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		Forward

		

		It was 1969…

		

		An era of Vietnam, flower children, sex, drugs and rock and roll.

		

		Lots and lots of sex.

		

		And, the ‘Good Old Boy’ three martini lunches…

		

	
		

		Chapter 1

		

		Elaine didn’t even blink when her intercom flashed just before five that Friday afternoon. Not anymore. She’d become rather used to her boss, Paul Davies, calling her in at the last minute. It was the second time this week. Um… Not exactly for dictation, if you know what I mean? Touching up her hair and lipstick in her little hand mirror, she straightened her stockings and went over and knocked on his door. Then, silently she entered. Quietly flipping the door lock behind her as she did, a lust filled fire already burning in her dark eyes.

		

		Her spike heels fell silently across the thick carpeting of the corner office. A view of the city spread out from the wall to wall windows. Slipping around behind his desk, she leaned against it seductively. “You called, Sir?” she purred.

		

		“Mmmm… Damn, you look so foxy today, Elaine. You’ve been driving me crazy all day. Come over here and sit for a second. I want to talk you about something,” he said patting his lap. “It’s kind of important.”

		

		Just what was this all about, she wondered? Obviously, it wasn’t going to be their normal little afternoon tête-à-tête. Her senses slightly on edge as his arm slid around her and she snuggled into his lap. There was no way he was going to fire her or anything like that. And, he certainly wouldn’t expect her to leave her husband. Not for him, they were both already married. This thing between them was just an office fling. You know… Business. A part of her private secretary duties. The kind of upper echelon perks that everybody knows about but doesn’t talk about.

		

		“Elaine, we’ve been searching for someone to fill the position as Administrative Assistant for a while now,” he said huskily. “I was wondering if you might be interested in accepting it?

		

		“Now, before you answer…” his finger quickly going to her lips, shushing her. “I want to remind you that it involves traveling. A lot of it. We’d be spending several nights out of town a month, together,” he grinned. “While I would love the idea of spending those nights with you, it is a big commitment, Elaine. And, additionally, there are some ‘other’ duties that the Admins are expected to perform, as well. It wouldn’t always mean spending your nights with me, if you get my meaning?” he suggested quietly. His eyes slightly averted as he said it, like he couldn’t quite look her in the face.

		

		“I… I’m not sure I understand, Paul. What exactly do you mean by ‘other’ duties?” Elaine asked warily, her heart rate accelerating. “You mean, more than just… Um… Being your companion when we’re on the road?”

		

		“It would mean being whoever’s companion the company needs you to be when we’re on the road. That may include upper management, a customer or even the occasional prospective customer. It wouldn’t be every night, or anything. But it would happen. With relative frequency. I can understand if the idea of something like that disturbs you. If so, you can stay right where you are. Your current position is safe, if you want to keep it. I promise you that. I’ll be happy for you to continue as my personal secretary, assuming that’s your decision. But, if you do decide to accept the Admin spot, and I hope you do,” he said. His fingers tracing a line along her leg. “I promise it would mean a VERY substantial raise. Plus, some extra under the table bonuses on the side. Think of it as a kind of payment for services rendered.”

		

		“Just what kind of raise are we talking about?” she asked shyly. Her heart feeling like a jackhammer in her chest.

		

		“Unofficially, it’s somewhere in the neighborhood of ten grand a year to start. Plus, there are bonuses any time you… Uh… Fulfill the other requirements of the job,” he smirked. “I believe they run in the neighborhood of five hundred to a thousand each, depending on circumstances. Those are cash transactions and they’re not reported to the IRS. On top of all that, there is a clothing allowance, and of course you’d have an expense account for travel. I can get the exact details if you’re interested in the offer?

		

		“Elaine? Seriously, it is an excellent opportunity. All the previous Admin’s have moved up in the company, using it as a steppingstone to advance up the ladder. And… Naturally, I personally would love it if you accepted the position. It would be great to have you with me whenever I’m out of town,” he smiled. His fingers still tracing lazy patterns on her nylon covered thigh. “The other duties… Well… They do happen, I can’t deny that. Probably two, three times a month. Rarely more than that. But, mostly, I just like the idea of us being together.”

		

		“So, essentially, almost every trip I’d be… Uh… Performing ‘other’ duties? At least once?” she asked hesitantly.

		

		Paul answering with a simple red-faced nod and a hug. GULP. Elaine was awestruck. She knew the Admin position was considered quite a step. As for the ‘other’ duties, she had heard rumors, of course. Everybody had. But she’d always put them down to office gossip. Before today, anyway. Talk about sleeping your way to the top? Still… That much money? The future opportunities? She had to admit; it was tempting. So, very tempting. Even if she only did it for a few years.

		

		And, spending the nights with Paul? Well, that was just icing on the cake, wasn’t it? Though, how she’d keep it from her husband she wasn’t sure. Their office affair, if that was what you called it, had begun after Elaine and Mike started swinging. After Mike had talked her into that first ‘Key Party.’ Since her husband had been willing to share her anyway, she didn’t see the harm. It made sense to her, even if she hadn’t exactly told him. Okay, she supposed that not telling him might be considered cheating. She had to admit that. But it served him right for giving her away.

		

		Maybe, it was time to let him in on her little escapades? She knew he got off on her being with other men when they went to the ‘Key Parties.’ And, uh… Whenever they visited with Amy and Bill. At least, he seemed to enjoy the… Uh… Morning after festivities. Chortle, chortle. Novice swinger or not, she’d already been with a several different men by now. Mike cleaning her dirty little pussy with his tongue each and every time. She didn’t know why, but… Damn, that turned her on.

		

		It was the ‘other’ duties. The ‘two or three times’ a month ones? Those bothered her. She wouldn’t be just a swinger. Or, even a ‘Hot Wife,’ as she preferred to picture herself. I mean, money was being exchanged. She’d be a… Oh, shit. So, why were her nipples so hard? Her own honeyed scent beginning to be noticeable as she thought about it. Excitement coursing through her at the mere idea. Her, Elaine Kennedy Edwards? A high-priced call girl?

		

		“I don’t know, Paul? I’d have to talk to Mike, of course. This would be an awfully big step. Honestly, he doesn’t even know that you and I… At least, I don’t think he does. Not for sure,” she admitted, a sheepish little grin on her face. “I guess I never really wanted to share this part of my life with him. And, he’s never asked. Traveling like this would force things out in the open. He’s bound to assume that we’re…

		

		“Let me talk to him, though. I’m pretty sure I can convince him. I do have my ways,” she purred. Her heart racing as she thought it all through. The wheels turning inside of her head. There had to be a way. With the bonuses included, she’d probably double her salary. That much money was just too much to pass up. And, it was just sex. Not all that different from what she was already doing. Exactly what Mike had encouraged her to do. Right?

		

		Paul leaning in and kissing her, bringing her thoughts back to the present. His tongue dueling passionately with hers. Elaine whimpering as his hands began cupping her breasts. Strong fingers toying with her nipples as she squirmed in his lap. Finally, he picked her up and set her on top of the desk. His hands sliding her mini skirt up to her hips.

		

		Slipping her lacy panties off, he spread her legs. Then, kissed his way up her nylon clad thighs. Leaning in and kissing her bare mound tenderly. The sweet, honeyed scent of her filling his senses. Elaine’s eyes rolling back in her head as she cried out, his tongue sliding over her moist labia. Ohhh… He’d never done this before! He was eating her, tasting her sweet pussy. His tongue driving her insane. Damn, my little Cucky better agree to this promotion. It was too much to pass up. Extra money and extra sex to boot. Um… Even if some of that extra sex was with strangers. Actually, that part of it sounded kind of kinky. Is that a terrible thing? Liking the idea of being bought and paid for?

		

		Elaine thinking about how much her life had changed since… Well, since Mike had taken her to that first ‘Key Party.’ She was becoming quite the little slut. And, she was loving every single minute of it. But the idea of doing this… Whoa. Not only would she be a swinger and an adulteress, she’d be a… A whore. Getting paid for having sex with strangers. The prurient idea sending chills running through her.

		

		Exciting chills…

		

	
		

		Chapter 2

		

		Elaine maneuvered her little ’67 VW Beetle through the Friday night traffic. Even this late, the traffic from downtown was murder. She could still feel Paul’s warm seed oozing between her legs every time she shifted gears. Her lacy, little panties already soaked through. Glancing at her watch warily every few minutes. It was late, very late. Even for her. Late enough that there was no putting the time and her disheveled appearance off to heavy traffic. Not this time.

		

		Elaine should have called before she left the office. Normally she would have. But she didn’t really want to get into it over the phone. Not this. Mike wasn’t an idiot. And, she hadn’t taken the time to clean up quite as well as she usually did. What with Paul offering the promotion, discussion about it and… Well… A few other things. Time had just gotten away from her.

		

		But maybe this opportunity was the impetus she needed to finally admit to Mike, that he was a cuckold? He had to suspect. Right? It wasn’t like she hid it all that well. She’d been lucky the first few times. Either with Mike running late himself or convincing him that they should shower and go out to dinner. But, recently? There were signs, there had to be. Those little tell-tale marks that said she’d been with another man?

