liking the show.

I was guessing she was at least a 34DD. Her hair was a platinum blond, long in back. It was this huge wild hairdo and went down nearly to her waist. The woman turned around and I noticed a zipper that ran the full length of the dress.

The blonde was putting her long nail to her lips. Now I was truly bewitched. She just looked so hot and fuckable. As she leaned over the bar earlier, I had seen her backside. If anything, the dress was more radical from the rear.

There was virtually no back to it, just two chains that held the sides together - it dipped so low it clearly showed the cleavage formed by her tight ass. As I admired her, finger to her lips like I imagined the tip of my dick she was licking her long fake fingernail like it was a cock.

I realized, in shock, that the slutty big titted blonde was actually was my wife. It was her face, with all sorts of different make up enhancing her, but the body didn't look like Sheila.

She leered as she sauntered over - moving between my thighs and melting against me. Her lips were this amazing shiny red color, and above that her eyes were surrounded by this smoky dark mascara and eye shadow. All I could think of was how my dick would look sliding between those lips.

Before I could speak, she had wrapped her arms around my neck and was examining my tongue with her own very active organ. She was not the only one who hadn't liked the long separation I guessed.

Coming up for air, Sheila grinned, her bright red lipstick still perfect,

"Like my surprise, I've been saving for months to get these done."

She was talking about her chest. Her nice, sexy 34Cs were gone. Instead she must have had surgery. Her boobs were big and round and very large. She leaned in and whispered to me,

"yes lover, I got them for you, what do you think, my tits are 34DDD now."

I was speechless, she was not the same women as I married five years ago - and the changes, though radical, were every man's dream. Her breasts weren't just larger, they were porn star large now. I kind of liked it.

Sheila stayed between my legs, shamelessly running her long fingernails up and down my painfully erect dick. That also was something I had never in a million years thought Sheila would do in public. She was kissing my neck as she rubbed my dick, I was about to cum, right at the bar amongst about thirty other people. I needed a break already.

I then realized the crazy dress she wore was made of leather - something totally new for me. That had to have been expensive! Sheila led me to our table for dinner, squeezing next to me in a dark booth.

Throughout dinner she kept up her teasing act, getting me more and more horny. Every so often she would snake her hand under her dress and play with herself. She pulled her fingers out with a loud sucking sound, alternating licking them clean or having me do the honors.

If this was dinner, I knew the drive home and the rest of the evening would be truly wild. Almost every man, and many of the women, that came by our booth could not take their eyes off my wife. Her nipples were constantly rock hard, poking obviously through her leather outfit all night long.



After dinner we drove straight home. Sheila was playing by turns with her wet slit and my hard cock. She would pull her fingers out of her slit and feed them to me. She was totally wet - and really feeling the full bottle of wine and cocktails before dinner. She kept on telling me how she wanted to be fucked all night long.

Sheila certainly kept her promise. She gave me a hot wet blow job, finishing me off with a titty fuck between her new tits. Looking down at her smoky dark eyes as her wet lips went up and down my shaft was amazing.

I could see and feel her new rack rubbing against my thighs. Her nipples were rock hard. Her tits were incredible, high and firm, but gloriously, sexily, total fake looking all the same. Her blow jobs had gotten pretty intense recently, but the feeling of her new tits rubbing along my thighs made it even better.

I held my hands in that wild mane of blonde hair and told her I was going to cum. She didn't pull away, but held the head of my dick in her mouth and sucked fiercely. I came nearly immediately.

Even wilder, after I finished, she stood up and opened her mouth. My cum was very visible in her mouth. She smiled and ran her tongue around, then swallowed it all, winking at me.

I knew we were not done for the night. Before we got down to serious fucking, I had to taste her with, guessing it would be as musky and tasty as ever. I loved the bald look; Sheila had clearly been waxed either today or yesterday.

I ran my tongue everywhere, making her jump as I licked and sucked on her clit. But I also went deep inside, she was literally soaking wet with her musky pussy juice.

And I was right, she tasted as great as ever, and my hands and face were wetter and wetter. Soon Sheila grabbed the back of my head and forced me against her pussy as she came all over my face.

By then I was ready to start working on that all night fucking Sheila had been going on about. And she wasn't done or even quiet about what was next for us,

"get over here lover, you need to stick your hard dick inside me and get to work!"

I fucked her three times that night, her new body was seemingly made for sex. After a month gone, that first oral session had been way too short, but Sheila got me ready, sucking me back erect again.

We did it side by side, with Sheila on top and each time I was amazed at how athletic and tight my wife was, from her ripped arms to her amazing pussy muscles. The last time was doggie style. I missed seeing her hot tits, but her ass looked pretty fine too.

As we got going, I reached under her with one hand to roughly grope her tits and finger her clit. I was figuring she would get into it. But I was taken aback when she told me to stop that right now. But I was shocked what she said next,

"baby stop messing around, stick that finger in my ass and fuck me in both my holes."

I was happy to comply, but a little mystified by what Sheila had become. I loved it, but really didn't understand it. I guessed if a finger was good a thumb was better and began to saw my thumb in and out of her tight ass.

It totally did the trick as she came explosively very soon afterward. I had never dreamed of asking to penetrate her rear passage, but was especially shocked that she had been the one to demand I roughly finger fuck her ass.

The next day I was exhausted, and more than a little puzzled, as I dragged myself off to work. Culminating in my birthday, Sheila had been changing in so many ways. But the pressures of everyday life kept me from digging deeper, for now.

The next month flew by in our same old pattern. Sheila worked most of the night and I put in fifty hour weeks trying to avoid being "rightsized". However, one Thursday night I decided to drive to my wife's job and surprise her - I wanted to see how she earned so much money as a cocktail waitress.

The problem was I couldn't find her in the restaurant that was also a dance club. It was busy, but no Sheila. After a half hour and a couple of beers I asked the bartender where Sheila was. After he said he had never heard of her I described her. Still no luck. Something funny was going on. I drove home resolving to look into this.

Detective Work Begins

The next few nights after my wife left for work, I searched through her dresser and closet for any clues as to where she was going, maybe a pay stub or a business card. No luck. I had already looked at our accounts and even the mileage on her car each day, it seemed she was driving into downtown Baltimore, so it seemed to match.

There was nothing untoward in her closet or dresser, other than a very large supply of racy lingerie, a lot of which I had never seen before, but most of it I had enjoyed recently on Sheila. She had told me she needed new lingerie with her big tits. I seemed now that that didn't include anything restrained or simple, all lace and underwires were all I found.

Finally, late one night, as I was just about to quit, I hit the jackpot. I had been fruitlessly looking in the garage, when I decided to try the one place I hadn't tried. We never went up there, so I was pretty sure it would be a bust too. Maybe I was just paranoid.

I decided to pull down the ladder leading to our attic, full of crap we had never gotten rid of. I finally found a bunch of items. It all seemed to make sense with all of Sheila's new behaviors and dress. And most importantly, why was this stuff so hidden away?

However even looking through what I found, I now had new, more serious questions. I had been looking at the pile of dusty crap, when I noticed a clear path leading to the rear of the attic. There I soon found what I called the mother lode. It was a collection of totally wild clothes. I had thought the wardrobes and trunks were full of old clothes and discarded items.

Instead behind the old things was a new looking wardrobe type case. Inside was a large number of dresses and other outfits. There must have been twenty of them. Sheila would have never worn a single one of them a year ago.

They went the gamut from shiny black leather to latex to tiny pieces of stretch spandex. They were all either long pieces slit all over the place or just so tiny I could not see how my wife, even in her awesome shape could even fit in them. Besides that, this stuff was way over the line for any normal job, to call it all kinky and slutty would have been mild.

Then in the trunk next to that standing wardrobe I found her lingerie, or maybe her wilder lingerie. If the stuff downstairs was risqué this stuff was obscene. It was all chains, latex and leather; with a healthy dose of lace mixed in. It also didn't look cheap, what paid for this?

In a final trunk were at least thirty pairs of shoes and boots. They were either ultra-high heeled fuck me style, platform stripper shoes, or punk style. They ranged from five to nine inches and looked well worn. In a last large case, was a huge collection of cosmetics. All in loud bright shades. Tucked in with the lipstick and rouge was a wallet.

The wallet was bulging and had been kind of tucked away to hide it. As I counted the cash, I realized there was over ten thousand dollars in there. WHAT DID MY WIFE DO? She clearly did not wait tables.

I started adding it up. She had clearly had to pay for a new set of tits, without a penny showing on our credit cards and still had over 10K saved. Not to mention, all the wild stuff she had stashed up in the attic had to add up to thousands in additional purchases. decided to follow her as soon as possible to learn the truth.

I never let on to my wife that I was on to her game. I was more than a little preoccupied all day at work. Random thoughts ran through my head. She was clearly involved in something - probably sexual.

That would explain the breast job, the hard body, and the permanently shaved pussy. It would even start to explain the small tattoo I had noticed on her ass and the ring piercing her naval. That was so not like my "old" Sheila. I had to get to the bottom of all this, but at the same time was more than a little scared of what I would find out.

Sitting at my desk before I drove home, I tried to add it all up. I didn't know what was going on with my wife, but she had surely changed in so many ways, in less than a year. What was odd is that the changes had seemed to accelerate after her boob job.

In fact, the size of her chest had seemed to gradually grow even more in the last three or four weeks. Her appetite for more raw athletic sex had also not decreased, in fact it also seemed to have increased. I liked all of that, but couldn't figure out what was the stimulus for all the changes and what fueled their seemingly accelerating pace.

And The greetings when I came home from work had gotten hot, but more varied. One day I came down the hall to see Sheila sprawled on our leather couch, running a large rotating vibrator in and out of her shaved pussy.

She was totally into it. She came hard, then looked up to see me watching her. She wasn't ashamed or taken aback, Sheila, grinned and told me,

"hey baby, that felt good, but I need some real meat, up for it?"

Then all she did was to motion me over to the side of the couch. She never even got up, but pulled her head up onto the arm of the couch, unzipped me and sucked me deep into her wet mouth. The woman I married would never have used a vibrator, much less in our living room!

But Sheila was so skilled now! She ran me in and out of her mouth and throat while her long nails played with my nuts. Soon I was overwhelmed and tensed up, shooting a huge load into Sheila's mouth. She didn't spill a drop, swallowing every bit.

I loved all this, but needed to find out what the hell had happened and whether it meant the end of our marriage, or only the end of our marriage as it had been.

***

Part II is coming very soon. Things start to get more complicated as Scott starts to uncover Sheila's secret life.


Dancing, Deceiving Wife Pt. 02

Part II: A Wife Changes Beyond Imagining

But all for the Best

*********************

2nd part of a multi-part story of how a wife, needing a job in tough economic times, transformed not just her body and life, but everything about her marriage. In part two her secrets start to get exposed.

********************

Answers Start to Emerge

A few nights after seeing my wife and her new toy, my sister came by. She made sure she was there before my wife left to keep Sheila from guessing anything. My sister had stopped by, "just to visit", I told my wife. We were chatting as Sheila got ready for work.

After Sheila drove off to work, I said a quick goodbye to my sister and sprinted for my car. I got behind my wife so I could just barely see her on the local streets and followed her out to the interstate.

She really did drive towards Baltimore. But went to a seedy area downtown I had never been to. She drove up to a large building with a bright sign, pulling around to the rear where there must have been parking. It was someplace called The Million Dollar Fantasy.

All the discoveries and changes began to make sense. I drove away to think about this over a cup of coffee. I decided I didn't want to just go home, I wanted to really see the truth. As I decided on that I also knew our marriage could explode tonight.

After an hour or so I returned and parked. I had hit a cash machine for 200 dollars. I wanted to be prepared. I hadn't been in one of these places since we were married, but you could spend money really fast I remembered.

After purchasing the yearly membership, guess that was wasted money, I went in. It was a huge place, dark with lots of loud pulsating music and three stages. It was large and loud and you could feel the money flowing out of customers' pockets. There were large and small groups, and lots of alcohol being served, maybe she really was a waitress?

Women were all over the place. Clearly there was something for everyone as far as height and body shape, as long as you liked either rail thin or sexy curvy. And this wasn't the 90's, there was a fairly large amount of ink on the girls, the one tattoo I'd seen on Sheila was nothing.

All ethnic types were working the floor or dancing and it seemed a percentage of the guys were focused on every different style of dancers. There must have been two hundred guys in the club. Pretty crazy for a Thursday night.

Pretty typically, from what I remembered, the women on the stages were in various levels of undressing. The woman closest to me was naked except for her garter belt and stockings. She was rubbing her large tits in a guy's face as she covered his head with her long blond hair.

She spun around to stick her shaved twat into his face. Was every woman shaved today and I hadn't realized it? Regardless, it was working, as she and her partner on the stage were basically able to walk on dollar bills, so many had been thrown over the two of them.

I picked a seat at a table out of the way, careful to not stand out -- I still had to find my wife, without her finding me! As my eyes adjusted, I noticed the walls were lined with couches. At least ten women were topless dancing for and on top of their customers.

They were all over their men and every one of the guys was clearly loving it. Still I couldn't see my wife. Then in the far corner, I spied her distinctive wild platinum blond hair. So, as I suspected it was true, she wasn't a waitress, but was a dancer. Wow, what was next?

Confirmation of the Obvious

Sheila was over near the far stage, on the couches, only wearing a pair of dark long gloves. They shined like latex in the spotlights, pretty wild look. On her feet were a pair of over the knee black leather high heeled boots.

She was working over her customer in a very determined manner. I had caught sight of her because she had pulled away to tease him by playing with herself. I knew she wouldn't see me, she was very focused on her prey, or was it her paying customer?

Sheila was standing between his outstretched thighs, with her pussy bare and right in front of the guy. She starting by rubbing her breasts against his face, then slithering down his body. His hands were on her, but not between her legs.

As she descended, she continued to rub her breasts against his body not stopping the whole way till she was between his legs rubbing her breasts then her face, with her long hair, against his crotch.

I was stunned then realized I was totally hard. Sheila didn't stop, as the music pounded on, she moved up to perch on his lap, grinding her ass into the man, as she leaned her head onto his shoulder. His face showed that he loved that tight hard ass against his dick.

She then spun around to wrap her legs around the guy, pushing her nipples against his face and clearly gyrating her pussy right on top of his dick. My wife was a total slut, she was basically fucking the guy through his pants.

The guy was not passive, rolling his hips against her, licking, sucking and kissing her nipples while his hands wrapped around to knead her tight ass cheeks. She had even leaned in tight against his neck, sucking and licking.

I bet she was going to leave a big hickey, hopefully for his wife or girlfriend to find. As the music ended, he fell back against the couch obviously spent. My wife seemed to have no issues with making a guy cum, right on a couch in a strip club!

Sheila snuggled next to the lucky bastard, licking her lips as she shamelessly rubbed his dick through his jeans. The poor guy was barely moving as he grinned at her and passed her several bills. I now thought I knew how she earned her new tits and clothes.

Sheila wasn't done though. She bounced up from that guy and approached a group of guys, who must have been at her stage while she was dancing. She gave them all mini-lappers, rubbing on them and it appeared kissing and sucking on their necks.

Then after some conversation, Sheila pulled one of them back, not to the couches, but through a door into another section of the club. If she was basically almost fucking the guys on the couches along the wall, there had to be something special in back.

This was getting much more interesting, or I guess complicated. What was back there, how did I get there, and what was my wife doing back there? I turned to the stage nearest me as there was a huge roar as the stripper took a guy's glassed and rubbed them against her nipples and then her wet slit, before putting them back on his face.

I suddenly lost sight of the dancer and her antics though. A willowy red head in a tight black patent leather dress, that complemented her bright red hair, and barely covered her body, had descended on my right thigh.

She leaned to me as she wrapped her arm around me. She began to rub her long blood red fingernails against my chest. I now knew I was going to get the stripper sales pitch

"Mind if I keep you company."

I grinned and said of course not. This hot dancer managed to push all of my buttons in a way very similar to Sheila. She too was rather short, about five two, made taller by the seven-inch clear platform spike heels she wore.

She was amply endowed above her narrow wasp waist; she must have had a pair of 34DDs. As we introduced ourselves, I got into the mood. After all, my wife, the woman I had sworn my vows to, was obviously not behaving like a faithful wife. So why not enjoy tonight too?

The dancer told me she was called Daisy. I told her I was Sam. I figured I could remember that, it was close to Scott. Daisy was rapidly raising my blood pressure. It was not just the feel of her hot body but how she played with me with the hand not wrapped around my waist.

As the song ended, she nuzzled my neck, licking up to my ear.

"Can I give you a dance?"

I asked the price and was told twenty for the couch and fifty for the private room.

"What's the difference?" I asked.

Daisy explained that the couch was topless and out in the open while the back rooms were private and much more "flexible". As she described the difference, she was running one hand, that was wrapped around me inside my shirt lightly scratching my chest, while her other hand stroked my dick through my pants.

I could see how these women sold so many dances. I was running my own hands along Daisy's body by this time, figuring what was good enough for her was ok for me. My right hand ran over the tight leather along her back, feeling her lingerie under her dress.

My left hand ran up her leg, over her stocking and leather garter under her dress hem. As long as she didn't stop me, I was feeling ok with this evening. I had totally forgotten about my now missing wife.

My left hand soon met the end of the road, a soaked tiny G-string covering Daisy's pussy. From my foggy memory I remembered seeing her on one of the side stages as I had sat down. If my eyes and hand were right, she too was totally shaven.

On the stage parts of her naked body had seemed to glint in the spotlights -- I wondered what other surprises were under that leather dress. She was a great combination of hidden surprises and overt sexiness.

As I massaged her lower lips, I was a bit surprised she made no move to stop me. Instead she played with my member as the throbbing beat of the music ended. As the next tune began, we collected ourselves to move back to a couch.

I caught sight of Sheila climbing the stage furthest from me -- still clad in her stiletto heeled pirates' boots, but now wrapped in some long cloak. She was clearly not new, or reticent about being a stripper, my wife was totally at home here.

The music was another hard-throbbing dance tune. As I moved through the crowd with my arm wrapped around Daisy, I saw Sheila stuttering in time to the strobe lights. She was moving like a woman possessed. As the music heated up, she ripped off her cloak.

Her outfit matched the boots. It was all in leather. A total match for her hair and boots, the straps were dark leather to stay hidden under the black satiny cloak. In the bright, strobing lights the contrast of high blonde hair and pale skin and the black leather was very hot!

I got a very clear view especially as the strobes were turned off and Sheila paused and showed off her outfit with her hands behind her blond hair. She was dancing in time to the music, showcasing her big fake tits. The guys were already crowding the stage, starting to rain down ones on her.

The leather outfit really wasn't fit for public. It exposed all of her breasts, simply straps around either side. Her nipples were proud and erect. The was no skirt, instead just a metal and leather tiny piece right over her pussy. She had sky high heels, of course, to complete the outfit.

She was only on song number one and the crowd was already hooting and continuing to rain dollars at her feet. This wasn't the woman I had married; something had drastically changed here.

However, I was more turned on than I would have thought possible -- and not just from Daisy's massage job. If I had to choose, I would take this version of Sheila over the one I had met and romanced. Daisy saw I was watching, and told me that the blonde was good, but she was better.

Now Daisy got my attention again -- pushing me down and arranging me on a couch, perfectly placed in a very dark corner. She leaned over and confirmed the price then surprised me by exploring my tonsils with her long hot tongue.

Her lips were wet and very hot. Her pupils were strangely dilated, even though she was totally coherent. She broke our kiss to peel off her skimpy patent leather dress. I was right about the glints on the stage. Daisy had too large hoops running through her nipples and a matching ring through her navel.

The song seemed to take no time at all. I had totally lost track and interest in my wife; Daisy was doing everything but fucking me through my clothes. She never seemed to lose contact with my cock -- either running her fingers, legs or breasts over my crotch.

I was rock hard and near explosion throughout her performance. Finally, after several minutes she got me off with a nasty trick. I had been trying not to cum, and thought I had done it, but was totally wrong.

Daisy started standing between my legs kissing and nipping at my neck, while she played with my nipples wither her long nails. Then she made her way down my body, finishing with her long red hair covering my midsection.

I felt an incredible sensation as she wrapped her lips around my dick through my jeans. I couldn't believe this girl -- she really earned her money. She was literally giving me a blow job, just through my thin jeans.

I exploded just as the song finished -- I knew she could feel my dick jerking and throbbing through the denim of my jeans. It didn't seem to matter as she snuggled up against me with a smile as I paid her the twenty and another ten as a tip.

"What would you do in the private room compared to that," I asked?

"Almost anything as long as no cops are in the house," she whispered with a laugh in her voice.

"And if that's not enough we run a really really private club upstairs."

I told her I would have to think about that one. All I could think of was what did my Sheila do in that room. I was shocked but getting hard again thinking about it.

I left the bar very soon after that, I had discovered the truth, or so I thought. Sheila was in the middle of her third song, money stuffed all around her garter. I had heard them announce the dancers, but her name was garbled, so just knew she worked there, but not her stripper name.

As I headed towards the door, I looked over. Sheila was now naked except for her leather strap outfit and boots. That piece covering her pussy was long gone.

She was giving her patrons very close views of her charms, even going so far as to rub herself and then pushing her fingers into their mouths as they tipped her. I knew she would move right into lap dances after her act -- and I didn't want her to spot me. What a night.

Trying to Decide What to Do

The next few weeks were a blur for me. I was so confused and torn, and yet aroused by what I had found out about Sheila. She clearly didn't know I was onto her. Oddly enough, my disquiet didn't stop me from accepting blow jobs and fucking Sheila just like before I knew her secret.

I had not gone back to the club, but she was still clearly working there -- she had added more hours to work five nights a week now. If anything, though the extra work didn't tire her out at all; she had more energy than before it seemed.

She was even more voracious in bed than before; she didn't seem exhausted at all by all the hours spent at the club. I studied her carefully, as she dried off and changed after showering -- I wanted to note all the changes.

If the last weeks were any indication the changes were accelerating, not a done deal by any means. She seldom missed a chance to show off her hot new body, and had quite the appetite for my cum and a matching desire for my mouth to be sealed against her lower lips.

Sheila was now a different woman from the quiet paralegal who had freaked out when she was fired. She was still about 5'4" but had little else in common with my formerly innocent, slight chubby, wife.

She was beyond ripped now, with her ab muscles showing and very sculpted arms. Sheila claimed she was just more in touch with her body and sexuality, but I suspected something else was at work.

She said a friend at work had encouraged her to explore her limits. I wondered who at her club she really meant. Her body was not fantastic, and she wasn't shy about flaunting it. But it was much more than just a hotter body.

Part of what was new was that Sheila was much more oral. She had really developed her talents and technique, to include always swallowing my cum. This was change I could embrace. I had always pleaded with her to be more oral, and she had always told me that my cum tasted slimy and she would never swallow. Those days were long gone.

Looking down and seeing my rod between her lips in the mirror in our bedroom was crazy hot. I would watch as her bright pink lips went up and down my shaft, and her blond hair bounced around. She was totally into sucking me off now!

That view alone was enough to nearly make me cum. But, if that wasn't enough, Sheila now had that bright polish on her long nails. Watching as she was gripping and rubbing my shaft with one hand, while she sucked on the head of my dick was fantastic.

My wife's legs were muscled and supple, like the dancer she now was. I never saw her in anything less than three-inch heels -- she said her legs hurt in flatter shoes now, more common were five or even six-inch heels.

One night when it was still light, I came out when I heard the front door close and saw her in the driveway on the way to her car. As she paused and stared back at me, I realized she looked nothing like the young girl I had wooed and married.

Sheila had noticed my surprised look and had explained the dress by saying it was all the new fashion and got her a lot of tips. The dress was amazing and she looked fantastic.

At first you would think it was no big deal. It started with a turtleneck look and had long sleeves, and was a basic knit fabric, but that really do the dress justice. The knit fabric dress was skintight electric blue and must have had something like spandex woven it.

I had never seen Sheila wear a tighter dress. It also had a wide black belt that pulled it tight against her torso and made her big tits jut out. But the dress was just as tight on her muscular ass, I could literally see her gluts working through the thin fabric.

The dress also ended only about six inches below Sheila's pussy. It was barely hiding the thong I was pretty sure she had on. And to finish off the look she had on a pair of boots I had never seen. They were thigh high black leather, skin-tight on her sexy legs, and probably had five inch heels.

With her long blonde hair and bright red lips my little Sheila looked like a porn star. I loved how hot she was, but the look was so not like my wife. A year ago, she would have called someone in that outfit a skanky slut.

Some kind of transformation had happened that went far beyond her new found focus on fitness. And I didn't believe it was just from where she worked. There was a whole lot going on that I just really didn't understand at all.

As she drove off, I thought about the other changes. Sheila's pussy was now permanently hairless, though she didn't seem to shave anymore. Her skin down there was always baby smooth, never a hint of stubble. She seemed to have somehow permanently removed her hair.

Her pussy lips seemed much larger, maybe from the heavy exposure she was giving them and the lack of any hair around them. Her labia hung down at least a half to three quarters of an inch and were a sexy dark red color. She did laugh, when after I ate her out one night, I told her she had the sexiest pussy I had ever seen.

Sheila's clit was also longer -- it was very prominent when aroused, like a really large eraser. She loved me to lick and suck it till she orgasmed violently. I would pull her lips away so her clit stood out, and making sure it was very wet, go after it from all sides.

That total focus on her pussy definitely gave Sheila what she wanted. But all the same, the old Sheila would have been offended if I even suggested that trick. Sheila now insisted I do it every time I ate her out.

She seemed to lubricate in an instant these days, just a suggestion of sex or nasty talk and she was soaking wet. And my formerly innocent wife now could talk dirty better than I ever could, super sexy...of course. Sheila would now hold my head against her pussy and direct me,



"fuck baby, suck my clit, suck it harder. Lover hit my G-spot with those fingers of yours, don't be shy, I need to cum so bad tonight."

Not that I was going to complain. This slutty, sexually forward woman was a lot of fun. And as I had noted, her waist was much thinner, giving her a classic hourglass figure. Her midsection was a real contrast to her prominent hips and chest. You could literally see the ripples of her stomach muscles, as she received my tongue lashings.

Sheila told me she really liked her belly button ring, and I had to admit it was weirdly enough a turn on. She had a small collection of different pendants to hang from her piercing.

Sheila turned me on by telling me how she was thinking of piercing her nipples, just the thing to send me over the edge as I thrust inside her. Her chest was if anything larger somehow then right after her boob job.

To verify my suspicions, I checked her lingerie drawer. My wife had somehow grown from a 34DD to a 34EEE. I didn't even know that bras came that large. She also seemed hyper-sensitive with her new enlarged chest.

She loved my sucking and biting her massive mounds and often gave me a titty fucking finished off by a vacuum like blow job that ended with either a full face shot of cum or her gulping down my seed. Sheila would never have done that before!

She was even openly discussing, beyond her dirty teasing talk in the bedroom, of piercing her nipples. She brought it up one night as I slid my cock between her breasts and between her lips.

Sheila grinned as she pinched and pulled her nipples as she forced her breasts together with her forearms. I couldn't believe this was still my wife, but oddly enough I wouldn't have traded her back for anything.

Sheila must have been spending a good bit of her earnings at the makeup counter and in a salon. Her face was always heavily made up, and the looks she put together were sophisticated, and pretty slutty. I was guessing she had a tutor somewhere to teach her.

Her hair, now grown out to half-way down her back was kept dyed a bright platinum blond. It seemed she had soaked her head in bleach. And as it grew out between visits to her new favorite salon, her black roots were very obvious. It was very trashy looking.

When I mentioned the two tone look, Sheila told me she thought it was sexy, that is showed she was totally choosing this look. She had certainly changed her look and her image.

No more boring black hair and low flats for her. She dressed to fit her new hot body with an accent on leather and lace, and seemed to enjoy the attention. She didn't shrink or jump at the whistles or comments, she seemed to revel in them.

Just about no matter where she went, guys' heads would snap around. Sheila could literally stop conversation. She went everywhere in at least three-inch heels -- she even had me fuck her against the wall one night as she was standing in a pair of six-inch spike heels. Afterwards she smiled, cleaned up and went out the door to work.

Soon I got some much-needed return on all my hard work, a good raise and some time off. Now I would have time to really understand what had happened to my sweet innocent wife.

I didn't want that pale imitation of today's Sheila back, I just wanted to understand what had happened in the last year. I also wanted to ask her what her end goal was? Was she finished or was I going to see even more radical changes?

Digging Deeper Towards the Truth

The first day after my raise, a Friday night, I donned a disguise bought from a theatrical supply store -- complete with different glasses. I didn't even recognize myself. I was due at the club tonight -- time to see what else had changed.

I used my membership card and soon slipped into a seat away from the lights. I was sure she was here tonight, after we had finished a hot round of oral orgasms, she licked her lips and headed out to work.

She had told me that tonight might be later than normal, that the club was staying open till 3AM for a private party, and not to wait up. I wasn't sure what the truth was, but whatever the party or event was, it wasn't going to be innocent.

No Sheila yet, but the rest of the entertainment was just right. Soon I spied what looked like Daisy sitting on some kind of cube on one of the side stages, with the whole stage darkened. Suddenly the lights came up, wow.

She was dressed in red fetish gear to match her long red hair. The outfit was entirely in red, and all latex. It involved a tight corset that seemed to barely go up to her nipples. There seemed to be a G-string, but other than those two pieces all she had on were latex opera gloves and thigh high latex stockings. The stockings matched the seven inch red spiked heels on Daisy's feet.

I already knew I was going to like this.

Daisy was soon moving in time to her first song, Van Halen's old song about being hot for teacher. She gradually shed parts of her fetish outfit, keeping on only the opera gloves and thigh highs by the end of song three

Her breasts were firm and had no sag, even without her corset. I could see the glint of her clit and nipple rings. She even went so far as to stick her hand and the beginning of her latex covered arm up inside her pussy.

The guys crowded around; Daisy was driving everyone crazy. I tipped her each song, one of many horny guys she was driving wild. During the second song she looked into my eyes as I tipped her. Daisy smiled and leaned up against my neck and told me,

"I remember you." She smiled and asked, "want to see more of me?"

As I took in the hair, the tits, and the body jewelry I grinned and replied,

"Only if I can play with all of those rings,"

She took my money and rubbed her nipples across my lips. As I fed her another bill, I noted two rings in her lower lips,

"If I can play with those lower rings, I'll go for the back room."

Daisy grinned back and shook my hand. As she was leaning over me at the edge of the stage, she made sure, as she broke our handshake, she brushed my hard dick. She Laughed,

"that's a deal baby, I'll find you after I freshen up."