		

		She didn’t always have a change of underwear with her, or pantyhose to replace the torn stockings. Elaine had tried to convince herself that the gamey scent she detected after… Well, it might be all in her imagination? But she didn’t think so. I mean, after all a wild session of sex left traces. Damp and dirty panties, Paul’s sweat and cologne still clinging cloyingly to her body. The taste of him in her kiss. Wiping herself, brushing her hair and touching up her makeup couldn’t totally hide the condition she was in. How could he miss it? Or, maybe he was just polite enough not to mention it?

		

		After all, she was an executive ‘private’ secretary now, he knew that. Even where Mike worked, she knew the rules were the same. Everybody had heard the whispered innuendos of what went on behind those upper echelon closed doors; they just didn’t talk about it. Private secretaries ‘took care’ of their bosses. Anything from buying presents for their wives and kids to taking care of their sexual needs. It was a part and parcel of life. She’d resisted it for a long time. But, with this last promotion, it had gotten a lot more difficult. Becoming impossible after that fink receptionist, Mary Lou, had told her boss that she’d come back late from lunch and ‘extremely’ intoxicated that day he was out of town. Sometimes, a girl has to do what a girl has to do. After all, what was a blowjob or two between friends? Okay, maybe it was usually a little more than a BJ? But you know what I mean.

		

		Admittedly, the rules were starting to change. Women were becoming a force to be reckoned with in the workplace. But they weren’t there yet. The glass ceiling still firmly in place. Right now, they were still objects, to be used however their caveman bosses wanted to use them. Not very well-paid objects, either. With bonuses, this would mean almost doubling her salary, an expense allowance for clothing and… Uh… Shit. Back to that again. It was one thing to be a secretary, even a ‘private’ one. At least, it was an acceptable profession. If she did this, she’d be little better than a common prostitute. Albeit, a rather pampered and well-paid one.

		

		She gulped a little as she pulled into the drive. Mike’s new red GTO was already there. Lights burning brightly in the house. The porch light shining like a welcoming beacon. She wondered if it would still shine after she confessed her affair to Mike. Even if he forgave her for that, this promotion… Letting her become the company whore? That was a lot to ask. But, damn, the idea excited her. Elaine had always secretly enjoyed the nights she’d ended up with somebody forceful at the Key Parties. Even the couple of times they’d spanked her. Um… Okay, she’d liked that a lot. Snickers. And, the idea of being bought and paid for… Wow. It sent chills through her.

		

		Reluctantly, Elaine climbed out of her beloved Beetle. If she took this job, it would probably get retired. With that kind of money, they could easily afford something a little snappier for her to drive. Maybe one of those cute little Karmann-Ghia convertibles? Hell, they could afford a lot of things. If Mike didn’t divorce her after finding out about her other duties, that is? Oh, hell. He was the one that wanted her to go to the damn Key Party in first place. He was the one that gave her away. A virgin when they’d married, she’d never strayed before that. Not once. She’d been the perfect wife. Could she help it if she liked it?

		

		When she walked into the house, Mike was sitting on the living room sofa. A scotch/rocks on the table beside him. The inevitable cigarette in his hand, the ashtray already full. Tonight, he just looked at her. His eyes rather haunted. Elaine walking over and climbing into his lap. “Sorry, it got so late. I was held up at the office… Um… Mr. Davies? Paul? He offered me a promotion. I’d be his Administrative Assistant. It would mean traveling…” her voice trailing off seeing Mike’s jaw set and his face go cold.

		

		“So, spending nights out of town with him too?” asked Mike. His voice a low growl. “Look, I know some things are expected in business, Elaine. And, I’ve never asked you to explain your… Condition, when you come home some nights? But this would be more than the occasional perk offered to management.

		

		“I know we’ve gotten into this swinging thing. And, that’s fine. We’re both getting something in return, and our love life seems better than ever. I admit that. But, this? It’s like you’re cutting me out. I’ve never minded… Well, not too much, that you taste of another man after one of our weekends with friends. It’s sort of kinky, in a way. But now you taste like that… Admit it, Elaine. You’d taste like that right now, wouldn’t you? You’re full of some other man’s cum. You stink of it. Are you having an affair, is that it?”

		

		“No, Mike. I swear to you; I’m not having an affair. I admit, recently I’ve had to give into certain demands at the office. It was that or lose my job. Honestly, with the swinging and all, it didn’t seem like such a big deal. You know? We’d already agreed that since we both knew the people involved, we wouldn’t kiss and tell about that part of our lives. And, I guess I just extended it to my work life. Maybe, I took too much for granted.

		

		“If I take this new position, it will be a lot more. I’ll be gone a couple of weeks a month. And, it won’t be just Mr. Davies,” she said. Her voice trembling with emotion. Even Elaine not sure whether it was from fear or excitement.

		

		“Before you say no, it means a ten thousand dollar raise, an expense account for clothes, and an under the table bonus every time I… Well, every time I service somebody other than Paul. We could be looking at almost twenty thousand dollars extra a year. A lot of it, under the table. Would it really be so bad? Or, even so different? I’m already sleeping with other men when we swing, anyway? It’s not forever, and the Admins have all gone on to very high positions in the company,” she added hesitatingly.

		

		“So, a whore? You want to be the fucking company whore? Is that it?” his face reddening in anger as his voice rose nearly out of control.

		

		“I’m trying to look at it as advancing in the company, that’s all. I love you, Michael. I always have. The whole swinging thing wasn’t my idea, remember? But since we are… Mike? Think about it? That much money? It wouldn’t be so bad, would it? I’d be home most nights and every weekend. And… And, since there’s no chance that you’d ever meet any of them, maybe we could suspend the don’t ask, don’t tell rule? I’d be willing to tell you about being with the others. You’d like that, wouldn’t you? Hearing about all the nasty things they made me do?” she purred. “I mean, I won’t be able to say no, will I? It’ll be like I’m a real call girl. I’ll have to do whomever and whatever they tell me to. And, I’ll tell you if you want? Really, I will.” Snuggling tightly against him, her lips brushing his neck. Slowly, teasingly, kissing her way up to his mouth.

		

	
		

		Chapter 3

		

		Oh, yeah! Elaine had him, he liked that idea. She could feel Mike responding, his cock swelling beneath her as she sat in his lap. Excited by the idea of her telling him what happens. She knew she tasted of Paul, but so what? It wasn’t like Mike had never tasted her after being with another man before. Secretly, she thought he liked the taste of her afterwards. That it excited him somehow. At least, he ate her out a lot more now. Not hesitating in the least even when she was warm from another man’s bed. And, she had to taste different. Right? I mean, she knew Mike tasted different after he’d been with some… All right, that part still bothered her. Even if it was unreasonable, especially under the circumstances. She just didn’t like Michael being with other women. Knowing that they’d been right there in her bed rutting like some wild animals.

		

		As their kisses deepened, Mike’s hand slid up her stocking covered thigh. Slipping under her short skirt and sliding over her ass. Elaine purred softly as he kissed down her throat and pulled her blouse open. She just leaned back with her eyes closed as he kissed down the swell of her breast and pulled her bra down exposing her nipple. His lips closing on it hungrily, suckling from her. Little pulses flying through her as sucked her nipple. Her thoughts going to how it felt compared to Paul’s doing the same thing less than an hour ago.

		

		Pulling away from him, her eyes hooded with desire, she slid down onto the sofa. Her fingers going the zipper of his bell bottoms, pulling it down. Elaine’s fingers sliding inside and freeing his hardening cock. Looking up at her husband, she slipped his thick rod between her lips. Seeing the expression on his face as her tongue began to tease him. The slight groan as she pulled him deep into her throat, her head bobbing slowly down the swollen shaft.

		

		Mike’s hands wrapping sensually in her long hair, pulling her deeper. His thick rod buried deep in her throat. Elaine not stopping until he’d filled her voracious mouth with his thick, salty cream. Smiling up at him like a Cheshire Cat afterwards. Then, kissing him one more time. Letting him taste what she’d done for him. Mike pulling her up and taking into their bedroom.

		

		Tonight, he undressed her. Taking his time, unbuttoning her blouse and slowly sliding it off her. Then, freeing her breasts. Fingers searching for the zipper on her mini-skirt and letting it drop, puddling around her high heels. She’d been dressing a little more… Shall we say sexy? Ever since all of this began, even at work. Now that she was having an affair with her boss, why not? Certainly, none of the men in her life were complaining.

		

		Elaine was a little shocked tonight when Mike slipped her shoes off and began to unfasten her garters. Usually he liked her to leave the stockings on. Hmmm… Well, they did have a couple of runs in them after her little tête-à-tête with Paul. She was going through a lot of pairs of nylons anymore. Chortle, chortle. Her thoughts coming back to reality as Mike began to slide the dark nylons down her legs. Then, reaching up and pulling her panties off. The scent of her betrayal heavy in the air. Paul’s milky cum coating the soiled garment. The proof of her infidelity.

		

		She heard a tiny whimper from Mike as he stared at her soiled panties. She knew it hurt him when she was with somebody else, but somehow it excited him too. Cucks! She’d never understand it. But, under the circumstances, she was very glad of it. Slipping her panties from under her feet, she stood before him naked. Paul’s warm seed still oozing slowly from inside of her. Her thighs damp with trails of her betrayal.