We moved to the back rooms after she collected all her money and taken a few minutes to cool down. I guess all that latex was hot to dance in. Daisy was right up against me, making sure I had an arm around her waist and another holding her little hand.

We paid the back room cover and Daisy led me to a small room with a curtain across the door. I had paid her for three songs and it was so worth it. I guess there were no cops in the place tonight.

By the second song I too was breaking my vows, just as I imagined Sheila had many times. Daisy had pulled my dick out of my pants and gave me a fast, sloppy, wet blowjob. I didn't even last till the end of the final song, but came down her throat in about three minutes.

I was shaken, but had not been able to control myself with her. I didn't know what the going rate was but tipped her a hundred for that amazing oral experience.

As we relaxed afterwards, I asked her about the club and all the girls. We were sitting in a corner, watching all three stages, when I saw Sheila mounting the stage. Once again, I had not caught the DJ announcing the names. But I asked Daisy who the hot blonde was?

She pretended to be offended, slapping my face lightly for looking at another dancer. Then, she smiled and said that was Bambi, and she had kind of convinced her to dance and taught her how to become one of the top earners in the club! Wow pay dirt, I was learning more!

I had been drained dry of not just my money in less than an hour, but Daisy was a keeper. We exchanged texts, so I could not waste a trip if she wasn't working, I told her. I had actually been careful, giving her a Google Voice number that forwarded to my physical phone.

Part III is coming soon, where Scott recaps what he learned and the adventure continues.


Dancing, Deceiving Wife Pt. 03

Part III: A Wife Changes Beyond Imagining

But all for the Best

*********************

3rd part of a multi-part story of how a wife, needing a job in tough economic times, transformed not just her body and life, but everything about her marriage. In part three Scott, the husband, recounts what he learned and the fun times get wilder.

*******************

Sheila's Journey Begins

Much later in a number of long talks and over several bottles of wine, I found out the details of how my wife began her work at the club. Sheila also covered how she went from waitress to dancer and more. She also explained the why and how of her submitting to the plastic surgeon.

That surgery of course had resulted in that massively altered wife who had greeted me in the hotel restaurant on the night of my birthday. Sheila's changes were not a single simple or immediate thing. That was not hard to believe, with the massive number of changes Sheila had opted for, it would have been unlikely to have been a single event.

First of all, she had had a lot of trouble finding a waitressing job. That part was really true. All that were available were either the wrong hours or not enough pay for us to keep our heads above water. So, things had really been as bleak as Sheila had told me at the time as far as job hunting went.

Then one of the managers at a place that paid too little took pity on her when she explained how she might lose her house and her car to creditors.

"If you don't mind a little nudity, there is one place that has the hours and pay you want," he told her. But he claimed the tips and available earnings were much bigger than in his bar.

Sheila said he was leering at her as he said it. He told her it was a pretty raunchy place, and she seemed to be a pretty strait-laced girl. He did say that it might be too much for an innocent girl like her.

She didn't like that he was blatantly staring at her legs and tits. And of course, the description of the club as raunchy and wild was concerning. But Sheila was truly desperate. So, the very next night she told me she was going to look at more waitressing openings and instead drove into Baltimore to the club, of course it was The Million Dollar Fantasy, I had found her at much later.

The manager was hiring, he clearly liked her figure and cute face. As she watched the waitresses and bar staff she calmed down. Yeah, the music was throbbing and girls were stripping and getting pretty raunchy, but it was just like other bars and clubs she had worked at in college.

And she kept telling herself that this was no big deal, after all she did know how to work in a club as a waitress. Though she had to wear a very skimpy outfit she didn't have to take off her top. Best of all the other girls slinging drinks described clearing close to two hundred a night.

Sheila rationalized that she wasn't getting naked, so the fact that all the strippers were getting naked and slutty wasn't her problem. So, with a lot of reservations, as well as a big sense of foreboding she later told me, she took the job.

Sheila said she quickly got over the nudity, but was very jealous of the big money the dancers made. It made the money the waitresses earned seem like petty cash. She started to think that dancing wasn't a big deal, shake your ass, show your tits and make more in a set than she made in a night!

She was soon best friends with Daisy, that hot redhead I had grown a little obsessed with, and began to change her style and look to match her new workplace. She started to use a lot more makeup and shorter tight skirts with stockings and heels. She told me by then she was only using her few push-up bras, trying to create a look that maximized tips she claimed.

Daisy was her size, except for that big set of tits she shook around, but was fun and friendly, even if she made her money grinding on guys dicks all night long. They bonded very quickly as the shortest girls in the club, and Sheila told me she was intrigued by Daisy's boob job and all her piercings.

Sheila shared that even in the first couple of weeks she had danced several times, with no lap dances, on a couple of nights when dancers failed to show. The manager had been working her hard to convince her, calling her attention to each time a dancer would stuff a huge wad of singles into their purse after only a nine minute three song set.

As I thought back to that period, that was when I started to notice a much more sexual Sheila. She wasn't just getting more comfortable with the strip club; she was become more sexualized too. It was obvious, in retrospect, that my innocent little wife had gone from wide-eyed at her new job to severely tempted by the money and sex.

Back then Sheila told me, that first time dancing, it had taken a lot of persuading from the manager and Daisy, not to mention a couple of shots of Jack to calm her nerves. She was amazed she said, at the feeling of power, the money, and most of all how wet she became dancing.

Even though she was clearly not very practiced, and not ripped like some of the dancers, guys were all around her stage. Clearly every one of them wanted the lap dances she refused to give.

Sheila said that afterwards, picking up her tips, she wondered for the first time what she would be making if she not only stripped. She knew that if she added couch dances and the back room, or god forbid took guys upstairs to fuck, her income would explode.

However, she wasn't ready for that big leap yet. But she told me that the fact that she was even seriously considering it meant she was very close to sliding down the slut slope already. She also liked the idea that the dancers were the reason the club existed; the waitresses just pushed drinks, a pretty minor role in the scheme of things.

Sheila Becomes Bambi

Soon after those fill-in shifts the big change from waitress to stripper actually occurred. It was about six weeks after Sheila had started working at the club. She was now over her initial nervousness, and everyone saw her as just another hot waitress pushing drinks and working for her tips.

She was no longer shocked by the crazy raunchy stuff the dancers would say or do. It seemed normal already. In fact, she was not just listening passively anymore, she would have racy even dirty comebacks when the dancers started ribbing her. Daisy encouraged her to open up too, often kissing her and hugging her after a wild line.

As Sheila told me about the big transition, I was amazed that in only six weeks she had made the move from naïve, innocent waitress, shocked by the dancers, to a dancer herself. Sheila reminded me that actually the changes really happened even faster after that first shift. She told me it was more like a dam breaking and a flood of changes than a gradual thing.

It was Daisy's birthday that night, and all the dancers did a few shots before the club even opened. Sheila always got frisky with liquor and tonight was no exception. But this time I wasn't there and only Daisy and the other drunk dancers surrounded her. And I had always known that cocktails got my wife naked and wild every time!

But without me and only those new stripper friends, I was wondering where this went, as Sheila told me this part of the story. Between those sexy, slutty friends and a manager who obviously wanted to move her from slinging drinks to grinding on laps, I could tell that this was an important night in Sheila's journey.

Additionally, a dancer had not shown up that night. When they called her, she told the manager she had quit, effective that night. Turns out her boyfriend hadn't known about her job. The girl had decided the job was not worth losing her boyfriend.

My wife was quickly making the exact opposite choice. Sheila immediately volunteered to fill and to dance again, this time without any pushing or prodding from Daisy or the manager. The girls all cheered and told her it was about time she showed off her fine body.

When Daisy raised an eyebrow at Sheila, she responded with a big grin,

"honey, I'm tired of watching you all make the real money...and those shots made me really horny."

Daisy gave her a high five and a big kiss, open mouthed, that went on for at least thirty seconds. Then if the shots weren't enough, breaking away from their kiss, Daisy passed her a pill. She told Sheila it would enhance her dancing, kind of like Spanish Fly and all the girls used them once in a while. With her buzz from the rum and tequila, Sheila tossed it down.

The pill actually really did make every part of a dancer's body hyper-sensitive and lowered their arousal point to almost nothing. It turned out virtually anything would cause arousal and a little work guaranteed an orgasm, even if no one was touching the person.

Sheila told me about the rest of the evening with a big grin. All the while she was rubbing her naked pussy, pulling on her new rings through her clit hood, but more of that part of the story later.

She said she had been a little unsteady at first, but really got hot on the stage with the pill and liquor. It was a Friday night, and the club was packed. The DJ announced her as a first time dancer and called her Bambi. Of course, the crowd went wild at that announcement.

That lead-in got a bit of attention, later she realized the crowd was all about fresh meat. But the crowd's buzz didn't fade away, especially when the audience picked up on how into dancing Sheila was. She said she was immediately making piles of money as she rubbed herself and her customers at the stage.

Sheila said she imitated Daisy and would slide onto the guys' laps and kiss and suck on their necks. She amazed herself as she even gave several guys a taste of her juices. As she left the stage that first time, she counted over eighty dollars. That was a couple of hours of tips for a waitress she knew.

There was also a crowd of three or four guys waiting near the stage as Sheila finished dancing and gathered up her outfit and tips. They obviously wanted her one on one either in the lap dance area or the back room. In a second, bigger change, Sheila agreed to lap dance for the first guy, telling the others they would have to wait a bit.

As Sheila told me about that first trip back to the couches, she grinned over at me. She then admitted she pulled that guy back towards the couches knowing she was now officially full speed sliding down that steep slope to full slut mode. She had almost tried to sell him on the more expensive back rooms, but held back. I could tell that attitude was going to change too.

She did laugh as she described his obvious arousal and orgasm as she rubbed her tits against his balls in the very first song. Little did he know her arousal and orgasm during that first dance were also real. She was both super horny and loved the power of bringing a guy off without even touching his dick.

Sheila told me she was hooked at that point, lapping guys all night long on the couches and even in the back room. Of course, that made her a lot more money than the three song sets on the various stages.

She wasn't willing to pull out their hard dicks for more just yet though in the back room. However, she did rub them hard and bite their cocks through their pants. Sheila also admitted she let two hot guys lick her nipples after they begged her for a taste of her tits.

After the second guy, she got much better and teasing them the whole first song so she was able to sell them a second, third, or even fourth song to allow them time to get off. She had been told by Daisy that the trick was not to get a guy to buy a lap dance, but to get him to stay with her for ten or twenty minutes back there, paying for every minute.

Sheila confided that she got even hotter as she rubbed them and felt their dick's throbbing and clearly, after several songs, finally cumming in their pants. She also knew that this wasn't the little pill. Daisy had told her that its effects only lasted for about 45 minutes and over that six hour shift Sheila had gotten more and more not less aroused.

She did say that though she wasn't willing to provide any extras that night, she already had a feeling that reticence was only temporary. She told me she had been thinking constantly of how other men's cum would taste and how different dicks she was rubbing through their pants would feel deep inside her soaking wet pussy.

Daisy had been an important part of Sheila's first night. She was cheering her on, and finding outfits for her that would show off everything. After each set and lap dance they huddled together and Daisy gave advice on how to tease more boldly and work the guys for more dances and tips.

Sheila even danced a duo with Daisy to the tune of "Good girls Don't". She said that it was the first time she had kissed and felt another woman, and started to get really hot when Daisy began to tongue her nipples, eventually she even orgasmed right there on stage.

For my wife, a woman who refused to watch porn with any lesbian scenes, the fact that she came from Daisy kissing her tits was amazing. Sheila grinned as she said she had tasted Daisy's juices on her fingers and immediately decided she loved the taste.

That two girl act was a huge hit. They had pulled on black latex outfits, in the back room. The scanty little outfits were only held together with Velcro. Daisy told her not to worry, the point was to take the tops and bottoms off, not to makes sure they stayed fastened.

When they really started to go after each other, pulling the tops then the bottoms off each other, at least four guys started to make it rain singles everywhere. And it wasn't just the four guys, when Sheila looked up the customers were two deep around their stage, and money was flying in from every direction.

Their routine was basically nearly lesbian sex on stage. After that dance set, Sheila realized she had cleared over a hundred herself...and Daisy had made her cum too! They were obviously not just very good friends, but very soon were going to be full time lovers.

It was only her first night as a full-time dancer and Sheila was not only raking in the cash but finding out she really enjoyed her new job. Sheila told me she was quickly figuring out she didn't know her own limits. She was at least bi and realized she would soon be breaking her marriage vows with the club's customers, and that didn't actually even upset her.

After the club closed, she counted her earnings at just over two thousand dollars, more than five times her normal take. In one day she had made what a waitress made in a week. As she was telling she admitted that she would have changed jobs for the money, but combined with how turned on she was, it wasn't even a question of going back to waitressing.

She also told me she had a hot sixty-nine with Daisy to close out the night for the club. Like the first set together, this one got a huge crowd, who coated the stage with singles. They had been only simulating sex, but that still made the crowd go berserk.

She managed to get in two more back room visits too before the bouncers chased everyone out. All night long she had never even had to walk the floor, convincing customers to go to the couches or back room. Every time she finished her set, she had so many guys lining up for private dances she barely had time to clean up and pee before her next set.

After the club cleared, she wasn't too surprised that Daisy kissed her voraciously and pulled her back into one of the back rooms. There, they immediately fell onto a couch, engaging in a no-kidding real sixty-nine session. Sheila had never even thought about girl-girl sex she told me and now she was so sorry she hadn't done another girl years ago.

Daisy had been the aggressor, but Sheila didn't need any convincing. They devoured each other, Sheila loving Daisy's bare pussy and piercing, deciding right then to get rid of her landing strip of hair. She imitated what Daisy was doing to her, sucking her clit and finger fucking her, telling me the orgasm was fast and strong for both of them.

Sheila said she was a little guilty, but only a little guilty about how she had behaved on her first night as a stripper. She also knew though that after only one night she was hooked. She was loving the money, the power and the sex. She knew there was no turning back, in one night she had descended that entire slope to slutty stripper, or so she thought.

Settling into Her New Career

She loved the routine, and the of course the cash, but was also having too much fun for this to be a job! By the end of the week she was a of course full-time dancer, not missing slinging drinks and fending off wandering hands at all. Sheila was now listed as Bambi in the rotation, already a big earner, not just a substitute dancer.

Just like the first night, Sheila now routinely had guys standing around between her sets for private dances. She never had the need to troll the floor for customers. She barely had time to entertain the guys who were in line for her. Often charging extra for her three dance sets and still getting tips from the satisfied customers.

Some nights she literally had guys waiting all night for her lap dance skills. It was almost a rain check system when she ran out of time between sets. Amazingly most guys would in fact wait for her to be free. Daisy had also started her on a second type of pills that she said were genetically engineered to help her improve her body.

The pills had several effects. They caused all of her hair, below her neck, to stop growing, and begin to fall out. Oddly enough it made the hair on her head seem to grow a lot faster and get thicker. Of course, a stripper with long, thick blonde hair was a stereotype for a reason!

Her bras got tight and she realized the pills also had caused her breasts begin to grow. This was to ready her for surgery Daisy said. Daisy was pretty convincing. She told Sheila that though she was making big money now, with big round fake tits she would make even more.

Sheila told me that the smaller girls, the ones called Spinners had steady customers and made good money. But the girls with big fake tits and piercings, often with a pile of tattoos routinely made more. She also told me that kissing and rubbing Daisy's big rack felt really hot.

So, it was funny. Even though I wouldn't see Sheila's new boobs for quite a while, after only a couple of weeks she had already decided to go under the knife. She also told me that she was considering just how many piercings and tattoos to get. Some girls had just too many, they looked a little too much like the stereotypical stripper, but she knew she had to have some.

The four new piercings in each ear that she did first were easy to decide on. But she told me that whether to go beyond a belly button piercing to pierced nipples and clit was a tougher decision. Of course, Daisy encouraged her telling her that her pierced nipples and clit hood made the sex mind-blowing.

Sheila now had to go to the salon every week now to take care of that mane of wild blonde hair. But she had the money and had the salon give her a set of nearly inch long talons too. They guys did seem to go crazy when she scratched their backs or hard dicks with those bright red nails.

Her tighter body with that huge head of blonde hair and long nails, perched always on six or seven inch platform heels or boots made her feel hot, desired, and empowered. Sheila soon wasn't borrowing outfits and shoes, she quickly was building a work wardrobe, the same one I had finally found in our attic.

She was now the center of attention for so many customers, every time she came out of the dressing room. This was something that the new Sheila quickly fell in love with. She could whisper in a guy's ear or stroke their arm or leg and get them to do almost anything, even things that cost them a lot of twenties!



Lastly the hormone pills seemed to get her super horny. She was wet all time and fucking and sucking seemed to be all she thought about. However, Sheila told me she wasn't sure if the pills were causing that or it was from how she loved her time spinning on a pole or grinding on a hard dick.

By another two weeks into Sheila's new job, Daisy and Sheila had a notorious nightly stage act to close down the club. The customers knew to hang around as the two were amazing together. They clearly weren't just play acting on the stage, they were hot for each other.

The act always ended with them naked on-stage simulating rubbing each other's sex. If the bouncer was sure no cops were in the club, they usually then moved to a sloppy sixty-nine session. And the customers also knew that they weren't simulating sixty-nine, they were getting each other off right up on the stage to close the club down.

Sheila was making 1500-2000 a night and was now also taking guys to the back room as their first choice. She was one of the small group of dancers that customers vied to spend time with, a quick rise in status for a girl who was in her first two months of dancing.

It helped that by now she had lost all inhibitions about giving the guys what they wanted. She told me that even after only two weeks she was already getting a reputation for her extras as well as her hot dancing. She would try to avoid having a guy cum in her first dance, but made sure, if they wanted it, they came before she was done with them.

Sheila let me know that she has become known as a girl who was really expensive, but who had really good extras. That was just downstairs at that point in time though. She said the power of performing on stage in the club, giving hand jobs and blow jobs in the back rooms was a huge trip, power-wise and sex-wise.

And she had been she told me, with no shame, every guy's cum was a little different tasting. My shy innocent wife was not only openly discussing paid infidelities, she was reveling in the fact that she sucked a huge number of customers' cocks. Not really the little paralegal I had married just a few years before.

She also realized how much our original sex life alone was no longer enough for her. She liked my dick just fine and giving and receiving oral sex, but she had realized that jerking off and sucking new cocks was amazing.

And of course, soon after she was sucking and jerking guys off in the back room, she decided to go all the way. By her second month she was taking customers upstairs too. Daisy had helped her rationalize that final step, telling her fucking wasn't much different from deep throating a guy.

Up those dark stairs she told me she was being fucked by at least five different dicks a night. She told me it was so much fun to fuck at work. Besides, getting plowed by different cocks every night was something she told me she loved more than she could have imagined.

She kissed me as she told me like them thick and long, but every cock was fun. Even if her insisting the guys use condoms, which she admitted, did reduce the feeling while she fucked. My wife clearly took to the slutty lifestyle like the proverbial fish to water.

Sex had changed too. Sheila now liked it not just in the standard missionary position. She liked riding the guys in cowgirl, both regular and reverse. But to my surprise, she told me she quickly realized she really loved it from the rear.

When she got on all fours, Sheila confided, she quickly learned the guys got deeper. Not only were they often hitting her G-Spot, but she could rub her own clit to get off. Daisy, of course, had encouraged her take it from the rear, telling her that she would love how it felt. Sheila said her friend was right. It was raw and physical, not romantic at all, but felt awesome.

Sheila told me that she was a little surprised by the speed of her embrace of her new lifestyle. In only one month from moving over to dancer she had graduated from blow jobs to riding guy's hard cocks in the private rooms upstairs. As she recounted all this, she fed me a taste of her wet pussy juices, telling me how horny it got her to even tell me about it

I of course had been wondering what was up, this was about when Sheila had become so sexually aggressive at home too. I had been thinking something was up and she had been getting friskier due to the nighttime workplace, little did I know the extent of her sluttiness.

She said it really wasn't that hard to make that last transition mentally, from blow jobs to full on fucking. And the guys were always lined up waiting to spend real money on her upstairs. Most of them couldn't believe their luck when she proposed going upstairs.

Sheila smiled as she told me it was the best of both worlds. She told me that she was making even more during a shift, and getting all the hard cocks she wanted. Pretty soon she had a set of regulars taking her upstairs, not just steady clients who wanted a couch dance.

Besides, Sheila said every time she rubbed a guy's dick and asked when he could stuff her pussy full, they always seem to pull her upstairs not the other way around. She said that she liked all the guys, but the older, boring looking guys, always had a lot more money, and were more likely to move over to her group of regulars.

She said by the second month she, like Daisy and the others, had regulars that texted her to make sure she was working and they could have some time with her. She was also loving that most of her regulars always tipped, money that didn't have to get split with the club.

Sheila was also much more of an exhibitionist, almost self-absorbed in how proud she was of her hot body and new skills. It wasn't just seeing herself across the room as she worked a pole on a stage, she told me about how she got aroused seeing herself upstairs.

She described how it felt to look in the mirror when she was fucking a customer upstairs, soon after recovering from her surgery. She couldn't see the guy she was riding, but instead saw her long blond hair surrounding her thickly made-up face, over a cheesy rhinestone choker.

Below her choker, her tits were just huge now, bouncing around as she moved up and down. Below she could just see the guys big dick pistoning up and down into her soaked cunt. Making it better, she told me, was when she pulled her hands off his thighs and played with her own nipples, pulling and pinching them as she squeezed his dick with her strong pussy muscles.

Watching herself fuck a stranger was enough to get her really hot and bothered now. She actually told me she came a couple of times, even though the focus upstairs was on the money. It didn't surprise me that the only regret she had was her long legs and stripper heels didn't show in the mirrors upstairs as she fucked her customers.

Sheila not only loved the sex; she was making 300 plus tips for every fuck. With the rain of money on stage, the single and multi-song trips to the booths, and of course the downstairs extras, combined with the four to six trips up to the private rooms a night, my wife was now a money-making machine.

She never made less than two grand, after only getting serious a couple of months ago. Her record was four grand. She told me that the change in earnings per night was the clear benefit of being the girl who was known for never saving no to anything.

Sheila described as the best fun and money she had ever made. It also explained why I found that ten grand hidden away as well as the huge sexy second wardrobe. Not to mention that the money she made stripping, of course, had paid for those huge, super sexy, gloriously fake tits.

But I'm getting ahead of myself...I need to explain how this all was brought into the open.

Planning and Moving Towards the Return to Honesty

That whole sordid story was still an unknown to me. Right now, I was starting to finalize my plan, and deciding how to disclose all I knew to Sheila. I had seen her that night when Daisy sucked me off, but knew I couldn't get too close, or risk recognition.

I had a couple of thoughts, but had to decide if I was going to confront her and end our marriage or confront her and embrace the new Sheila. My original wife appeared to have disappeared inside the Bambi / Sheila identity. However, as I reflected on all the changes, this was a far better woman in so many ways than the original Sheila.

But Sheila had introduced another new wrinkle in seeking out sex with me that I grew to love too. I now got selfies from her in the later part of my afternoons at work, telling me to come home quickly, I had a job to do. They weren't X-rated or pornographic, but made it extremely hard to concentrate on the boring routine work late in the afternoon.

The text messages would show my once innocent wife with her bright blond hair, dramatic makeup and usually a skin-tight, low cut leather or latex top looking right into the camera her one arm was holding.

The accompanying messages were some flavor of how horny she was and how she wanted to fuck me or drink down my cum. Often her other hand was in the picture too. It might be between her bright red lips, being sucked like a little cock. Or as one of my favorites, Sheila was pinching her own hard nipple, with a caption telling me it would be better with my lips there.

I would finish up a quick as possible, so that I could have time with Sheila before she left in the early evening. I would usually get more than rewarded for rushing home. What was nice was those text messages were never just to tease me. Sheila always wanted to suck and fuck.

We seemed to all too often end up on top of our country style comforter, in those late afternoons. I would be pounding away at her, with a red or black bra pulled down below her huge fake tits. Her legs were either spread wide or tightly wrapped around my thrusting hips. This girl knew how to please.

As I thought about it, lying together afterwards, that country-style bedroom really didn't match the new Sheila. This reimagined wife of mine needed a far more adult décor. When I decided to act on that thought I got a great answer.

I kissed her and suggested she switch to black satin sheets and a matching satin comforter. She laughed and agreed it would be a lot more fun and a lot more fitting the "new Sheila." My devilish wife even told me that I might want fasten some straps to the bedposts. Then she added I should find some sex furniture; it would allow some more creative positions too.

When I gave her a puzzled look, she told me that it would be fun to try some restraints. And her friends at work had described how much fun adult furniture could be. Now that was totally out of the blue, but did somehow intrigue me. Where would the changes end with Sheila, I clearly had no idea.

Every time, after we both were sated, she always cleaned up and rushed off to her evening work. She still didn't know I had seen her twice and met and enjoyed her friend Daisy. Our relationship was stressful, but more because of all the hidden things between us that I actually knew about. No longer was it the looming threat of bankruptcy.

I decided it was time to bring some honesty back into our relationship, though I wasn't sure if our relationship would even exist afterwards. I had made my decision, we needed to be honest. However, I wasn't looking for confrontation and a divorce. I actually had no intention of divorcing my slutty, whorish wife.

Truth and Honesty Begin to Return

It was a Friday night. I ate a quiet dinner with Sheila, but she was a little amped up and jumpy. She explained it by telling me that Friday night was one of the busiest nights and she wanted to make sure she wasn't late. I knew it was not a lie.

Friday was in fact a big earning night. But I was thinking her excitement was more due to her anticipation of a night of lap dancing, as well as sucking and fucking the customers. Her goal I knew would be to grab as much of the Friday paychecks as possible, from as many guys as possible.

She begged off oral sex, she was in such a hurry, which didn't make me happy. But I figured we'd make up for that later. It was interesting how work and all of the associated sex and wildness was becoming more and more dominant in Sheila's life. I thought to myself that if I couldn't alter that I needed to take advantage of it.

After Sheila left, I donned my disguise again, but knew it wouldn't last the whole night. So I wasn't that worried that it looked silly in the bright lights of my condo. The wig and the glasses would be enough to ensure she didn't spot me till I was ready to show myself.

And it was the look that Daisy had seen me in the last time. I waited two hours and made the drive downtown, parked and went up to the busy club. I then flashed my entry card and found a table towards the back. It was a typical packed, loud, Friday night.

I noticed some chairs being placed on several stages. Then I heard the DJ invite up the three bachelors to celebrate. I was laughing now, along with most of the crowd. It wasn't likely to be as much celebration as teasing and torturing, kind of like marriage, I guess.

All the dancers got called to one of the stages, this was the club's schtick for bachelors it seemed. After the three guys were in the chairs, they were told to hold onto the back of their chairs and not to move or grab the dancers. The poor guys never had a chance. Their T-shirts were literally ripped off them and you could barely see them under the crowd of strippers.

Occasionally I could see the lucky guys, and it looked like they were all getting lapped by multiple dancers. I did see Daisy and Sheila in the thick of it. It seemed they were having the groom suck their nipples as the girls surrounded him from all sides.

All in all, a nice break in the routine, and it all did seem to get the energy level up in the club. Now I could settle in and watch for my moment to make my move. Naturally, it wasn't all that painful to drink a few beers and watch girls strip on multiple stages either.

For at least two hours I watched the rotation of dancers, the evening shift was all there, definitely the best of the best tonight. There were five stages running, and at least fifty dancers.

Some of the girls didn't even bother having a spot in the rotation on the stages, I noticed them patrolling the floor. It wasn't complicated. The dancers were basically hitting guys up by planting their G-strings against the customer's dick and inviting them back for fun.

I had to tell three hot girls that I was waiting for someone, but was sorely tempted. I'm not sure they believed me or thought I was cheap, but for once I really was waiting.

I had been going over my plan in my head, and it was all based on either approaching Sheila or Daisy as they came out of the back rooms. If that didn't work, I was going to somehow get Daisy and Sheila together there, or even better upstairs, where I was pretty sure no one would walk in or interrupt us.

Now to get this moving I need to see Daisy in the club, working the floor or dancing. That was preferred to approaching Sheila close up. There was no way my disguise would survive being right next to my wife, unless she was out of control drunk or stoned. And I had no idea how she would react to recognizing me out on the dance floor in front of everyone.

Sheila was doing her dances solo so far, without Daisy. She was an amazing dancer, sexy and raunchy, yet I absolutely still loved her. I loved that she could work the pole as well as rub her huge fake tits all over a customer's face. My girl was skilled and had no shame.

This rotation she ended up with just her rhinestone choker and thigh-high boots by the end of the second song, and ones were always raining down on her. There were mounds of cash and the stage itself was almost carpeted with bills.

Sheila didn't follow the common technique of pulling off her thong on the last song. She was playing with her bare wet shaved pussy long before the second song finished. And she was shameless when she identified a target. She would work that particular guy for about thirty seconds and I could tell she was lining up each of them as a private dance customer too.

I had to admit, she was rocking the pole like she had been doing this for years, not for only a few months. She had a smooth fluidity about her, which was hard to believe with her huge rack and seven inch platforms.

Sheila would lean over off the stage to push her head full of blonde hair up against their dicks, and several times did a head stand on a guy's chair. When she went inverted and vertical the lucky guy's face was about 3-4 inches from Sheila's shaved pussy.

It got even more intimate as she dropped her legs back over their shoulders. All of those antics just caused the crowds to get thicker around her stage and more ones to rain down. I had no worries any more that my busy wife would see me, or recognize me.

She would also come totally off the stage and give mini-lap dances, pushing her tits around a guy's head. It was effective though, just as much as putting her moneymaker in a guy's face. My busy little wife was either dancing or entertaining in the back rooms the entire two hours I was there.

Sheila had this all down cold. She must have made five hundred in the first two hours alone. She not only was collecting mounds of singles; she had her pick of customers to take in back and work over for the real money.

It Begins

I had been looking around and finally confirmed that Daisy was still here tonight. They had not tagged up, so I could focus on Daisy for my plan. Getting her alone was a key part of my idea. I was hoping she would recognize me from last time, or at least like all the money I had to spend.

I made sure I spent at least two songs at her stage each time she danced, and at least ten or even twenty in ones went from my pocket to her G-String. She smiled and told me she remembered me, so that part had worked.

But after the first dance rotation, I was not able to get her alone. She was grabbed by three other guys and spent the entire time in the back with them till her name was called again. So now I had to wait till she finished her second set. I wasn't alone in loving this red-haired dancer it seemed.

The second time my investment paid off. I was able to get her attention; the twenty's worth of singles made a difference. A bonus was I got to experience her version of the head against dick hand-stand as well as her very physical mini-lap dance.