		

		Elaine let out a cry as she felt Mike’s tongue slide over her swollen labia. Ohhh… Damn, that was so hot. Her body trembling as his tongue slid inside of her. Paul’s creamy cum filling his mouth as he devoured her traitorous pussy. Her fingers wrapping passionately in his dark hair, holding him to her. Loving the feeling of his tongue inside of her.

		

		Finally, she pushed him away, unable to take it anymore. Her body still shuddering through one orgasm after another. As Mike stood back up, she pulled him to her. Kissing him as her body molded to his. She could feel his cock coming to life again as she rubbed against him. She loved getting fucked by two men in the same day. It was just so… Kinky! The different feel of them, the differing ways they used her. On some deep primal level, she absolutely adored it. Her body shuddering once again as she thought about having to give herself to a total stranger. Being a whore, bought and paid for.

		

		Mike urged her over to their big king-sized bed. Bending her naked body over the edge as he pulled his cock free. Pushing her legs wide apart, he slid up behind her. His throbbing rod pushing against her swollen petals. Elaine gasping as he plunged inside of her. His long cock slamming against her cervix with each thrust. She knew he could feel her cum laced pussy. The fertile seed Paul had left inside of her. Loving the inherent sense that calls a man to reclaim what is his. Her body shuddering through one orgasm after another as he used her.

		

		Elaine screaming out as she felt him pulse inside of her. His hot seed filling her, reclaiming her. Making her his once again. Afterwards, Mike collapsing next to her on the big bed. Both of them gasping for breath, their bodies glistening with sweat. Elaine curling into him and kissing him tenderly. “I love you, Mike. You know that, right? If you tell me not to accept this promotion, I won’t. I’ll even quit my job if that’s what you want. But it would be kind of fun, wouldn’t it? Getting to hear about it? And, all that extra money? Just think of all the things we could get? And, I wouldn’t be gone all that much. Only what? Six or eight nights a month?

		

		“Poor baby, you would have to fend for yourself those nights, of course,” she purred. A slight giggle escaping from her lips. “But I’ll make it up to you when I get back home. I promise I will.

		

		“So… Should I do it, or not?”

		

	
		

		Chapter 4

		

		Mike lay there, his eyes staring at the ceiling of their bedroom. Elaine lying half on top of him, a hand slowly caressing his cum-slicked cock. Her heart racing as she waited for the answer. He might agree, or he might tell her to quit outright. Honestly, she wasn’t one hundred percent sure what answer she wanted? Part of her detested what she was about to do. What she was becoming. But, another part of her… Whoa. That part wanted to do this. Big time. The thought alone sending exciting shivers racing through her.

		

		Rolling her over, he lay quietly next to her. Her head cradled under his arm. His eyes boring into hers. There was pain there, she could see it. Torn up by what she was asking to do. But there was something else too. A desire that burned deep inside, like some unquenchable fire. “Do you really want this?” he asked. “If it was just up to me, I’m not sure what I’d say? But, if you think you want the opportunity, I’m willing to go along. At least, for a while. If we ever plan a family, it will have to stop. I mean that,” his voice a shaky whisper.

		

		“And, do you want to know? For me to tell you about everything?” she asked shyly. His answer coming to her in a whimper and a red-faced nod, yes. His cock throbbing in her hand as she caressed him. Elaine kissing him passionately, her excitement palpable.

		

		“I’d say we should celebrate, but it’s getting a little late tonight. Maybe we could go out tomorrow? Some place expensive? I mean, we are going to be rolling in cash now?” she snickered.

		

		“Okay, I guess that works for me. But, um… Well, while my dinner was very tasty and all, I’m still hungry,” a grin on his face. Elaine punching him and suggesting they call for a pizza. “Oh? Does this mean you want to flash the delivery driver again? Or, does my little whore intend to offer him a ‘special’ tip?” asked Mike. An evil grin on his face as he said it. His eyebrows popping up and down lecherously.

		

		She gasped a little at the lascivious idea. But… Her thoughts went back to a time a few months ago. It had been the night that she’d first cuckolded him with her boss. Mike had been running late and she’d beaten him home that night. Thankfully. That allowed her to quickly shower before he got home, greeting him in just a sheer nightgown. Suggesting that they just order a pizza, she’d sent him in to grab a shower himself. But he was still dressing when the pizza arrived… And… Mmmm… That HAD been interesting!

		

		“Would you like that? I guess, if… I mean, I’ll do it if you want me to?” she offered in a nervous whisper. An exciting tingle running through her at the lurid suggestion. “Like, you could maybe watch if that’s what you want? You know, hide somewhere where you can see? I’ll even give him a ‘tip,’ if you tell me to?” Her heart racing a thousand miles an hour at the thought. “Should I?”

		

		“Sounds like a plan to me,” he said. Kissing her before pushing her towards the shower to get ready. His hand giving her bare behind a playful slap as she walked away. “I’ll call for the pizza,” he said. Purposely laying a twenty-dollar bill on the bed to pay for it as he walked down the hall.

		

		Wait! Does that mean he wants me to… GULP. Me and my big mouth, she thought. After all, that last time the delivery driver had been… Well… Black. Big too! Not that she had done anything other than let him see her in her filmy nightgown that night. Still… Lordy, Mike had been turned on afterwards. Uh… All things considered; she was too. And, tonight? Did Mike really expect her to give him a ‘tip?’ I mean, she had offered, but it had been intended as sort of a joke. Just give a BJ to some total stranger?

		

		Oh. Um…

		

		Well, she guessed that was exactly what she’d be doing if she took this new position. Wasn’t it? Might as well get used to it, she sighed. The idea sending a lascivious thrill racing through her. Like some whore, she was going to just suck some nameless delivery driver’s cock. Do it right in front of her husband. Be his own private porn star.

		

		Elaine hopped into the shower, quickly washing herself. Rinsing away the traces of her earlier sessions with Mike and Paul. And, uh… Maybe getting herself off in the shower? Hey, she was turned on! This would be her third cock in as many hours. It might not be any sort of record, but it sure felt like one to her. Excited by the prospect as she quickly dried herself and combed out her long dark hair. A touch of makeup and lipstick and she guessed she was ready. Or, as ready as she’d ever be. Padding barefoot back into their bedroom, she noticed a negligee lying on the bed. It hadn’t been there earlier. Mike, apparently, having laid it out for her.

		

		A tingle running through her, Elaine picked it up and looked at it. It was one of her new ones. A floor length, sheer pink gown, it had a halter top that fastened around her throat like a collar. The sheer fabric revealing every inch of her body. Her sexy marabou feathered bedroom slide slippers, the ones with the three-inch heels, sat on the floor next to the bed. Slipping the gown over her body, she fastened the lacy, little collar. Then, stepping into the high-heeled slippers, she turned to look at herself in the full-length mirror in the corner of the room.

		

		Standing there, she fluffed her hair, turning this way and that. Oh, Lordy. Talk about thinly veiled! She looked so… Okay, she might as well have been naked. The sheer pink gown not hiding anything. Elaine’s dark nipples easily visible beneath the soft folds. If she looked hard, she could even see the little slit of her…

		

		Panic seizing her as she heard a knock on the door. It was showtime…

		

		*

		

		Elaine didn’t see Mike anywhere as she came down the hall. Her heels clicking loudly against the hardwood flooring. Hesitating as she got to the front door. This wasn’t as easy as she thought it would be. Another knock on the door, a louder one this time, bringing her out of her trance. Cracking the door open, she let out a sigh of relief. At least he wasn’t black like last time. A nice-looking young man smiling at her as she opened the door. Maybe in his early twenties, he had messy blond hair and a State College T-shirt on. Swinging the door open, Elaine invited him in. His deep crystal blue eyes devouring her hungrily as he stepped into the living room. Oh, WOW. Okay, deep breath. She could do this.

		

		Taking the proffered box from his hands, she turned to set it on a table. Picking up the twenty-dollar bill Mike had given her, she walked slowly back to where he was standing. Letting him get a full view of her swaying breasts and long legs. The young man fumbling a little as he tried to make change for the twenty. Her mouth dry, Elaine licked her lips as she batted her eyes at him. She could see a bulge swelling in his jeans. Oooo… All for her?

		

		Taking the change from him, she set it on the table. Returning to him, she stood up on tiptoes and kissed him. His breath coming in short quick gasps as she trailed her hands down his chest, kneeling before him. Her fingers finding the zipper to his jeans. “I think a quick delivery like this, deserves a tip. Don’t you?” she purred. Her fingers tugging his zipper down and slipping inside.

		

		Oh… My… G… Her fingers wrapping around his hot shaft, she pulled it free. Watching in fascination as it grew in her hands. Circumcised, maybe six and a half inches long, sort of thick with a nice bulbous head. A clear drop of precum oozing tantalizing from the tip. Elaine bit her lip excitedly, then leaned forward and licked the drop. The salty taste of him bursting on her tongue. Her third cock of the day. And, Michael was watching! Somewhere, anyway. Watching as she cuckolded him with some nameless delivery driver. A shiver of excitement running through her at the prurient thought.

		

		Opening her mouth in a wide oval, she slipped his throbbing rod between her lips. Her tongue swirling beneath the steely-hard shaft. Her young conquest groaning softly above her. Bobbing her head slowly up and down his long cock, she took him deeper with each stroke. Not stopping until he was buried deep in her throat. The young man gasping as she worked his hard rod. She felt his fingers wrap in her long, dark hair. Pulling her to him, his cock driving deep inside her throat as she sucked for all she was worth. After all, she had an audience tonight.

		

		Over and over, she slid down his thick shaft. Her cheeks hollowing as she sucked his throbbing cock. His groans growing louder with each bob of her head. Finally, she felt him start to swell in her mouth. His thrusts growing more sporadic. With a loud cry, he exploded in her mouth. His thick, creamy seed jetting into her mouth and down her throat as she sucked him dry.

		

		Letting his cock fall limply from her lips, she pushed it back inside his jeans and zipped them up. “There, door to door service,” she giggled. Licking the salty cream from her lips, she kissed his cheek before setting him on his way.

		

		Suddenly, Mike was behind her. His arms wrapping around her, hands cupping her breasts as she leaned back into him. His fingers pinching her rock-hard nipples, she could feel his cock swelling against her. His lips tracing burning hot kisses down her throat. “Did you like that? Watching me suck his cock? Did it turn you on, Michael? Did it?” Turning in his arms, she kissed him. Her tongue forcing its way into his mouth. Making him taste her betrayal.

		

		Mike’s hand wrapping into her long hair and roughly pushing her into the living room. Elaine finding herself bent over the arm of the sofa, as Mike pushed her nightgown up over her hips. Kicking her legs wide apart, she heard the zipper of his bellbottoms. Then, felt the thick mushroom shaped head of his cock pressing against her. Like a wild man, he drove deep into her with one stroke. Elaine letting out a scream as his thick rod tore into her, splitting her petaled opening apart. Third fuck of the day or not, he was rougher than she’d expected. Though, it was kind of deserved? Wasn’t it? A wry smile crossing her face as he used her. Besides, she liked it when Mike got a little rough with her. Truthfully, it didn’t even have to be Mike. She liked it rough.

		

	
		

		Chapter 5

		

		Elaine’s fingers gripped the chair arms tightly as the 707’s climb pushed her back against the plush seat. Paul Davies smiling at her nervousness. It was the first time she’d ever flown, and it showed. Jumping at every little noise as the plane’s mechanics operated. As soon as possible, the stewardess walked down the aisle of first class taking their drink orders. Elaine not shying away from asking for a Vodka Martini.

		

		Two drinks later, she was snuggled against Paul’s shoulder. His fingers tracing lazy patterns on her mini-skirted legs. Their flight from LA to Chicago’s O’Hare scheduled to last another hour. At least, it was summertime. Elaine didn’t exactly have a wardrobe for winter. An unnecessary inconvenience in LA’s mild climate. The two of them talking over the roar of the engines, the pressurized cabin making her ears pop uncomfortably from time to time. Paul’s eyes drifting down the low neckline of her blouse as she curled into him.

		

		They had no appointments today. It would just be the two of them. Though, he had told Elaine to expect that she might have to… Well, be someone else’s ‘companion’ once or twice during this trip. She was nervous about it, but not as much as she expected. Surprisingly, her little ‘tip’ of the delivery driver seemed to make it easier. I mean, she’d already sucked off some nameless guy! What was one or two more? Even if the one or two more would mean more than a BJ? She’d been fucked before.

		

		Besides, the way Mike had ravaged her last night told her he was just as excited as she was. For different reasons maybe? Elaine still didn’t understand that whole Cuckold/Hot Wife thing that he had going on. But, under the circumstances, it worked for them. Mike had kissed her goodbye roughly this morning before she left. A kiss befitting her new status as a slut. Paul waiting outside for her with a limo in the predawn light. When she returned the end of the week, she’d be a whore. Bought and paid for. An exciting tingle running through her every time she thought about it.

		

		She wondered what he… They’d? Be like? Young, old? Fat, skinny? White? Black… Ohhh… Yes, that was possible, Paul had admitted that to her. The company didn’t discriminate when it came to customers. Or, personnel for that matter. It was considered part and parcel of being the company whore. Oh, he didn’t put it that way, of course. He was far more diplomatic about it. But, end result? She was to ‘service’ whomever they asked her to.

		

		For tonight, at least, she knew exactly who her partner would be. The idea of spending the night in Paul’s bed for the first time, an exciting one. After all, they’d been carrying on their office trysts for several months now. This was just an extension of their affair. Or, maybe that wasn’t the right word? She really didn’t know what to call it. After all, it was just part of her job. In the written job description or not, she knew it might be required when she accepted the position as his executive private secretary. It was one of the expected perks that came with the fancy twentieth floor office that overlooked downtown LA.

		

		Landing at O’Hare, her first flight now behind her. Elaine gratefully walked down the jetway into the busy terminal. Paul walking beside her as they headed down to baggage pickup. Her head on a swivel as she took in the unfamiliar sights. Luggage finally in hand, the porter led them out to the waiting limo.

		

		Chicago traffic was almost as bad as LA’s she decided, sitting in the back of the limo. Paul’s hand still tracing sensually up her stockinged thigh. His fingers driving her insane. Elaine had gotten a whole new wardrobe for her trip. Spending her first month’s clothing allowance, and then some, on new cocktail dresses and jacketed skirt/blouse combos for their business meetings. She’d thought about taking pantyhose for the trip but decided against it. Most men still seeming to prefer their women in nylons. Gee go figure.

		

		She felt a little strange walking into the hotel on Paul’s arm that afternoon. Her heels clicking loudly on the marbled floor. This was really happening! Well, she’d spent the night with other men before. It was just… This time? It seemed very different and VERY public. This time, it was just her. Mike wasn’t off getting his jollies with one of their other friends, having his way with her. He was back in LA all alone. Thinking about her, wondering just what she was doing every moment. Would she be required to perform her ‘other’ duties this trip? Who she might be with? The idea of her giving herself to others for money driving him insane.

		

		She’d have to call him later when she got to her room, letting him know she’d landed in Chicago safely. They’d agreed not to talk after that until she got home. Elaine not really wanting to discuss her business ‘activities’ over the phone. She hadn’t even told him that she already knew she’d be giving herself to others on this first trip. Letting him wonder until she got back. For now, it was enough that he knew she’d be sleeping with Paul. His hard cock filling her each night, making her cry out in ecstasy as he used her. Leaving Mike’s nights spent in tormented fantasies. Snickers. She liked that idea. It served him right for giving her away in the first place.

		

	
		

		Chapter 6

		

		The phone call home to Mike had ended up feeling rather stilted. He was glad she had arrived safely and all that. He’d said all the right things, told her he loved her. It was just… He seemed distant. Okay, she understood that. Tonight, she’d be spending the night with her boss. Sleeping in his bed. Her body at his disposal. And, Mike knew it. He had to be conflicted over it. There was no question that she’d be fucking her boss tonight while he tossed and turned in their king-sized bed all alone. Not seeing or hearing from her again until Friday night.

		

		Elaine felt a little guilty about that part of it but going to the Key Party had been his idea. The first time she’d ever been with another man. Besides, she was too excited by being out to dinner with Paul. The fancy restaurant catering to their every whim as she sat across from him. Tonight, she’d worn a short cocktail dress, the revealing neckline showcasing the swell of her C-Cup breasts. Like some slut, she hadn’t even worn underwear. Hey! It had seemed appropriate, at least to her. Her hard nipples tenting against the clingy material as they sat enjoying an after-dinner cocktail. Knowing that he’d be fucking her in just a little bit. Paul’s eyes roaming over her lustfully.

		

		After dinner, they took the limo back to the hotel. Paul asked the driver to take them along the lakeshore. Letting Elaine see the parts of the city while she snuggled against him. Then, the walk through the lobby. Strangely, not feeling the least bit like a whore as she walked in on another man’s arm. I mean, she’d slept with others before. Just never been out in public with them. The alternative lifestyle they enjoyed back in LA kept rather private. Even Paul didn’t know about the swinging aspect of her home life. Though, honestly, more of that went on than a lot of people realized, she supposed. Especially in LA. Hollywood being Hollywood and all that.

		

		Paul had a suite with its own separate bedroom. Elaine’s room was next door, a connecting door between the two able to be opened to form a two-bedroom suite. Naturally, she’d be spending the night in Paul’s bed most nights. But, on the ‘other’ nights, she’d at least have a sense of privacy. Sort of, anyway. It’s not like he wouldn’t know that she was ‘servicing’ one of the customers in the next room. It was all at his request!

		

		Tonight, he pulled her straight into the suite. Looking out the floor length windows of the hotel room, Elaine could only gaze at the lights of the city spread out before them. The suite was on the twenty-first floor overlooking downtown. The city a million twinkling lights surrounding them. The dark lakeshore visible off to the right. She gasped a little as Paul came up behind her. His arms pulling her into him as he kissed her. Their kiss growing deeper, more intense as his tongue slid into her mouth. His hands caressing her breasts, cupping them.

		

		Elaine let out a little gasp as she felt her zipper releasing, the dress falling loose around her. Her eyes boring into Paul’s, she teasingly stepped back and let it fall around her spike heeled feet. Standing before him in just her heels and stockings. Nude. So different from being bent over his desk her skirt bunched around her waist and her blouse only partly undone. Paul crushing her against him in a hungry embrace.