She ended up nearly naked, openly fingering her own snatch to encourage the customers, and boy did it. The crowd around her rivaled the ones that Sheila had been attracting. But I had kept her attention, she knew she had me hooked. Daisy also whispered in my ear that he was sorry I hadn't gotten time with her after her first set.

Of course, I agreed as she was counting her money, to do a couch dance. We moved over to a very dark corner and had some low-cost fun. But as we were finishing up on the dance and she started to upsell me, I integrated her sales pitch into my plan for the night.

She had it down to a science, kissing my neck and telling me,

"Baby, how about another, or some time in a private room? I'll take care of you really well. You have me so hot that doing more time on a couch or even in a first floor room isn't enough."

I looked back at Daisy, now perched on my left thigh and looking in my eyes from about five inches away. She was so and hot and smelled so sexy, this was difficult. I concentrated and put all my focus into my pitch,

"Daisy, baby, I did save up, but not for the backroom you're right, upstairs is what I want. I really want to have a good time. I want to feel you wrapped around my dick. But I can only do this once, and so I want to get crazy tonight."



I paused as she was looking a little puzzled. I finished,

"I want to do something I have never done. I don't want only you. I want you and that stacked blonde who was dancing right before you got on stage."

Daisy, clearly seeing big dollars from me, grinned, kissed me, and rubbed my dick,

"Oh baby, Bambi and I will rock your world, but it will be a bit more than for one of us, but a bargain, as not twice as much. It will be thirty minutes that will change your life."

So, Sheila was Bambi here of course, ok, no one used their real name I knew with customers. I told Daisy I was all for it, it would be worth the five hundred I told her. Little did she know how life changing this session upstairs was going to be.

She scratched my neck with one hand while the other kept rubbing my dick through my jeans. Daisy then smiled and told me to give her a few minutes to get Bambi ready. After everything was set, she would come get me and escort me to paradise.

I laughed, sipped my beer and relaxed. The fun was about to begin. Sheila had no idea I knew anything, and I was going to suddenly be in her face, along with her lover and partner Daisy. It might not be as much fun as high explosive I thought to myself.

After about ten minutes the hot little redhead returned. Daisy had freshened up and put on some more perfume too. She was a vision of hotness with her platform heels, thick red hair, and of course her own big fake boobs. I also remembered she had some awesome piercings that I was going to see again.

She led me up the stairs, and down the hall past a series of closed doors with a lot of adults sounds, moans and groans, and the occasional, "oh fuck" coming through them. Daisy had been very encouraging, clearly no rules here, it was basically a brothel on the second floor.

She would stop, turn and kiss me and stroke my dick through my jeans as we made our way down the long, dimly lit hallway. She whispered to me that she and her friend Bambi, would rock my world and drain me so dry I wouldn't be able to fuck for a week.

She confided to me that Bambi had only been doing this a few months, but was the wildest, sluttiest girl in the club. Daisy grinned up at me and said only one other girl was close to as fuckable as Bambi and that was her.

End of part III, Part IV is coming soon with all the hiding and deceptions ended.


Dancing, Deceiving Wife Pt. 04

Part IV: A Wife Changes Beyond Imagining

But all for the Best

*********************

4th part of a multi-part story of how a wife, needing a job in tough economic times, transformed not just her body and life, but everything about her marriage. In part four Scott, the husband springs his surprise on Sheila and Daisy and they recalibrate their lives.

*******************

Shock and Awe

Daisy held my hand as she knocked on that door near the end of the hall. She was scratching my palm with her long nails, and the feeling of her warm soft hand in mine was pretty amazing. But I couldn't get distracted, the next few minutes were going to be pretty stressful.

But I knew this was the right room after I heard Sheila's distinctive sexy voice call on us to come in. Daisy gave me a big smile as she opened the door. Then she turned and pressed her thin, but oh so curvy body, against me. It seemed she wanted to make sure I was still serious about sending serious money and taking on her and Bambi. If only she knew what was coming.

The hot redhead bit my neck as she told me,

"baby, if you think I'm hot, you'll love Bambi, the two of us are hot and sexy, but best of all we love to fuck."

While she was doing that, she was scratching my neck as she pulled me down to an amazing kiss. It was like she was trying to dominate my mouth. Her hot tongue was wrapped all around my tongue, playing with it really aggressively. I loved it. If it all went south with my newly slutty wife, I was going to chase this red headed babe.

As she pulled away, I was now rock hard and totally horny. So, I just grinned back at her as she turned and led me into the room. While she was entering the narrow door, I had pulled off my glasses and wig and returned to my normal look.

It would be immediately clear to Sheila who was in the room, though I expected the change would confuse Daisy. Daisy had left me and was moving across the small dimly lit room towards a big platform bed on the opposite wall. I followed her with my eyes and I immediately spotted my wife.

Against a red fabric padded wall treatment, across the small room, I saw my bride, but definitely not looking like Sheila had looked on our wedding night. This was a sexy wild woman, who looked like she could fuck me to death. Her body and outfit were absolutely luscious.

Sheila was sprawled on her back with only a tiny red satin thong on top of a matching red lacy garter belt. She had on black stockings that stood out against her pale skin and bright blond hair. Her eyes were dark and smoky, giving her the a sexy, heavily made up look.

She very deliberately had one leg up, adjusting the garter on her right leg, drawing attention to her red and black super high seven inch spiked heels and that tight red thong. Her great new tits were on display standing out big and round, with her sexy big hard nipples poking straight up. She was clearly aroused by the idea of fucking a stranger with her red-headed lover for a pile of cash.

Sheila had clearly posed for effect. She laid back with her long blonde hair spread over the champagne colored satin sheets, and a fresh, thick coat of bright red lipstick on her lips. With one leg up and the other spread out Sheila was showing off all of her charms. This wanton creature was so different than that shy and innocent looking girl of only a year ago.

This woman was the epitome of a sexual creature, from her posture to her clothes to her enhanced body. I could see why Daisy had seen so much potential in my wife and had seduced her even before she had her boob job. And Sheila looked so at home lying there too!

I thought to myself that Sheila looked both utterly wanton and ever so desirable. I could see why she made so much money. For sure she wasn't being coerced into any of this. She was obviously loving this new life.

I knew she intended to get paid five hundred bucks so she and Daisy could fuck me. But she looked like this was her idea of fun, not a job. It seemed like at least Sheila would have been in here all night fucking for little or no money. All that was about to end of course.

Of course when Sheila, or Bambi as Daisy called her, looked over at the door, she let out a loud gasp. Then I distinctly heard my wife realize what was going on, and very loudly,

"oh, fuck me, fuck me, fuck me!"

Her face went pale under the heavy makeup. She immediately dropped her leg and sat up. I smiled back at her and confirmed her dread,

"yeah baby I know all about your real job, but is it Sheila or Bambi I should be calling you?"

Daisy was very puzzled, she looked back and forth in confusion. I decided to clear it up,

"Daisy, I'm Sheila's husband, the one you've never met. Am I how Sheila described me?"

Daisy looked back and forth and shook her head left to right. She was clearly confused and maybe in a bit of shock. I continued my comments, looking over at my shocked and amazing sexy, slutty wife,

"Hey honey, you turned into quite the whoring slut, were you ever going to tell me the truth about your new job?"

Sheila was clearly also in shock, now not even able to talk. I was kind of liking this, but didn't want to torture her, after all this wife was a lot hotter and more fun than the mousy paralegal who had come before her, despite the whore label I had just used for her.

I was ready to embrace all her crazy changes too I knew, so didn't want to totally freak her out. I figured accepting the new Sheila was probably the only solution to keep us together. She was clearly fearing the worst, not able to process anything or believe that was possible.

I was pretty sure she was thinking everything between us was over. Sheila was just sitting on the bed with her head in her hands, looking down and then over at Daisy and I.

Scott, Sheila, and Daisy Begin their Relationship Together

I felt just a little guilty, but only a little. After all Sheila had embraced this whole lifestyle without even giving me a hint of wanting a change. But I decided to let her off the hook,

"Daisy, don't you think Bambi looks like the hottest thing ever, she's the hottest woman, much less wife I have ever seen."

I smiled, as Sheila's head snapped up and she stared over at us. I finished,

"I can't wait to sink my cock into her, every hole too, not just her pussy. And I want to do the same to you, so is some hot ass-fucking on the menu tonight?"

Sheila had now sort of recovered and looked over at me, staring me right in my eyes. She was nodding up and down a bit as she heard my last comment to her partner. She now gave me an appraising look.

Then she tested her conclusion on what I wanted with her next comment to me,

"So, my husband, you're actually ok that your cute little wifey is now a slutty, sexy stripper and on most nights is fucking anyone who has the money till they are drained dry and limp?"

Wow, that was grabbing the bull by the horns. I looked back at her, and grinned as I replied in the same vein,

"Baby you are so fucking hot, I never want the old Sheila back. Don't you dare talk about changing back. That Sheila was boring and never any fun."

My wife now was definitely getting her mojo back as I stared back at her, she grinned as she heard me finish,

"Honey, the only issues are whether if call you Bambi or Sheila, and how far we take this new lifestyle, to include bringing along this hot red headed slut too."

Daisy had now joined Sheila on the bed, her arm around her no longer shocked lover. They looked back and forth at each other, gave each other an intimate open-mouthed kiss, that lasted at least thirty seconds.

Then they held hands and nodded almost in unison. Sheila spoke first,

"Baby that is the best news ever. One, I love this lifestyle, the look, the clothes, the orgasms, and oh yeah, all the money. Second, no fucking way I give it up. And finally, I had wanted to tell you so many times, but was scared to, now we can really light a fire together."

I crossed the little room and sat next to Daisy and Sheila. Then Daisy still clearly a bit uncertain of what was going on, broke in,

"so, what now, we have the room for at least 30 minutes?"

Sheila grinned, "we fuck Scott every which way so he knows this is the real deal."

The next hour, we extended the thirty-minute block, I mean it was almost half gone already, were pure carnal adventures and fun. The duo did in fact fuck me every way possible it seemed. Of course, as time went on, I would learn this was just a hint of all the fun to come.

I got to experience, for the first time, two sets of lips on my shaft. That was a nice start, but just a start. Looking down at a blonde and redhead all over my cock was amazing. The girls not only could suck with great force, on my cock and my balls, each of them could take my whole shaft without gagging.

That wasn't too much of a surprise, Sheila had been swallowing my sword for months, but still it is hard to describe two sets of lips on your shaft or someone swabbing your nuts while at the same time the other girl is treating your knob like a lollipop, licking and sucking like it's candy.

Having one deep throat me while the other sucked each of my balls was the world class experience though, of all the sexy crazy things the pair did. Daisy did tell me, after she had pulled away from my throbbing dick, that I needed to trim my hair though, she said it got in her teeth!

The girls wouldn't let me cum because they had a better idea. They quickly moved so Daisy was eating out Bambi, I just couldn't think of her as Sheila while she was having her stripper lover devour her bare pussy. As she ate out my wife, I moved between Daisy's legs and decided to taste her bare pussy. It was right in front of me after all.

That soaking wet pussy tasted as good as I was hoping, musky and hot. It was different than Sheila's juices, but very nice. That got me wanting more, and in short order I finally got to penetrate her with more than my fingers and tongue. I got behind her, rubbing my rock-hard cock up and down on her wet pussy lips.

Then I pushed steadily into her, till I was balls deep. Daisy was tight and hot, like I expected. She clamped down with her pussy muscles on my hard cock, and pulled away from my wife's gaping wet pussy. She looked back at me and give me specific guidance,

"lover I need you to fuck me hard, and make sure you get that right hand on my clit. I want to cum as much as you two do."

Looking down at my wife's big oiled up tits as she lay there, sprawled out on those satin sheets, with her blond hair surrounding her sexy face was captivating. Sheila was pulling and pinching her big nipples as Daisy ate her out.

I was a bit surprised when Daisy left my wife's open, very wet pussy to move downwards. Soon she had switched from tonguing my slutty wife's clit to pushing her tongue all around and then deep up Sheila's ass.

Watching Daisy pinch and pull Sheila's big clit while she tongue fucked her ass was quite an experience. That, combined with Daisy's amazing tight and wet pussy, did set me off. I came and left a huge load in Daisy's pussy, slipping out of her, totally spent.

What was nice is that Sheila immediately pulled Daisy up from her position and spun her around on top of her. They had dropped into what I found out was a well-practiced sixty-nine position, with Daisy on top.

Sheila went to work at almost a fever pitch. She sucked all my cum out of her partner's dripping pussy, licking it up with long strokes of her tongue. Sheila was making wild slurping noises as she took care of her lover, not leaving any of my cum in her friend's beautiful bare pussy.

After Sheila finished cleaning out Daisy, I realized the pair wasn't done. They continued eating each other while finger fucking at the same time. It ended, after a couple of minutes, with both of them cumming hard, again.

Sheila looked up at me and demonstrated how much she had changed, telling me,

"Baby, this is a new mixture, but what a great flavor combination, hot pussy and your cum. Just the thing to warm up a horny slut!"

Sheila Shows Scott some Hidden Talents

Wow, we were really going for it tonight. But to finish up, Sheila and Daisy had one more trick. My smiling wife told me to get ready for the final act, and had Daisy suck me hard while she pulled out a tube of lube and used it on herself, oiling up her asshole and pushing first one then two wet fingers deep inside.

She pushed away Daisy, after I was hard again, and grabbed my reborn dick.

"Lover boy, come over and take my ass, you deserve it and I want to be fucked hard again."

Not one to wait around, I got behind her, and as she pushed her ass back at me, I slowly eased my rejuvenated cock into my wife's ass. I was now losing my last anal virginity, but somehow was sure this wasn't a new thing for my dancer wife.

I looked over at a mirrored wall and saw my lover was staring over at Daisy, as if to say, see how much I've learned?

My wife's ass was amazing, tight and wet with lube. We went back and forth, as I pounded her as hard as I could, and she pushed back and squeezed me at the same time. This was definitely something I wouldn't let be a one-time deal.

Sheila had this trick of rippling her muscles, which wasn't really a surprise. She was definitely skilled in some many new ways I was discovering. Based on how easily I slid right up her ass, though this was new for me, she was very used to having a dick up her ass. I lasted only about four minutes, before groaning and shooting a load deep in her rear.

All the time as I pounded her, either Sheila or I had been also fingering and pinching her clit. Though I was really didn't last all that long in my first time ass-fucking my wife, she had still managed to cum herself, with all the fingering of her big hard clit.

As I popped out, in a final and not surprising step, Daisy dove in and sucked my cum from Bambi's ass. She continued, helping Sheila by giving her clit a lot of oral attention. As I lay on the bed/couch, totally spent, my amazing wife exploded yet again, screaming out as she sprayed pussy juice everywhere, wow!

My wife must have cum four times in less than an hour. I had also never known she was even capable of spraying her cum. She had soaked Daisy's face. But that didn't bother them at all, they quickly exchanged some hot kisses, swapping Sheila's juices between each other.

Another Shock to Scott's View of Sheila

Then as both Daisy and Bambi cuddled in a deceptively innocent manner, the grand finale unfolded in front of me. It turned out there was one more revelation to come. Sheila opened the door to how much she had changed with a question,

"lover, would you like to see how much Daisy and I enjoy each other?"