		

		Whipping her around, Elaine felt him bend her over. Her hands bracing against the floor length glass. Oh! Oh… The city was spread out below her. Elaine stark naked before anybody that happened to look her way. GULP. It was a long way down if that glass ever broke. Her slight panic cut short as she felt Paul’s thick cock press against her petaled opening. Her eyes rolling back in her head as he thrust deep inside of her.

		

		She was whimpering incoherently as he slammed into her moist depths again and again. Her body crashing through one orgasm after another. Her shoes lifting from the floor with each thrust, his hands on her waist the only thing restraining her. Being here, naked, the floor length glass windows, Paul’s hard shaft slamming into her, her bit of panic over the city spread out before her… It all combined into one huge, mind blowing orgasm as Paul filled her with his scorching hot cum. Elaine’s passionate scream echoing off the hard surface of the glass as she collapsed.

		

		Picking her up in his arms, Paul carried her over to the big king-sized bed in his room. Elaine slowly coming back to her senses after the intense orgasm. Paul cuddling beside her, naked himself now. Her eyes roaming over his body, lingering on the hard muscles of his chest. Her fingers caressing him tenderly, her lips planting little kisses on his body. Gradually drifting off into sleep.

		

		She woke up a little later, surprised that she still had her heels and stockings on. Slipping from the bed and using the en suite. Elaine wasn’t surprised anymore, seeing herself in the mirror. She was an adulteress, and she looked it. The seamed nylons she’d worn were run and streaked with dried cum. Her hair in wild disarray, the smeared makeup, streaks of cum running down her thighs, none of that was a shock to her. Not after her nights at the Key Parties. It did feel different this time for some reason. She couldn’t quite put her finger on it, just that she felt different. Knowing that Mike was home alone, that she’d cuckolded him. That he knew. It made her feel dirtier somehow.

		

		After relieving herself, she kicked off her heels, stripped off the ruined stockings and tossed them into the trash. Climbing back into bed, she cuddled up against Paul. After all, she was now a paid slut. Maybe she should act like it? With a curious look on her face, she slid down his sleeping body. Her lips kissing his flaccid cock, the taste of their earlier coupling filling her senses. Slipping it into her mouth, she began to suck him tenderly. Paul moaning softly in his sleep as his body began to respond.

		

		Coming fully awake, finding his turgid shaft deep in her throat he just lay back and groaned in ecstasy. Damn, what a way to wake up! He could get used to this. Just enjoying the feeling of her mouth wrapped warmly around his throbbing cock. Every time she took him deep, she could see his fingers claw against the bedding. Trying not to cum too soon. But Elaine was determined. Tonight, she wanted to taste his salty cum. Paul rewarding her as jet after jet of his lava hot seed fired down her throat and filled her mouth.

		

		Afterwards, she just grinned at him and licked her lips. Then, cuddled back up against his strong body. Falling back to sleep with his arm draped over her. His hand cupping her breast possessively.

		

	
		

		Chapter 7

		

		Nervously, Elaine finished putting on her makeup. She’d done her eyes a little darker tonight, sultrier. Her perfume heavier, more sensuous. After all, tonight she wasn’t going to be Elaine Edwards, Administrative Assistant. Tonight, she would be Elaine, the company whore. Ohhhh… Her heart was racing a thousand miles an hour. Sure, she’d sucked off that delivery driver a couple of weeks ago, big deal. Mike was right there watching. It was kind of kinky, you know? And, she’d spent two nights with Paul this week. But other than finding out that he snored, and that she got a wakeup fuck the next morning, it was familiar. Being in a bed was kind of nice… Beat being bent over his desk, anyway. But, tonight, she’d be… Well, it wasn’t all that different from a Key Party, was it? She just had never met the guy before. That’s all. And this guy she’d never even seen was going to fuck her silly in a couple of hours. Maybe she really was a ditz for doing this?

		

		Of course, another part of her thought it was a really, really fab idea. Adrenalin and endorphins racing through her as her excitement built. What would he be like? What would he look like? Her first real ‘john?’ Grabbing her half-finished glass of wine, she padded barefoot from the bath over to where she’d hung up her dresses. Looking through the new cocktail dresses that Mike had helped her pick out for her travels. Mmmm… That had been an interesting afternoon! Knowing he was dressing her for others. Other men who would cuckold him. All of them trending towards the sexy... Er… Slutty side? Whatever. She’d been unbelievably turned on. The night hadn’t been bad either. Both of them excited about what she was going to do.

		

		Finally settling on a tight, form fitting mini dress. Black, the top held up by a rhinestone studded collar around her throat. A deep teardrop cutout in the front allowing a revealing view of her full breasts. The back open nearly to the crack of her ass cheeks. Coupling it with a pair of four-inch heels and dark thigh-high stockings, she pirouetted before the bathroom mirror. She didn’t bother with underwear. Not tonight. It just didn’t seem to fit the image she was expected to project. Deciding she was suitably slutty, Elaine knocked on the connecting door to Paul’s suite.

		

		Paul opened it and let his eyes roam over her speculatively. “You look delicious, Elaine,” he grinned. His finger tipping her chin up and kissing her lightly. His lips just brushing her cheek. “Seeing you in that outfit, I almost wish we didn’t have a dinner scheduled,” he offered. “I’ll be ready in a moment.”

		

		He seemed more reserved tonight, almost standoffish. Elaine chattering nervously as she waited. Her mind a chaotic jumble of thoughts. She didn’t know anything about their dinner partner, other than she was to be his ‘reward’ for signing a contract with the company. Damn, she didn’t even know his name. Shouldn’t she at least know his name? I mean, he was going to fuck her. “Paul? Who are we meeting tonight?” she asked. Her voice a barely audible tremble as she waited for him.

		

		“We’ll be meeting with Jim Harbinger, from Dover Corp. We just signed him to a huge new contract. The company will be their sole supplier for the next five years. It’s a sweetheart of a deal,” he grinned proudly. Then, realizing that probably wasn’t really what she wanted to know, “And, um… He seems like a nice guy, Elaine. Maybe in his fifties? Kind of bookish, I guess. I’m sure he’ll be very pleased with his dinner partner tonight,” he assured her.

		

		“Speaking of…” Paul reached into his inside jacket pocket and pulled out an envelope. Handing it to her, she blushingly folded it and put it into her little clutch purse. Paul squeezed her hand gently. Her fingers feeling ice cold as he escorted her down to the lobby bar.

		

		*

		

		Elaine nervously sipping another glass of wine as they waited for their ‘guest’ to arrive. Well, as fast as that wine was disappearing, maybe she was doing more than sipping. Her breathing rather rapid and shallow as she sat there fidgeting with the little paper napkin anxiously. Paul talking idly about their day tomorrow. As if she was listening? Get real.

		

		Elaine not snapping out of her trance until she saw Paul stand up and shake hands with a rather average looking man. Shorter than Paul, and heavier. Maybe ten years older. He had rimmed glasses and a bit of a paunch. His eyes roaming hungrily over Elaine as he shook her hand. Oh, he knew what she was here for all right. She was the company’s incentive program!

		

		His hands and legs kept ‘accidentally’ bumping against her all during the ride to the restaurant. His eyes drifting constantly to the deep teardrop of her neckline. Okay, get with the program, Elaine. He wasn’t exactly what she would have picked for a partner. But she didn’t have a choice, did she? Not anymore. And, it could have been a whole lot worse. At least, he seemed pleasant enough. She couldn’t help noticing the wedding ring on his finger either. Not that she had any right to criticize, she had one on herself. But he wasn’t ‘out of town.’ So, just how did he expect to explain his condition to his wife tonight? Well, that was his problem, she decided. Maybe she didn’t care that he’d come home smelling of another woman?

		

		Arriving at the restaurant, the two men escorted her inside. Jim stumbling every time he looked at her long legs. The tops of her stockings flashing flirtatiously as she walked. It was almost comical. She was trying her best not to giggle as they held her chair for her. Okay, she might have let them see that she was commando tonight as she slid into the seat. Why not? The red blush on her ‘date’s’ face, was worth it.

		

		Dinner seemed to drag on, the conversations uninteresting. Elaine not really eating much. The wine was excellent, though. Hmmm… Should she have one more? Oh… Um… Dinner appeared to be over. Paul standing up and offering her a hand. The three of them going back out to the limo and driving back to the hotel.

		

		Paul boisterously excusing himself to take a call, saying goodnight in the lobby. Leaving Elaine free to ‘invite’ her guest up for a nightcap. Some nightcap, she thought. ‘Can I get you a five-foot three brunette, Sir?’ She wondered just how that would go over? Snickers. More wine, please? Oh, um… Okay, they were at the door to her room. Elaine fumbling nervously as she tried to find her room key in the little clutch she carried. The envelope with her ‘fee’ staring at her as she searched. Finally, finding it, she got the door unlocked. Jim holding it open for her.

		

		Walking in, she noticed that the maid had already turned down the big king-sized bed for the night. Gold foil wrapped mints waited on top of each of the big pillows. Damn, did they have to be so efficient? The sound of the door closing behind her like a gunshot in her ears.