I was a little too shell-shocked to really imagine what could top Daisy's tongue up my wife's ass as she strummed her clit, but of course I told them,

"of course, I am, surprise me. I'm probably tapped out, but you two are always hot to watch."

And I was immediately shocked again by how extreme my wife had become. Daisy went down on Sheila again, telling her to hold her legs back and open up. Sheila grinned over at me and pulled her legs, still with those seven inch heels and black stockings back next to her head.

What came next was raw, but super-hot. Daisy pulled Sheila's lower lips back and apart to expose her clit. She then began to lick and suck at Sheila's huge clit, making big sloppy wet sounds. At the same time, with her right hand, she pushed her fingers deep inside Sheila to play with her G-spot with two fingers.

I knew that was happening because my wife was spewing a filthy stream of encouragement, telling her red-haired friend,

"lick my clit, suck it lover. Oh god, you are going to make we squirt again, keep on hitting my G-spot baby. That feels so good."

She wasn't shy at all, of course, in how she gave direction,

"Daisy lover, that feels so good on my G-spot, I love your hand inside me."

But Daisy wasn't satisfied with that, by now, routine technique inside Sheila's soaking wet pussy. She suddenly pulled her fingers back from toying with Sheila's G-spot, making an audible popping sound as her hand came out of Sheila's tight pussy.

Daisy looked over at me with a big grin, telling me,

"Scott, pay attention to what I'm going to do to this hot slut. Don't interfere, you'll see that she loves this, not matter what she says."

Daisy turned back to my wife; her legs still spread wide on either side of her head. She then again began to finger fuck Sheila's open pussy, first with two and then three fingers. Sheila was very wet and her head was moving back and forth as she moaned continually.

Then the shocking part began. I watched as Daisy paused to shape all her fingers like a cone, with her thumb tucked up insider her palm. As she sucked on Sheila's big exposed clit, she slowly pushed her whole hand inside my wife.

I was now officially shocked. The next couple of minutes showed me something I had never seen, not even in the most gonzo porno online. Even more shocking, this didn't look new to them, Sheila was also amazingly loving every second of this extreme act.

Though it did take Daisy a couple of minutes of work to push the thickest part of her hand inside of my wife, she was relentless. Daisy was a tiny girl, but this was crazy. In only a couple of minutes all I saw was Daisy's wrist against Sheila's pussy lips. That hand was totally gone, deep inside my wife.

Daisy began to slowly move her arm back and forth while lashing Sheila's big clit with her lips, either licking it or sucking it hard, sometimes pulling Sheila's entire clit away from her body. As they started getting serious, Sheila finally spoke, in a strange, deeper voice, telling Daisy,

"oh lover I love your arm inside me. Fuck me baby." She continued, "oh I love it when you suck my clit that way, this feels so amazing, I'm going to cum like crazy."

Sheila was now unable to talk at all. She was moaning loudly while throwing her head back and forth. Daisy was now in a rhythm, steadily fist-fucking my wife while she licked and sucked her big clit.

Sheila was pretty incoherent and in short order let loose with another massive flood of her juices, screaming loudly. My wife was clearly enjoying a yet another, even more massive orgasm. She had soaked Daisy's hand, face, and upper body. Wow as all I could say over and over.

After a few minutes my wife returned to reality. She was clearly finally exhausted, and sated. Sheila brought it all together and closed the deal,

"So now you know, and seem to like the new me. More than I ever dreamed, husband. I assume we move ahead now to really push every limit possible? I mean can you handle that baby...that is the question, right?"

I could not even speak, I just saw myself in that mirrored wall, with a huge grin on my face, nodding north and south. We were now fully on board with a totally new lifestyle, no more deceptions.

The night was really over for me though. I had been so thoroughly fucked by my slutty wife and her lover that I could barely walk. I did pay them that five hundred, with another hundred as a tip. We all laughed, as I was really paying ourselves for the hour long session.

I made way downstairs and after a quick beer to rehydrate drove back home. Sheila and Daisy gave me a hot goodbye, but had three more hours, till their shift ended at the two AM closing time. They told me they needed a shower back in the locker room, but planned to take their turns in the dancer rotation, lap guys, and if they were lucky fuck a few before closing.



As I was kissing the girls farewell, at the foot of the stairs by the bouncers' desk, Sheila whispered a question in my ear.

"Baby can I bring Daisy home tonight?"

I was now really grinning, replying, "only if we all get to have fun together, you can't keep her all to yourself."

My super slutty wife kissed me deeply and then replied,

"oh baby we'll all be our bed together, and since tomorrow is Saturday, we're planning to fuck you all day long."

I hugged both of them and told them if they killed me Saturday with their amazing bodies, I would die a happy man. With that I went and drank that beer and hit the road.

A New Household Arrangement Begins

I took a shower and collapsed in bed after I got home. I couldn't even remember the drive home; I had totally been on auto-pilot. The night had at first been very stressful, then an amazing experience, but all of it had been physically and emotionally exhausting. I was not to sleep for all that long, as right around three AM, my two lovers came into the bedroom.

There was enough light from the hall that I got a hint of what life would now be like. Sheila had her hair back in a simple ponytail, clearly not working hard on her look after a long night at work. Her lips were a bright red though. She had not neglected that part of her makeup.

But all that did was highlight the rest of her outfit. She had on a tiny crop top that left most of her new huge tits showing and exposed her bellybutton piercing. The rest of her outfit was basic, but equally hot. It was a super-short black leather miniskirt that might have been twelve inches from top to bottom. On her feet were some simple five inch heels.

Daisy was different but equally hot. She had let her wild red hair cascade over her shoulders and had on a dress instead of skirt and top. But the dress wasn't discreet either. It was a short, sleeveless spandex deal in bright green to complement her red hair. It too didn't make it half way down Daisy's thighs.

Daisy and Sheila posed in the door kissing each other for a minute or two before they stripped naked and joined me in bed. Sheila whispered to me that the one thing she had never done with Daisy was to sleep with her, and so tonight was special.

I thought it was special too. I had two of the sluttiest, hottest women I had ever seen on either side of me in our king-sized bed. Both girls stroked me and told me to get a solid night's sleep because they planned to fuck me all day long all over our condo. With that we all fell asleep, nearly comatose after our amazing adventure.

Part V is coming soon. In the next part Daisy and Sheila introduce Scott to the joys of living with two insatiable women and they start to map out a life together, without any inhibitions.


Dancing, Deceiving Wife Pt. 05

A Wife Changes Beyond Imagining

But all for the Best

*********************

5th and last part of a multi-part story of how a wife, needing a job in tough economic times, transformed not just her body and life, but everything about her marriage. In part five the trio moves on to a new lifestyle and living arrangement. I know this finale is a bit predictable, but really just wanted to finish it off and take the characters where they seemed to have been heading all along.

********************

A Year Later, Embracing our new Lifestyle

Over the next year we expanded our efforts at the club, and even began some new business ventures, all of them centered on Sheila and Daisy's hot bodies and non-stop sex drives. They didn't have any more major surgeries, but they weren't totally satisfied with how they looked. But with their already paid for big tits and beautiful sexy looks, the changes were really all about lifestyle and drawing attention to certain aspects of their bodies.

Both of the girls became workout fanatics, shaving off body fat till they were not just curvy, but super ripped. This effort entailed gym visits focusing on both cardio and core strength every day. When I asked them if they felt comfortable in the gym, after all they didn't exactly dress in a sedate manner. Looking over at me, both girls laughed and Daisy replied,

"we love the gym, and know that we can make every dick hard in less than five minutes. So yes, we are totally comfortable in our spandex leggings and crop tops working out."

Sheila grinned as Daisy replied to my concern, kissing her lover's neck from behind as she reached around to caress the redhead's big tits. They were now amazing looking, and I could only think that a few girls must be wet looking at them too.

Sheila loved Daisy's pierced tits, so didn't waste any time in having her own big nipples adorned with some large hoops. She also matched Daisy's pierced clit hood. She got a cute little bar that went through her hood, rubbing her clit almost continually. Now when we flew, both girls set off the TSA machines, requiring secondary screening, which they both told me they actually enjoyed!

Finally, both girls finished their laser hair treatments, removing all but a small patch of their pubic hair. Sheila had continued with her salon visits, keeping her hair a bright platinum blonde. She kept getting her hair permed so her hair, now down to the top of her ass, was a wild, curly, sexy mane.

Of course, both girls had long sharp nails, blood red talons that were close to an inch long. More than once my back showed the results of those nails digging in. That wasn't fun the next day in the shower, but feeling those nails scratch your balls made up for it.

The two sluts also loved the tanning bed we had splurged on, making sure they were golden brown all year long. That was only a small part of their pampering and improving their appearances. They were not just in the salon all the time, they used lotions religiously to keep their skin soft and supple. I got to keep about ten percent of the counter space in the master bath, and was told I was lucky to get that.

Of course, Sheila didn't hide her new look or life anymore, after all I knew and was fully behind her, in more ways than one. I loved the sexy, skin-tight wardrobe she now wore almost all the time. The girls now used our spare room solely for their work and play wardrobes, with two separate makeup tables so they could get ready for work or a night out.

Their wardrobes were large and varied, the girls could play anything from slutty schoolgirls to hard core leather dominatrixes. Gradually, even before I confronted Sheila upstairs at the club, her every day wear had become more and more risqué. Now there was very little difference between what she wore around the condo or town and what she wore in the club.

To go with all the leather, lace and latex my lovers had a crazy hot shoe and boot collection too. They wore the same size, making it easier on them. I couldn't recall, other than the gym, when they had been on less than six inch heels, and sometimes in their real fetish boots, at nine inches, the girls were taller than me.

Finally, of course, there was a lot of lingerie to complete the outfits. Those big fake tits really didn't need a lot of support, but the girls still had plenty of bustiers, corsets and revealing bras. Naturally all their panties, when they wore them, were thongs, and often G-strings. I loved that Sheila and Daisy preferred stockings over bare legs almost every day too. I loved eating them out when all they had on was a garter belt, stockings, and big tall stripper heels.

And if anything, our sex life got raunchier, more open, and wilder. The three of us would always have our hands on each other, and it didn't seem to take anything for us to be fucking or sucking in any room, or even in the cars as we were driving around.

Owning the Lifestyle and Expanding their business

My wife was now able to fully embrace both her career and a lifestyle that matched it. No longer were clothes and outfits hidden in the attic, as I noted, now she had filled that spare bedroom, dedicated to all her insane, slutty outfits.

She was now talking about branding and other associated pursuits beyond her lucrative work in the club. She told me that for sure involved a pay website, but she wasn't only looking at that new effort. I had long ago accepted, even after the economy recovered, she wasn't ever going back to slaving away in some law firm as a lowly paralegal.

I had now fully accepted that my enhanced wife was far more than just a stripper who fucked her customers. I learned the term she embraced was pansexual. She explained to me that she loved girls and guys and also the full range of how people identified themselves.

But she didn't just identify as pansexual. She was as actively polyamorous as ever. She swore to me that I was her life partner, that was not threatened at all. But Sheila told me in a firm voice that she had to have all the different cocks and pussies she had gotten used to since she started dancing.

As part of her new career moves, Sheila decided she needed some marketing material. She had a great photo shoot a few months after our confrontation and awesome mini-orgy upstairs at the club. It was clear that Sheila was looking at all this in a very business-like manner.

She wanted a portfolio of pics to use at the club and for any other adult work she branched out to beyond her dancing. The half-day session was at the photographer's studio, so I didn't get to see any of the outfits and poses until the pics were emailed to us.

One the sexiest pics, but only just barely not X-rated, ended up with the lead marketing shot for the club. She had been dancing around the photographer's studio in a great outfit that solely consisted of black inch-wide elastic straps, thigh highs and super high clear heels.

The straps wrapped around her neck and then used some vertical and horizontal pieces centered on and crossing her massive tits. The straps covered her nipples, barely, and very little else. Another strap wrapped around her torso right below her chest to expose her tight stomach with the belly button piercing.

The bottom set of straps joined the top pieces in back so seemed like an independent garment. They strapping ended about five inches below her crotch, but didn't even go as high as her dangling piercing at her naval.

It was if a miniskirt was made up of only those black elastic straps; in other words, all of my wife was totally exposed. She had put on a tiny black lace thong underneath. That at least covered her shaved pussy, keeping the picture super-hot, and right at the edge of obscene.

With a bolero style black leather jacket decorated with flames and her wild long blonde mane, Sheila was the classic big-titted stripper. So, I knew the one shot where she pulled her arms back with her fingers laced behind her head was a masterpiece. It pushed her tits up and out and exposed her whole body. I loved it.

But I wasn't the only one. The owner told us it was exactly the picture he was looking for to brand his club. Suddenly my formerly meek wife had become the public image of the biggest strip club in Maryland. She told me she was all in, on top of the money the owner paid her, the photo immediately helped Sheila establish her own adult-entertainer brand.

As I looked over the hundred plus files in the email, I realized that the one the club owner ended up using was the one of the least raunchy. Looking at the screen over Sheila's shoulder, I realized that this session may have involved more action than just a boudoir photo shoot.

What kind of hinted at it was a series of shots that were more than racy or raunchy. They showed Sheila peeling off a lacy lingerie outfit, leaving on fishnet thigh-highs and her seven inch clear heels. The rest of the set had her playing with her big hard nipples, as she fingered her bare slit. The last few also introduced some toys.

Sheila was shown sucking on then lubing up and using two impressive toys. The first had an odd shape, she told me it was a rabbit and hit her clit and her pussy with fun simultaneously. The last was simpler; it was a massive thick black dildo. She licked my neck as she told me it was over ten inches of fun.

I was oddly turned on as I watched Sheila play with her clit as she slammed that big thick black dildo in and out of her pussy. What was a totally crazy finale though was when she used even more lube and squatted down, pushing that big fake dick up her ass while she fucked her pussy with the rabbit vibrator. My wife was clearly enjoying the rougher parts of her new lifestyle.

I spun around and then asked her what else had happened in the photo shoot. I had a feeling that fucking herself with those two toys wasn't all of it. She grinned at me as she started to stroke my very hard dick through my jeans,

"well baby, I wanted to save some money, so offered Jake, the photographer, to pay for the photo shoot in kind of a barter arrangement."

I raised my eyebrows at her and she continued,

"So, I offered to suck him off, and then if he was able to, to fuck him like he'd never been fucked before." She gave a little moan,

"And I found out he had a nice thick seven inch cock, so it was good for me too. I shocked him a bit when I took him all the way down to his pubes, and then swallowed his cum. I also rode him hard in my black leather corset you love. I think he did ok in the deal."

As I scanned the photos, the later ones were really X-rated. They showed exactly what Sheila had described, a tattooed and bearded guy having his thick cock sucked and then Sheila riding that dick while he pulled and played with her nipples, corset pushed below her huge chest.

But I asked Sheila who was shooting the pics if she was fucking and sucking Jake? She laughed and said it was Jake's girlfriend. She was ok with all the sex and in fact even shot some videos. Those were in another email she said.

I looked at Sheila and she grinned, telling me she was considering expanding her work to include videos. She did add that X-rated videos was another big step she was only thinking about so far. She did say it had been totally hot to see the camera, and she loved seeing herself on the screen sucking and fucking, it got her totally aroused, again.

None of this was really all that much of a surprise, after all Sheila had been sucking and fucking customers at the club for months. I was a little surprised only that she had limited herself to doing the photographer, but hadn't seduced his girlfriend.