		

		GULP…

		

	
		

		Chapter 8

		

		Jim Harbinger’s hands slid hesitantly around her waist, pulling her to him. As he embraced her, his hands moved up to cup her full breasts. Lifting them, feeling the weight of them. Fascinated at the touch of her. Only the thin fabric of her dress between them and his bare hands. Taking the kinds of liberties that would normally be reserved for the third or fourth date. Or, maybe for a ‘Key Party.’ His nose buried in her hair. She whimpered as she felt his fingers close on her swollen nipples, pinching them. Little sparks flooding through her.

		

		Shouldn’t we be having a drink first, or something? Maybe get to know each other? Or… Or… Oh, hell. You’re a whore. Just do it, Elaine, she told herself.

		

		It seemed so strange; she’d just met him. So much more like betrayal, like she was cheating on Michael. Not that she hadn’t been with other men before, of course. It was just… Oh, she really didn’t even understand the ambivalence of her feelings. The envelope in her purse, knowing that she was bought and paid for, made what she was doing seem dirtier somehow. The Key parties, even her servicing of her boss, hadn’t really prepared her for this. That night with the stupid delivery driver came the closest, but Mike had been there for that. It had been his idea. His little kink. This was… Oh, uh… Elaine gasped as she felt the collar of her dress being unfastened. His fingers cold against her fevered skin. Her top falling loosely to her waist, baring her breasts. The cool air-conditioned air causing goose bumps to crawl over her body.

		

		Jim’s hands were now massaging her bare breasts, like the fumbling touch of a teenager. Turning her around, his lips moving to a swollen nipple. Suckling from her. Her eyes closing, just enjoying the feeling. Trying not to think about… Well… Everything! Elaine whimpering a little as he hungrily sucked her nipple. Sparks flying through her, his tongue teasing her sensitive nub. His hand cupping her breast, squeezing it. Oh! Oh… He bit her! Her body jerking spasmodically as the sharp pain raced through her. Elaine tearing her breast from his lips, a fire in her eyes. The pain strangely exciting her.

		

		Moving to her other nipple, he started suckling there. Elaine getting more turned on as he nursed. The little nibbles and teases driving her insane. Her hands wrapping around his head, pulling him to her. She could feel her anticipation growing. Her dewy excitement flowing freely now. Adding to the moistness that had been oozing between her labia all night. The eroticism of what she was doing, just knowing that she’d be giving herself to this man, enough to excite her. The scent of her honeyed arousal filling the air between them.

		

		One hand still roughly massaging her breast, she felt his other slide to her zipper. The teeth letting go one by one as he pulled it down, her dress slipping from her hips and puddling around her feet. Elaine was naked. Naked in front of a stranger. Unfamiliar hands mauling her breasts, his mouth tight to her nipple. His teeth nibbling occasionally, sending little shocks rocketing through her. Her heart beating a staccato rhythm in her chest.

		

		Elaine cried out as he bit her harshly one more time. Pulling away, she gasped for breath a little. Her eyes burning with a passionate excitement as she slid down in front of him. Her fingers finding his zipper and freeing his swelling cock. Now, this she knew what to do with. Her hands slowly running over his throbbing member, she closed her eyes and kissed the swollen mushroom shaped head. A drop of precum smearing on her lips, letting her taste him.

		

		He was average, at least from her experience. You know, six and a half inches, maybe an inch and a half thick? Average. She wasn’t exactly an expert or anything… But… Sensuously, she bobbed forward, taking his length between her lips. Her tongue teasing him. Her ‘john’ moaning above her as her head began to bob faster. His hands wrapping in her long hair. Losing control, he pushed her down deeper, his hard rod plunging into her throat. Elaine doing her best not to gag as he slammed into her over and over.

		

		Oh, he was getting excited. His cock swelling in her mouth, his movements more erratic. He was close. Her first real blowjob as a whore. Elaine swallowing like crazy as his pulsing cock exploded. His salty cream filling her mouth and shooting down her throat.

		

		Pulling away, she licked the cum from her lips, her breath still coming in huge gasps. Eyes burning into his. She wondered what he’d think if he knew he was her first real ‘john?’ The first time she’d been with a man for money? Not that it mattered. He certainly wouldn’t be the last, not if Paul Davies had his way.

		

		Standing up, she gave him a peck on the cheek and began to unbutton his shirt. If she was going to be a whore, she was going to do it right. Excited to think about that cock of his filling her warm pussy. Oh, wow. The situation enough in itself, she was getting so turned on. Her excitement drooling down her thighs, the little rivulets of dew tickling her sensitive skin. She hadn’t been this excited since… Well, that first night, she guessed. The night she’d broken her wedding vows with Dave. Letting his thick cock split her in two over and over all night long.

		

		His middle-aged status showing, Elaine could see the love handles on his sides as she tugged his shirt from him. Her hands starting to work his belt buckle. Jim hastily toeing his shoes off as she unfastened his pants. His hands roaming hungrily over her body. Like he was a blindman trying to read braille, touching every inch of her.

		

	
		

		Chapter 9

		

		Elaine gasped as his fingers dipped tentatively between her swollen labia. An electric like shock coursing through her. Her clit, her nipples, her head arching back as he plunged into her. Fingers brushing her G-Spot as Elaine shuddered in excitement. Her eyes wide, she pulled him towards the big bed. Jim trailing behind her like little puppy, eager to please.

		

		Lying down on the bed, she felt particularly whorish, lying there in only her thigh top stockings and high heels. She stretched lazily almost like a cat as she let his eyes drink in her slender curves, her full breasts. Her nipples hard with excitement. Would he want to eat her? Taste her honeyed dew? All her other lovers had… But, then, they weren’t ‘john’s,’ were they? She hadn’t been their bought and paid for whore.

		

		She couldn’t quite put her finger on it, but there was something about Jim that… Well, he just didn’t seem to take command. This was not the kind of man that would spank her. Hardly. This was a man that… Hmmm… Elaine let her hand slide over her satiny-smooth mound. Teasing him as she slipped her fingers between her moist nether lips. Spreading her soft, pink petals open as she opened her legs, letting him watch as she pleasured herself. His eyes locked tightly on where her fingers dipped in and out of her petaled opening.

		

		As Jim approached the bed, she let her high heeled clad foot run seductively up his thigh. When Jim bent down to kiss her, Elaine teasingly planted her foot on his chest. Her spike heel pushing into him, stopping him. Pulling her fingers from inside of her, she wiped them over his lips. Her aromatic scent filling his nostrils as his tongue hesitantly snaked out to taste her. He even sucked on her fingers! The way his tongue bathed her fingers, licking her honeyed dew. It seemed so filthy. But she felt… So… In control.

		

		He seemed unsure what to do next. Elaine, lying there naked before him. Her fingers slowly dipping inside her moist petals over and over, teasing him. Spreading her pink petals wide. Little cooing sounds coming from her moist lips. Occasionally pulling them from her moist cunt and feeding them to him. Having him suck them, as he stood next to her on the bed. Licking them clean like a worshiping puppy dog.

		

		“Do you like?” she purred. “Do you like the way I taste, Jim? Nice and sweet? It’s all for you tonight, you know? I’m yours to do with as you please. Would you like to kiss me… Down there? I’m so wet, and it’s all for you.”

		

		Elaine squirmed around on the bed until her legs were wide open in front of him. Jim still appearing unsure what to do. She lifted her spike heeled foot up to his face. “Kiss it, Jim,” she whispered. Hearing a little whimper as his lips brushed the pointed toe of her patent leather high heel. “That’s it, now kiss along my leg. I’m waiting here, just for you.”

		

		Jim’s lips descending along her leg, planting little kisses every few inches. Each kiss bringing him closer to nirvana. Elaine gasped as he reached the top of her stocking. His lips burning against her bare skin, just inches from her petaled blossom. Her scent filling his nostrils. Another kiss… And, then he was there. Staring at her glistening nether lips. Didn’t he and his wife ever have sex? “Kiss my pussy, Jim. Let your tongue taste me. I’m so wet for you.”

		

		Elaine felt a soft peck at the top of her slit. Could see Jim’s nostrils flaring, a hesitant look on his face. “Lick me, Jim!” she commanded. With a slight whimper, his tongue slid along her moist slit. Skyrockets going off in her head as he tasted her. This was so… Wild. So different from her other lovers. Tonight, she was in charge. She felt like she could make him do anything. She bet he’d even lick her tight little ring if she told him to.

		

		Slowly, she coached him. Told him what she wanted, where to lick. When to thrust his tongue deep inside of her… Oh, wow! Okay, this wasn’t bad at all. She rather liked it. Letting him ‘service’ her, not stopping until she’d spasmed in orgasm several times. Finally, telling him to stop. She reached down and pulled him up her body. His erection pressing hard against her, fully recovered from her earlier blowjob. “Fuck me, Jim. I want you…” she urged. “Now!”

		

		Gasping, as she felt the swollen head of his cock brush against her. Fumbling for her opening. “Lower, Jim. You’re too high,” she instructed. “YES! There, now push it inside me Jim.” Her head falling back as he thrust inside her for the first time. Her pussy wrapping tightly around his shaft, caressing him. Jim sinking in all the way with one thrust. Her velvety walls embracing him.

		

		He began to thrust inside of her, his movements frantic. Unsure, not used to pleasing a woman. How did this guy manage to be married? It was like… Well, her first time with Mike. The same fumbling exploratory moves, not sure what to do. Elaine just let him use her, his rampant cock filling her again and again. Realizing he would not be providing anything like a marathon session of sex, she just let it happen.