When I brought that up with my slutty wife, she grinned at me and kissed me with her hot tongue swirling around my mouth,

"not so fast with the assumptions lover. I have a date with her tomorrow for coffee and some fun."

That was the Sheila I had grown to love, ready to fuck men and women without discrimination. She later told me that the date with the hot girlfriend was all that she had hoped for. The girl was not only blessed with a hot, tight little body, but she was hugely submissive. Turns out that Sheila was now enjoying dominating her partners on occasion too.

They had a charged date at the coffee shop then agreed to take it back to our house. Sheila told me that Pam, the girlfriend, had a really tasty pussy, but she was more into having Sheila sit on her face so she could eat Sheila's pussy and ass instead of receiving pleasure. My wife laughed as she said they went at it till just before I got home, and she kind of liked having a little plaything.

Sheila also told me that she had described Pam to Daisy, and the two of them were planning a weekend long girls' session where they could fully take control of Pam, developing her submissive streak and getting raunchy in every possible way.

Work at the Club Keeps Sheila and Daisy Busy

As Sheila was expanding the number of marketing channels for her new career, she didn't ignore or cut back on her dancing work at the club. She told me she never got tired of big crowds of horny men adoring every slutty dance move.

The ad campaign, putting her hot face and crazy strapped outfit on billboards, in weekly free newspapers and of course on-line didn't hurt her tips and backroom efforts either. She told me that even when she walked into the club, in her street clothes, she got attention from guys who looked from her hot poster to her and often gasped or asked her if that was her.

At least four or five of her nightly upstairs and back room visits were from guys who were ecstatic that the girl from the ads actually existed and worked there. So, the ads didn't just help the club, Sheila told me she felt they had been the real start of her independent branding, and would open up other businesses for us.

Sheila along with Daisy were now the top attractions and highest earners. What a far cry from the girl who had to be coaxed onto the stage, a little bit stoned, only about a year ago. Her body was super toned and she was totally comfortable on any stage working alone or with any combination of girls for however long the shift was that night.

She would pose to the crowd as she got into her act, and from the high leather boots to latex corset, she drew the most attention of any dancer and near-obsessive behavior from some guys. Of course, her bald pussy, with her big fat lips, didn't hurt. She had literally remade herself for this job and lifestyle.

She clearly was into it, as I noticed when I watched her lead guys back to the couches or back rooms, if they had light colored slacks, you could see the big wet spot Sheila's pussy had left on their crotch, before they even got to the main act they were paying big money for.

When I asked her about it, she admitted it was a huge turn on to dance and be the center of attention, and when she felt them cum as she did her lap-dances, she was almost cumming herself. Sheila told me that she had gotten so good at teasing and knowing when a guy couldn't last that she could get paid for three dances from every guy she took back, making them cum in the last minute of that last song.

This worked out for me, as she would come home either with me or to meet me at home super aroused. Sheila would literally nearly fuck me to death every morning after work. If Daisy was with her the entire room would be wrecked and reek of sex the whole day. I never tired of the two of them in bed with me. They were always wet and ready for any combination of oral sex or intercourse.

One of my favorite memories was when the girls came home about three AM on a Friday morning. They had been working from eight on Thursday evening. Sheila had texted me that they had only done dances and taken guys to the back room.

So, I knew they might have given hand jobs and sucked off some customers, but not fucked upstairs. That also meant the two of them were likely super horny. I napped for a bit after our text as they drove, thinking I needed my energy. Luckily for me, it turned out I was totally right.

The girls came in pretty quietly, I first noticed them as I slowly woke up, seeing them across our big dimly lit bedroom. Sheila and Daisy were half undressed, but had stopped to play. They were kissing noisily, as they each played with the other's big round fake tits.

I watched as Sheila twisted and pulled Daisy's piercings and her red headed lover moaned and groaned. It looked like it had to hurt, but Daisy was clearly loving the rough play. She pulled Sheila closer, literally leaning back to almost offer up her tits for more rough handling.

I got out of bed and walked across to my two hot roommates. As they continued to kiss and play, I got to work. Sheila was now pulling Daisy's piercings so hard that those tortured nipples now looked about an inch long. So, I left them to that and knelt down to pull off their tight spandex skirts.

The girls stepped out of their skirts, never stopping their kissing and breast play, leaving on their six inch heels. I decided to enjoy a snack. I spread Daisy's legs and attacked her bald snatch as Sheila continued to abuse her big tits.

Daisy was absolutely soaked. I bit and sucked her lips before I moved up to pull her swollen pussy lips back with one hand so I could suck on her big clit, like it was another nipple. At the same time, I used my other hand to finger fuck her with two, then three fingers. Daisy came quickly and explosively, covering my face with her juices and almost collapsing on my face.

I think the only thing that stopped her was Sheila's unforgiving hold on her nipples. I only paused though, continuing to lick and suck her now huge clit while I pulled my fingers from inside her tight pussy. I shifted my wet fingers to her ass, running them around her puckered hole, and when she didn't object, fucking her tight ass with two fingers.

Daisy was already super aroused, barely coming down from her first orgasm. As I relentlessly sucked her clit and fucked her ass she exploded again, all over my face. She finally detached Sheila's hands from her pierced nipples and pretty much collapsed on our bed.

I rose up and embraced my insanely slutty wife. The woman who I had wed had moved from mousy paralegal to insatiable, dominant stripper, and emerging adult online star. We kissed, nearly eye to eye as she stayed on her super high heels. I loved the tight curves and the unlimited kinkiness that drove her and was becoming more and more obvious.

I paused as we kissed and asked her,

"baby, how many more times to you want to cum tonight?"

She grabbed my hard dick, playing with it as she nipped at my neck with her red lips,

"lover you two need to make me cum at least twice more, and I need this hard dick in my ass before we're done!"

We moved over to the bed to join Daisy, who was now slowly coming back to life. I moved Sheila onto the bed, spreading her legs as she lay back, wild blonde hair surrounding her upper body on the bed. Daisy had roused herself to move on top of my wife and her protégé. She covered Sheila's big fake tits with her head, obviously she was going to give Sheila's chest as much attention as she had received across the room.

I decided to taste my wife like I had Daisy's pussy and ass. I pushed Sheila's legs as wide as possible, exposing her soaking wet bald pussy, lips already opened up to expose her hard clit. I began with just a hint of what Sheila was going to experience, leaning down to lick her slit from bottom to top, and then sucked on that big clit for about ten seconds.

After releasing her big clit with a distinct popping sound, I moved back and spent the next couple of minutes licking and playing with her fat lips and wet slit. Wanting to keep her I guessing, I then slipped down to lick the stretch between her pussy and asshole, even rimming her asshole and tongue fucking her tight ass for a minute. She was moaning and groaning, clearly frustrated, as Daisy continued to suck hard on her big pierced nipples, while I attacked her below the waist.



Sheila, pulled her head up to look down at the two of us, "You two better stop fucking with me and start fucking me or you're both in deep shit!"

I laughed up at my frustrated wife but did her bidding. I usually did. I again dove into her wet pussy, sucking and licking her big clit as I penetrated her soaking slit. In a well-practiced move, I turned my hand as I penetrated her, so I could pull my fingers back towards me.

I made her yelp and moan as I played with her G-Spot, stroking it over and over, as I abused her now huge clit. Combined with Daisy licking her nipples and playing with Sheila's big tits, my wife had a quick loud orgasm, gushing out her juices.

She pulled me away from her wet bald slit, bringing me up on the opposite side from Daisy so she could kiss me and lick her juices from my lips. She then pulled Daisy away from her tits, exposing her big erect nipples and at least four hickeys on her tits. Sheila again got bossy,

"baby, I need that dick up my ass, and while you do that, I want to sixty nine with you, Daisy."

Daisy grinned and didn't hesitate as she lay flat on the bed, with her head down at Sheila's pussy. The hot redhead immediately pulled my sexy wife on top of her own curvy frame. I smiled down that my partners, who seemed to need no sleep and were able to fuck all night as I went over to the side table and grabbed a big bottle of lube.

As I turned around, squirting generous amount on my hard dick the sight was amazing. Daisy with her red hair was sprawled on the bed, a pillow under her neck as she held onto and spread Sheila's ass cheeks, eating her out with gusto. All I could hear were wet sloppy sounds and a steady set of moans from each of my slutty partners.

Sheila, on top, had her blonde hair hanging down and covering Daisy's mid-section, but I could still hear more wet sloppy sounds from that end of the bed. Daisy of course was also moaning as she ate my wife. I got on my knees behind Sheila, right up against Daisy's bright red hair.

I squirted another huge dollop of lube on my fingers and her ass, and began to lube up her rear hole. But I didn't just smear it around. I pushed the lube inside her tight ass with two fingers, already anticipating how tight her ass would be.

Sheila, jumped at first from the cold lube, but got into it rolling her hips around to encourage me. I was having fun, pushing my fingers in and out rapidly when I saw her raise her head up from Daisy's pussy.

"Lover quit teasing my lonely ass, I need that cock inside me right now!"

Who was I to argue, I grabbed her hips, and slowly pushed my painfully hard dick inside my formerly demure wife's tight ass. Sheila immediately began squeezing me with her muscles which I took as the ok to get serious.

For the next few minutes I pounded her ass, feeling my balls on top of Daisy's head, and occasionally having her lick and suck at my ball sacs. All in all, pretty much an amazing experience.

Not simultaneously, but pretty near each other, Sheila and Daisy came hard from their oral efforts. That was enough to cause me to sink all the way inside Sheila's ass and shoot a huge load of my own cum. I collapsed with the girls in a sweaty, worn out heap on our big bed, ending a late night fuckfest with my snores, I was told in the morning.

That oral and anal fun was just a normal day in our new household. We all seemed to have to fuck and suck every day, but work was changing too, in a sort of predictable manner.

A New Line of Work for the Girls

About three months after our big turning point, on the second floor of the club, Daisy and Sheila brought a problem to me. They had a lot of customers coming to them for dates outside the club, what to do? They weren't opposed to fucking for money, their long hours on the second floor riding all those hard cocks was proof of that.

But how to arrange this outside the club so they were safe and could easy rake in all that cash? I thought about it, the club owner only paid off the cops to look the other way for things inside the building. I would need to find the right cop to arrange the same deal. Luckily the club owner knew exactly who to talk to and shared with me the likely amount I would need to allocate to the local boys in blue.

So, I reached out to the local vice squad sergeant and worked out a deal. My girls would be free and clear as long as everyone behaved, and he got ten percent. This was the start of our outcall service.

It turns out there were a number of websites that without a lot of questions hosted our ads for sexy, hot companionship. We set up burner phones for the girls to get texts and calls and soon had a business with not only Sheila and Daisy, but three other hot strippers who wanted to fuck for cash too. The deal was the vice squad got their cut, then our business and the girls split the money fifty-fifty. It was a gold mine from the very first day!

Sheila had a chance to really spread her wings now. Not just dancing in the club and upselling guys and a quick fuck upstairs, she now had to meet a whole different set of customer expectations.

Could she make this all work? The answer was yes in no uncertain terms. My little wife had turned into a slutty, always horny, entrepreneur. She was a natural at the escort business; both being the lead earner, and managing the girls. Who would have guessed that a year ago?

Pulling together the right outfit and approach took some work, but she got into it. As opposed to the hot outfits she danced in, these had to be acceptable out in public. But I learned to love all the new looks into which Sheila could transform herself for various customers. They were so different than the club, but never really totally vanilla looks.

The first sexy look I saw was when she had to meet a customer in his office and take care of him. She was a present from his partners, a reward for closing on a big new contract she was told. Sheila worked on it the night before, she had to be at least somewhat acceptable as she got through the front office and met her client to drain his balls. Her first effort was a stylish office-look, but with some sexy updates.

It was pretty hot, from the sky-high heels and fishnets to the leather miniskirt and very low-cut blouse. Of course, she had a quarter-cup bra that pushed her huge fake tits up and almost out of the silk blouse. But that wasn't all, Sheila was able to accessorize. She used a set of glasses and a briefcase to complete her sexy sales rep look.

It was what Daisy had more accurately called, casual office slut, the first time Sheila had modeled it for her. The only way, Sheila later admitted, she got past a pretty suspicious secretary, was that most of that revealing outfit was concealed under a long raincoat, as the weather was terrible that day.

In bed that night, as she stroked my rock hard cock, Sheila described the whole experience with her first paying customer, outside the club. She told me that she came into the office, posing as a sales rep for one of the firm's biggest suppliers.

She told me the guy was totally surprised when as he came over to shake hands, she pulled him close, kissed him hard, and grabbed his dick. She said she broke the kiss after about ten seconds and looked customer in the eye telling him,

"baby I lied, I'm actually a present from your partners, get ready to have the best hour of your life!"

He quickly realized what was going on, grinning at Sheila and telling her he would be the judge of that. She told me she immediately opened up her silk blouse, exposing her big pierced fake tits, telling him,

"baby, I'm not kidding you, this may kill you, but will be the best sex you've ever had."

She told me she first dropped to her knees, still mostly dressed, unzipping him and fishing out his already hard dick. Sheila told me she knew she was going to enjoy her work; he was thick and very hard already.

My slutty wife, now part-time escort, was totally ready for her first customer. She used all her skills, to include deep throating all of his nearly seven inches over and over. As she described the way she took care of the happy guy, which included nipping and sucking on his balls, each of which then got a tongue bath.

The happy exec lasted about three minutes she said before she got a big load of hot cum down her throat. Sheila was glad the door seemed very thick, as he was loudly moaning, especially as he shot his load into her wet mouth.

They relaxed for a while drinking some wine Sheila had brought along in her briefcase, till she started to feel him getting hard again. She had been kissing and playing with him for only ten minutes, but he was already getting decently rigid again.

Sheila said she leaned down to his lap to give some quick sucks to get him firm again, and then gave her customer a unique experience. Sheila had stripped down to her garter belt and heels while she was playing, but decided to not give him a tit fuck with her big fake boobs. That would have satisfied him, as he had been kissing and playing with them the whole time they had been kissing and cuddling.

Instead, Sheila passed him some lube, dropped onto all fours and offered her ass for a hard fucking. It was the right move as the guy later confessed, he never dreamed he'd do that in his office.

In a raw hard fucking, Sheila told me she got herself off as she used one hand to tease her clit as her first customer lost his anal virginity with her. She told me he was totally spent when his hard dick spewed a second load of cum deep in her ass. Quite a lucrative hour she told me, she got paid five hundred, got well-fucked, and came hard.

I looked over at my blonde haired, stacked wife, still stroking and playing with my balls. I had an odd question,

"baby, I am wondering, do you love a hard dick deep in your pussy or up your ass more now?"

She smiled at me and kind of stretched like a happy cat, "baby, I kind of like a good ass fucking more than having my pussy stuffed at least half the time now. Are you ok with that?"

I smiled over at her as I tweaked her right nipple, "Sheila, you are a total slut, but I love pounding your ass, maybe more than you like getting ass fucked."

She told me that wasn't for sure, but we had passed another milestone, we both admitted that there didn't seem to be any sex act too raunchy or raw for us.

Sheila would laugh with me later, after her other outcalls where she used that outfit with minor variations. She told me it was amazing that she got more reactions clothed than some nights shaking her bare tits and shaved pussy in the club.

Sheila enjoyed telling me how guys would almost walk into traffic as she swayed down the street with everything on display. It didn't really change when she arrived at her customer's office. The office staff, especially the admins didn't know what was going on.