		

		The excitement of her first ‘john’ the only thing getting her high. His technique extremely poor. Well, she was his to do with as he pleased. It’s not like she could complain. She just let him pump away, his thrusts quickly becoming frantic. No way was he lasting, she thought. Her prediction proven true only a couple of strokes later. Jim groaning above her as she felt him pulse inside of her. His hot seed filling her, spreading through her fertile womb. It was official, she was a whore.

		

		He lay across her for a few minutes, his breathing staccato. Sweat covering his body. Hers too, come to think of it. Elaine feeling strange as she felt his cock dwindle inside of her, finally slipping from her well lubricated cunt. His cum oozing from inside of her to pool between her legs.

		

		Kissing her shyly, he got up and went into the bath. She heard him getting cleaned up. When he came back out, he stepped over and picked up his clothes. Getting dressed as she watched him. Then, he came over and kissed her once more. “Thank you, Elaine. You were wonderful,” he whispered.

		

		And, then… He left. Back to his wife, him home. The door closing loudly behind him. Leaving her lying there in a pool of cum, alone. That… That was what made her feel like a whore.

		

	
		

		Chapter 10

		

		Elaine woke up the next morning early. Slipping into the shower, she washed up. Getting ready for the day ahead. She’d be ‘entertaining’ again tonight. But, in the meantime she still had her Admin duties to attend to. She wondered if she should open the door to Paul’s room? He’d been fucking her every morning this week. Would he want his morning playtime? Elaine riding his throbbing cock until he exploded deep inside her?

		

		Going to the connecting door, she knocked softly before opening it. Paul came out of the bath and greeted her. Elaine standing naked before him. She excitedly kissed him good morning, her hand stroking his flaccid cock. But he didn’t kiss her back. Not today. Oh. Okay, she could understand that. She felt disappointed, but she hadn’t shared his bed last night. Last night she’d been the company whore. Some men couldn’t handle that, she guessed. Knowing that she’d serviced somebody else. Even if it was at their request.

		

		Mike would have. Her little Cucky would have come into her room last night as soon as Jim left. Taken her while she was still warm from his illicit embrace. Even ‘cleaned’ her. His tongue sliding inside her cum filled pussy. Not Paul. Though… His cock didn’t exactly understand that. Snickers. Well, maybe she could at least make his day? A Little morning pick-me-up? Remind him she was still his? Sort of…

		

		Sliding to her knees, she began to kiss his swelling member. Her tongue licking his shaft before plopping him in her mouth. Elaine giving him a blowjob. Paul not stopping her. Um… No, he certainly wasn’t doing that. Her head bobbing slowly up and down his shaft, he just enjoyed the moment. Not really commenting one way or the other, just accepting it as his ‘due.’

		

		Afterwards, she gave him a peck on the cheek before returning to her own room. Paul reminding her they had a lunch date with Rapid Tech, suggesting she wear something appropriate. Humph! Like she didn’t know how to dress for business lunches? Just making sure his ‘whore’ behaved, she guessed. The day dragging by. One boring meeting after another. Paul bringing her back to the hotel about four. Leaving her at the door to her room, reminding her they had a dinner date at seven. Enough said.

		

		Elaine wondered who her partner would be tonight? Paul had been conspicuously quiet about it. She hoped he wasn’t some ancient fart. Or, ugly as sin. Or… Well, she’d be finding out soon enough. Since he wasn’t offering any information, she didn’t press. She had her marching orders.

		

		Knocking on the connecting door, she entered Paul’s suite. He was just finishing dressing. His eyes roaming over her choice for dinner attire. A bright red, strapless micro-mini dress, the top hugging her full breasts with elasticized gathering above and below. Her hard nipples outlined beneath the clingy fabric. The body of the dress, an A-Line style hanging in loose pleats to the high hemline. The tops of her nude thigh top stockings flashing every time it swirled around her legs. She was brazenly commando under the revealing dress. The red spike heels setting off her legs enticingly. Nodding his head in appreciation, telling her she looked very nice and giving her a chaste peck on the cheek.

		

		Putting on his jacket, he reached inside and pulled out another envelope. Elaine taking it silently and slipping it into her purse. Strangely, it felt thicker tonight. Probably just her imagination, she decided. There had been five hundred dollars in the envelope last night. Apparently the going rate for a regular suck and fuck. She remembered Paul had mentioned occasional higher amounts as well. When did those come into play? Maybe that was for doing more than one guy or something? Hmmm… A threesome? That could be fun? But… Who decided? Who said what giving her body to some guy was worth? Paul? The company? I mean, how did they even know what went on behind her closed door?

		

		*

		

		They were waiting in the lobby bar again. Elaine sipping her glass of wine, telling herself she wasn’t nearly so nervous tonight. The bartender making sure to keep her wine glass just as full, though. After all, even if she was already signed, sealed and delivered, a paid prostitute, having serviced Jim Harbinger last night. She was still nervous. Tonight, would just be another ‘john.’ Right? One of many still to come in the next two or three years before she moved up in the company, she supposed. Might as well get used to it.

		

		Feeling Paul stir beside her, she turned to meet their dinner guest, a smile on her face. One that quickly fell. A gasp inadvertently escaping her lips, her heart falling through the floor. Like an automaton, she shook Tyler Jackson’s big hand. A tiny forced smile on her face. Oh… My… G… Well, she knew it had been possible. But, now? Tonight? This first week? Couldn’t she have had some more time to… I don’t know? Get used to the idea? Her eyes alternating between unbridled panic and staring daggers at Paul Davies. Damn him, he knew. He could have warned her.

		

		Now it was Elaine’s turn to be conspicuously quiet during dinner. For some reason, Elaine barely touching her food once again. Um… The wine, however? Oh yeah. Her eyes hooded, she kept glancing at her ‘client’ for the evening. Tall. Very tall. Maybe six-four, two hundred and fifty pounds? She felt dwarfed next to him. He wasn’t pudgy, either. There wasn’t an ounce of fat on him, those were muscles bulging beneath his suitcoat. His brown eyes kept drifting her way, undressing her right at the table. Nothing shy about that gaze, not like last night. I mean, it wasn’t that he wasn’t nice looking or anything. It was just… Damn, did he have to be black?

		

		She’d never been with a black man before. Never! She didn’t even know any girls that had been with a black man. Or, at least, none that admitted it. Their circle of friends, even the extended one, just didn’t include people like… Oh, she knew it was silly. It was just skin pigment. There really wasn’t any difference. And, yes, things were changing. Society becoming more ‘politically correct,’ if you will. But, interracial sex? That was still pretty damn taboo. At least in her mind.

		

		So, why were her nipples getting so hard? Damn, she could even feel her pussy starting to leak with excitement. Goosebumps crawling up her arms as she thought about the night ahead. Watching the chiseled muscles move beneath his shirt. Damn, no wonder Paul had been so tight lipped about tonight. And… And… Her eyes kept drifting to his crotch. The swollen bulge that she could detect there. Oh, wow. Was it true? You know, what they say? The whispered, giggled conversations about size? That black men were extremely well endowed? Would he be bigger than Dave had been that first night? Well, she was about to find out. She’d be going home to her husband tomorrow full of a black man’s seed. A Big Black Cock whore.

		

		Oh, damn. Mike. What would he say? Would he shun her, turn away in disgust? He didn’t even know for sure she’d be doing the ‘other’ part of her job this week. She hadn’t told him, thinking he already had enough fantasy material for this week. Or, maybe just not wanting to get into it. As far as he knew, she was only sleeping with Paul. Cuckolding him with her boss. Wasn’t that enough?

		

		And, here she was going home not only a whore, but a BBC whore. Maybe she shouldn’t tell him? I mean, it’s not like he could tell or anything? Right? Unless… Well, if he was extremely rough with her tonight, maybe. Or, if he really did stretch her out? No. By the time she got home tomorrow, she’d be fine. She was sure of that. She’d used big dildoes before. A couple of hours later, everything was normal again. Mike’s cock sliding tightly into her warm embrace.

		

		Wait… Why is everybody getting up? And… Oh, dinner’s over. It was time for Elaine to… Oh. My. God.

		

	
		

		Chapter 11

		

		Elaine could only stare as Tyler’s big, black hand fell on her knee during the ride back in the limo. His dark fingers contrasting with her pale skin as they idly traced a scorching hot pattern up her stockinged leg. She hadn’t even worn dark stockings tonight, the nude shade she had chosen emphasizing the contrast between them. A sort of fear embracing her as she sat there. The two men discussing some business matter or another. She really wasn’t listening.

		

		Paul magically disappearing when they got back the hotel, leaving her alone with her ‘guest.’ Damn him. Tyler not even waiting for an invitation, just commandingly taking her arm and steering her towards the bank of elevators. Elaine feeling a slew of disapproving eyes on her as she crossed the marble floored lobby. A black man at her side. Well, at least she wasn’t back home. Here she was two thousand miles away from friends and family. No one would know, except Mike. Maybe. Should she tell him? Would she?