They didn't know if she was really a saleswoman from some pharma firm or medical supply house, or delivering a stripper-gram when she visited some of her regular clients, highly paid surgeons. Sheila of course also didn't really care. She was all about getting a big fee and fucking her customers like they had never dreamed was possible, especially at work.

My hot wife said that it was all worth it when she swallowed some client's cum as he sat in his office chair, or got fucked on their desk, doggy style. She said that the sluttier the look, especially with the lingerie she had on, the better the tip too. Sheila might have on a hot, but business acceptable skirt and blouse on, but underneath was some silk or leather piece of sexiness every time.

And of course, every new daytime appointment was made knowing she would satisfy her customer's wildest desires. But as we fielded the appointment requests, sometimes by text, sometimes a call, it quickly became clear these were almost all referrals from prior customers. Sheila was quickly building a customer base that would pay almost anything to experience her charms.

And she always did deliver. As she described her fucking and sucking her clients, I had a vivid image of my wife with some doctor's thick dick down her throat. With her long blonde hair and sophisticated makeup, I knew she was punching all right buttons.

But she was good value for money too. The funny part is, I bet none of clients knew that most of the time Sheila was really getting off, not just playacting with her moans and groans. My transformed wife had told me months ago that it was great to get paid to fuck, but what made it better is she normally came at least once with her customers too.

That was the biggest surprise with all the changes Sheila had embraced. I had learned that with all her new features and behaviors, what had surprised her the most, and made this all so easy, was that Sheila had learned she loved raw, anonymous sex. She got off on being a sex object, someone who would do things a girlfriend or wife would never consent to doing.

Unless they were rushed for time, it was also never just a blowjob. Her standard visit involved her draining their cock orally and then hanging out till she got the lucky guy hard again. Then Sheila was going to fuck them till they came again. Sheila told me that she was sure most of those offices reeked of sex after she was done. But she told me she really didn't care.

As we found out, this generated a lot of repeat business and personal referrals. Sheila and Daisy were very popular in the medical and legal communities, and those professionals had plenty of cash to throw around, a match made in heaven. So, the daytime appointment schedule was pretty soon full up, for all five girls.

They learned that it was worth fucking a new doctor or lawyer with extra raunchiness. The customer was normally so over the top with how wildly our girl fucked him that there was a very common result. Soon all the other partners in the medical practice or law firm were our steady customers too. A couple of times all five of the girls went on a single call to fuck all the partners for an entire afternoon, a very lucrative call for our expanding escort service for sure.

Sometimes Work is More Fun than Work Should be

Some customers wanted a more than one girl for the appointment, often Sheila and Daisy together. This was a win-win, as they loved to get each other off, the fee was quite a bit higher, and both Sheila and Daisy also really enjoyed adding in men and women.

The two lovers typically got it started by both of them stripping down to their hot lingerie, and posing for the customers as they kissed and caressed each other. This quickly led to various combinations and penetrations of every possible orifice.

All I knew is the girls came home worn out, and with a lot of cash in their pockets, every time. One Thursday evening, as we all got back to the condo the two girls were still walking funny and giggling. I asked what was so funny and they explained.

They had another lucrative gig, both of them were to be the prize for a young associate who had found a loophole and saved the firm's client millions. They were, as often happened, both a reward and encouragement for more hard work. The lucky guy was in his late twenties and barely five foot eight inches tall, skinny as a rail too. They had both assumed it was going to be a very routine session.

Sheila told me that this didn't bother her, she figured she would have fun regardless of the customer's equipment. But after they stripped to their corsets and stockings, surrounding the guy on both sides to kiss and stroke him they got literally, a big surprise. As Sheila told me,

"Baby I stroked up his leg and his cock felt thick as a soda can and went half way to his knees. I rubbed that big cock and realized this was going to be a lot of fun."

The guy grinned down at my slutty wife, telling her that some girls couldn't fit him inside their pussies, but he was hoping that she and Daisy were up for it.

Daisy chimed in, "baby we will fuck you however you want, and I promise you, you'll get your money's worth."

My two lovers then described a crazy afternoon fuckfest. They had in fact struggled to swallow that massive eleven inches, Sheila laughed and said, "yes we measured it."

However, when Daisy focused on sucking his big balls and Sheila jerked him off and sucked on his big knob, he did blow a big load into her mouth. The girls swapped his cum back and forth and soon were in a sixty nine in front of the thin lawyer.

That seemed to energize his big tool and soon he was fucking Daisy from the rear as Sheila sucked on her clit. All three of them had big orgasms and Sheila took the chance to suck the second load of cum from inside Daisy's gaping pussy.

As a finale, in something that amazed everyone, Sheila told the guy to lay back on the carpet. She pulled out her trusty big bottle of lube and generously covered his hard rod from top to bottom. She then had Daisy lube up her ass, including fucking her with three fingers to spread the lube deep inside her tight ass.

The guy was stunned when, in only about ten seconds of work, Sheila sunk her rear onto his cock and took all eleven inches up her ass. She told me it was the biggest thing to ever enter her ass. But she quickly added that she loved how it stretched her out and went so deep up her ass. She fucked the guy for what seemed like forever, as Daisy sat on his face getting eaten. The girls pulled and twisted their big pierced tits the whole time the rode their date.

Their client finally went rigid, and Sheila got a final big load of cum up her ass. As my formerly innocent wife pulled her ass off the guy's massive, now limp tool. It was good he was finally sated, Sheila admitted, her asshole was gaping wide and he had come close to wearing her out. But not saying that, the two girls kissed as they moved over to him and then kissed him deeply at the same time, telling him,

"baby, we'll fuck you next time for free, your dick is truly stupendous."

The guy, just weakly grinned up at them and asked for at least a day to recover. The girls, based on how they walked that evening in the condo needed some recovery time too.

As the threesome with the hung lawyer demonstrated, it was clear my formerly sweet and innocent wife liked not only to have fantasies, but loved to experience them, over and over. That predilection, combined with her hot body and love of cash made her the perfect lead girl for our escort business.

Sheila still danced at the club, but not five days a week anymore, otherwise she would never have gotten any rest at all. Besides keeping a body like hers took time. She had to get to the salon visits in her schedule, the nearly daily sessions at the gym and the trips to expand her wardrobe for both the club and the escort service.

But the bread and butter of the escort business was still pretty traditional. Most of the requests were for one girl and one or more customers. Each of the girls was independent, able to handle customers alone. All of them admitted they loved to fuck, but loved it more when they got to fuck and get paid for it.

To me it was awesome, even though I had to accept the lead of our escort service was my no longer shy wife. I was ok with it, partly as the only thing she seemed to share with the old Sheila was her DNA. She now had that wild blonde hair, long blood-red nails, and of course those huge fake, pierced tits. Not only didn't she look like my demure paralegal bride, her clothing was all new too.

Sheila had really embraced her lifestyle with her outfits. It wasn't just the leather and latex skirts and dresses; it was the fact that half her tits were exposed almost all the time. Combined with the sky-high heels and thigh high boots she favored; Sheila was a walking sex object.



The kinkiness of her clothes and sexual desires came out as she told me a story one night, in bed after a busy afternoon with some customers. I had to just imagine it when Sheila described some of her favorite times as an escort.

In the first session she described, she had agreed to go all fetish, latex and high heels, for her two customers. Her hair was tousled and wild on top of a red skin-tight latex minidress that barely covered her nipples and left exposed her latex garters. The garters held up black latex stockings that ended in her seven inch black stilettos. I was rock hard even before she described the sex.

The two guys who were paying her, played it up as biker dudes, even though I knew they were both dentists. They actually had a pretty rough session with her. For this session there was no fake affection or intimacy, it was all about hard fucking.

This was awesome as far as Sheila was concerned, they paid extra for the dress up and group sex, and she got to have all the hard dick she wanted. She told me that a couple of times when she really got going, she was afraid she might kill the older guy.

That day included one of her favorite combinations, a big fat dick pounding her ass as another filled her mouth. My formerly chaste young wife was now all about being pounded from each end with big hard dicks.

But the shocking part wasn't a dick from each end, it was that she definitely preferred it in her ass over her pussy. She told me that she was so turned on she finger fucked herself till she came, happily before the guy filled her ass with his cum.

By the end of the session she had literally drained the two guys, and based on how hot she was, got four referrals from the session to other guys, and to one set of two guys and one wife. She was sweaty in all the latex, but told me that its advantage was you could just wipe off all the cum and it was ready to use again.

That hookup with that other dentist's wife was further evidence that Sheila like girls as much as guys. It turned out the wife was nearly as slutty as Sheila; she liked to give and receive it turned out. Sheila told me that she had a pussy almost as musky and tasty as Daisy's, just different.

But Sheila told me her all-time favorite appointment was a very traditional escort evening event. It was the night before a big wedding, after the bachelor party had wrapped up. She fucked a groomsman, the best man and the groom. They had booked her for the night as they knew the party would be a bust.

The bachelor party was hosted by the father of the bride. The best man told Sheila that he knew that party wouldn't be a proper last night for his friend. The father in law was way too strait-laced. So, Sheila was hired to give the groom one last night of debauchery. She promised them on the phone that they would get everything they could handle, and she told me later she had been right.

Sheila was the center of attention, just like she liked it. After she did a version of her stripper act in the hotel room, everyone was more than ready for the main event. It was meant to just get the night started, but it was in a suite and not a public club, so Sheila really got slutty.

She admitted her striptease was far raunchier than in the club, even on the most out of control nights. She told me she played with herself and rubbed her tits and pussy all over the guys' faces. She encouraged them to lick her nipples and pussy, hinting at the fun to come.

All night long she fucked and sucked the best man, the groom, and their buddy the groomsman. She told me she swallowed at least three loads of cum and had another three deep in her lower holes.

They might have thought they were too much for one dancer, but, they had never met Sheila. They ended the night making Sheila airtight, filled every possible way. The three guys had to be coached but soon my little wife had a hard dick up her ass as well as in her soaking wet pussy. She called over the last guys, swallowing him deep in her throat as she enjoyed a raw and intense fucking.

The three guys were amazed that nothing seemed to faze Sheila, they didn't know her like I did. All the depraved sex acts they came up with didn't embarrass or intimidate her, they got her more aroused and into it. I now realized she was perfect for this new life.

She told me that she finished about four in the morning, and the guys were frantic when they saw the time. The wedding was at nine, and an hour away from their hotel. She shrugged at them as she hit the showers to wash off the sweat, cum and pussy juice that was all over her, from her hair to her feet.

She finished up, pocketed the big tip and couldn't resist grinning at them and telling them, "not my problem guys, you'll make it. And I think all of you had a night you will never forget...so don't be strangers...any of you!"

Where We are Today

Now it's actually a full two years later, after all this began. Not just Sheila, but I am a changed man too. Sheila and Daisy still live with me. We have a far more open relationship than most could imagine. Both still dance and work as escorts for me, but while I get the money to invest, they are in control of the business.

Both girls are quite "enhanced" now. Sheila still has her incredible 34EEE breasts, but both still sport those large gold rings on their nipples. But if anything, Sheila might be a bit of a goth or punk girl now.

Her long blond hair often has totally artificial tints, purple and black are favorites. She has a piercing below her nose and her lips are swollen from the collagen shots she wanted. Her nails are lethal, an inch long, and they come to a sharp point.

She insisted that we pay for a final surgery to remove her two lower ribs, giving her a sensational figure. Her lower lips now sport three rings a piece, quite a sight as I or her paying customers thrust inside her. But Sheila insists that isn't the most important body modification.

She loves her clit hood piercing most of all, whether filled with a long bar or big ring. When anyone pulls on her lips or she fucks, it gives her incredible direct stimulation. It is funny that we have as much intimate jewelry as earrings in her dressing room.

Now with another year of shopping at stores and slutty clothing websites, Sheila has an even larger wardrobe totally suited for her new body and career. She now exclusively wears latex, leather, or spandex, more fitting now anyway. The few sedate outfits she had at the one year mark long ago went to Goodwill.

So, with her big hair, big tits, and rockin' body, Sheila has all the parts needed for a new life. This Sheila is so far from that meek little paralegal who got laid off, sometimes I joke she needs a new birth certificate. With Daisy, we have a great three-person arrangement, loving the different combinations possible in our king-sized bed.

I never would have dreamed of this when we did the role play about a red-haired hooker two years ago. But, thinking about it, it could not have turned out better. I got the crazy sex-obsessed wife I always dreamed about, and Sheila gets to fuck whoever she wants, almost every day, making a huge amount of money too. My wife must swallow a gallon of cum each year, but it seems not to have hurt her looks.

We are doing so well with our escort business on top of Daisy and Sheila working in the club that I was able to quit my day job. I recast myself as an investment and management consultant, partly because the tax man was going to wonder where all this cash came from.

We moved up from our townhouse to a much larger home on a nice isolated lot. It included a big in-ground pool, where Sheila and Daisy could lay about and work on their tans during their off work periods.

We still used just one bedroom, but made sure the big king-sized bed had only satin sheets and there were mirrors on the ceiling and an entire wall. So many evenings involved not just the three of us, but sometimes up to six other men and women. We had some amazing orgies that included the pool, with the bedroom always ready.

Sheila loved, even by the pool, to always have on her stripper heels, she told me that they made her legs look longer. I thought they were long enough, but why argue. She stayed rail thin, with her big bolt-ons sticking out in a sexy, obvious manner. Daisy was just as dedicated, staying super thin, though with all her ribs intact.

Sheila's bleached white locks were kept long and flowing, like any good stripper. She stayed with what worked. I guess the occasional binge weekend of coke and weed helped Sheila maintain her thin physique. But all that came at a cost, the girls still spent at least two hours a week at their favorite salon, tuning and tweaking those sexy, slutty bodies.

Sheila loved to tease both Daisy and I as she squirted tanning oil all over her enhanced chest. She would rub it all over her tits, teasing her nipples till they were really hard. Sheila knew what she was doing, this almost always resulted in Daisy and her sucking and licking all afternoon on a towel or on a chaise lounge by the pool.

If I was home it was a double treat, an oily wet bout of fun on the towels next to the pool. I had only dreamed of this when we bought the house with the pool and hot tub. I couldn't get enough of my two partners, and if they hadn't been fucking so often for money, they probably would have fucked me to death.

But my favorite pic of the "new and improved Sheila" was taken by one of her rich regular customers, in his high rise apartment. He had asked Sheila to dress all in leather and latex and play the submissive. She went all out, even though he knew she was, if anything a dominant not a submissive, but the customer was the one with the checkbook she told me.

She was super-hot, from her six inch heels to skin tight latex black stockings and contrasting silver latex miniskirt. Her face was bold and sexy, of course, on top of a leather collar and leash she had bought at a pet store.

Sheila told me she played at submission, passing her leash to her John when he approached. She then crawled to him so she could submissively worship his cock on her knees, licking up and down his shaft, swallowing his balls and even licking his ass, before bending over and taking him up her ass, with vocal encouragements.

The outfit and the fake submission worked; he paid her a grand for only an afternoon.

I loved the pic, not for any business reason, but because of how it depicted Sheila. She would do anything for sex and money. She was every man's fantasy, for sure mine. She could suck and fuck all night long, after dancing for hours.

This was the woman I had wanted all along, even if I hadn't known I wanted her. And as a nice side benefit to this new lifestyle, we got a huge income stream that seemed to grow and grow, allowing us to indulge all our fantasies.

Sheila and Daisy got more aggressive building our escort business, adding more hot girls to our lineup, girls who clearly saw my partners as role models. But that may be another story series.