		

		They hadn’t discussed this part of her new job. Not really. Neither one of them quite sure how to approach it. Oh, they’d role-played it in bed. Fantasies and all that. A lot. After all, it had been three weeks since she first talked to him. And, he knew she was expected to service her boss and the clients. Eventually, he’d even grown excited by the idea. Hotter sex and all that. A cuckold like thrill out of knowing that he was married to a high-class prostitute. But, had he ever considered that she wouldn’t have a choice when it came to her partner? They didn’t even have any black friends. There’d never been any reason to even consider… Not even with the ‘Key’ parties.

		

		Elaine felt like she was moving on automatic pilot, Tyler asking her for her room number and punching the floor into the elevator. The doors sliding shut, sealing her fate. She barely remembered the elevator ride, just standing there. Tyler looming at her side. His hand on her arm the entire time. Like he didn’t want her to run away. That was a delicious thought right about now. Just jumping from the elevator and running.

		

		Oh, don’t be silly, Elaine. It’s just sex. You’ve had sex before. Close your eyes and you won’t even know the difference. Right? It’s 1969, times have changed. Get with the program, girl. People did it all the time. Maybe not anybody she knew… But, they did it. It was even a thing. At least, she’d heard about it. You know, those whispered conversations, resulting in fits of embarrassed giggles? It had a kind of mystique to it. A fetish quality, albeit one that wasn’t often indulged.

		

		Oh, um… Tyler was steering her through the open doors and down the carpeted hall. The two of them walking right past Paul’s suite to her room. His deep voice asking for her key, Elaine fumbling nervously in her little purse. Tyler finally reaching in and retrieving the elusive key with its identifying fob, room twenty-one oh six. The number searing into her memory. Stepping into the somewhat familiar environment, she saw the damn bed already turned down again. Oh shit. Why did they have to be so efficient? I mean, that was just an open invitation! Like she was expecting… Well, she supposed she was, wasn’t she? She just hadn’t expected her ‘date’ to be anybody like Tyler.

		

		The door closing solidly behind her, she gasped. This was it. Tyler was not the shy, middle-aged married man she’d serviced last night. Just out for a night of naughtiness. Ashamedly, cheating on his wife. Someone she could wrap around her finger. No, that wasn’t Tyler. She hadn’t even seen a wedding ring on his hand. No real assurance that he’d take care of business and leave, not like Jim had last night. Elaine suddenly wishing Jim Harbinger was here again. She’d rather enjoyed playing the dom last night.

		

		She was still standing there in a kind of trance, when Tyler wrapped his big hand in her hair and pulled her to him. His lips closing on hers. Tongue pushing into her mouth, she could taste the scotch he’d been drinking tonight, the cigarettes he’d been smoking. Her nipples tightening as he bent her over in his arms, his tongue deep in her throat. Oh, fuck. She was getting excited despite everything.

		

		Her breath coming in gasps already, he pushed away from her. A grin on his face as he forced her down. Down to her knees in front of him. His dark suit trousers barely concealing the bulge that was developing there. Hesitantly, she reached for his zipper, pulling it down. Her hands shaking as she reached in and… Damn. And, she thought Dave had been big? Elaine just stared, as inch by inch she pulled that huge black snake from his pants. Even with both hands wrapped around it, she couldn’t cover his full length.

		

		A good ten inches of thick, black cock stared her in the face. Damn, he was nearly double Mike’s size. Paul’s too come to think of it. Even her biggest dildo was put to shame, her fingers not even touching as they wrapped around that sizzling hot shaft of ebony. While Tyler’s skin was sort of a rich dark brown, his cock was black. Just hanging incongruously from his chocolaty body. Even the swollen head was black. Just a huge black mushroom staring at her. A clear drop of precum glistening at the tip in the soft lights of the room. Tyler’s hand in her hair urging her forward.

		

		Tyler laughing at the expression on her face. “You like that, don’t you, Elaine? You like Tyler’s big snake? You little white girls are all the same. You all crave a big black cock. I can’t wait to fill your hot pussy with my jizz, Baby,” he boasted. “I’m going to breed that little pink pussy of yours. You never going to want to go back to your husband. Damn, girl, you won’t be able to walk tomorrow.”

		

		A shudder ran through her at his salacious remarks. Hesitantly, she licked the swollen head. The taste of him bursting on her tongue. Salty and tangy, though not unlike her other lovers. What? Had she expected it to taste like licorice or something? She knew that much at least. But it was so big! Could she even get that monster in her mouth? Oh, um… Well, Tyler certainly expected her to. His hands urging her forward. Opening her mouth as wide as she could, she slipped the head inside. She couldn’t take much of it, maybe a couple of inches. If that? Damn, it felt heavy lying on her tongue. Her jaws aching, they were stretched so wide. Tyler’s hand controlling her, pushing her down his shaft.

		

		It was hard to breathe. That thick monster pushing deeper and deeper, her gag reflex kicking in. Tyler pulling her away, she gasped frantically for breath. It was only a brief reprieve. Quickly forcing her back down, her tongue swirling frenziedly. She needed to get him off! Either that, or she might choke to death? Her head bobbing up and down as Tyler used her. Her lips stretched tight, feeling bruised as he pushed into her again and again. Oh, what would this monster feel like inside of her? Would it rip her wide open?

		

		Again, and again, he slammed her down on his thick shaft. Each stroke taking her deeper, his cock sliding down into her throat. Stretching her like never before. She couldn’t breathe. Would he release her? Would she pass out? Her hands slapping against his thick thighs as her nose buried into his curly pubic hair. Ohhhh… He was all the way down her throat! Elaine almost insane as she felt him slide that long snake back out of her mouth.

		

		Gasping frantically, he pushed her back down. Not as deep this time, letting her work his shaft, pumping him with her hands. The swollen head of his shaft sliding over her tongue again and again, exciting him. He was getting close. His thrusts more erratic, groans sounding deeper. Swelling… Elaine swallowing like crazy as her mouth and throat filled with his thick, salty cream. Dribbles of it oozing from around her stretched lips and drooling down her chin, soiling her dress. Staining the bright red fabric, a visible proof of her infidelity. That was going to be fun explaining to the dry cleaners, she thought. Elaine beginning to giggle as she lay there on the floor, still gasping for breath.

		

	
		

		Chapter 12

		

		Lifting her up from the floor, Tyler unzipped her dress. The soft fabric pooling around her feet as his eyes roamed lustfully over her. Seeing her in all her naked glory. His big hands cupping her pale breasts, kneading them. Elaine, staring in fascination, marveling at the contrast of his dark fingers as they caressed her pale skin. Slipping down, his fingers grasped her dark nipples. Pinching them, a shock running through her at his touch.

		

		She liked a forceful man. Elaine whimpering as his fingers cruelly twisted her swollen points, pain shooting through her. A grin on his face, Tyler picked her up and tossed her on the bed. Elaine bouncing like a rubber ball on the fluffy king-sized mattress. Tyler looking at her hungrily, like she was a sacrifice on some pagan altar. Surprisingly, Elaine was finding it exciting. What would it be like having that thick black shaft split her in two? And, it was so long… How deep could he possibly go? Wasn’t there some physical barrier inside of her?

		

		Tyler slowly took off his clothes. Piece by piece, fastidiously folding them and placing them on a nearby chair. Elaine lying there, only wearing her stockings and heels. Her dress a soiled puddle on the floor. Her naked body on display. Her eyes widening as inch by inch the muscled frame before her was revealed. Like a statue of sculptured black onyx, dark skin glistening in the lights of the room. His cock hanging heavily, a thick black snake between his legs. Even flaccid, it was huge. Far bigger than her husband’s when he was erect!

		

		Elaine’s eyes growing wide as he approached the bed. Waiting in anticipation. He was going to breed her. Shove that huge snake inside of her and fuck her. Just empty his black seed in her fertile womb. Her heart rate soaring with each step he took. Elaine not quite sure if it was from fear or excitement. Maybe a little bit of both?

		

		Reaching down, Tyler grabbed her ankles, jerking her to the edge of the bed. Thrusting her legs open, he stared at her. Her spike heels digging into the edge of the bed as she lay before him. Elaine could feel her moist pussy blossom open before his lust filled gaze. Her honeyed scent filling the still air of the room.

		

		Bending down to her, his mouth closed on her breast. Not just her nipple, he put her whole breast his mouth! Sucking on it, as his lips descended towards her nipple. Oh… My… G… Elaine crying out as his teeth closed on her nipple. Pulling on it, like he was trying to separate it from her breast. Her fingers clawing against the bed, pain shooting through her as her back arched. Eyes rolling back in her head. Wha… What was happening? Her body spasming in a violent orgasm. From this?

		

		Releasing her, his head descended downward. Biting at the soft swell of her stomach. His nostrils flaring as he neared her silken mound. Eyes wide, she watched as his black, curly head moved between her legs. His tongue licking along her swollen slit. A cry escaping her lips at the unexpected touch. “Look how wet you are for Tyler. And, so sweet. You want this, don’t you? Am I your first Elaine? Your first big black cock?

		

		“I bet I am. I know you’re new to this. Paul told me. You’ve never been bred before, have you? Tell me?” he demanded. His teeth closing around her swollen clit. Elaine crying out, shock, pain… Desire, shooting through her. “Tell me, Elaine!”

		

		“Y… Yes. You’re my first,” she gasped.

		

		“I guarantee you; I won’t be your last. You got the lust, Elaine. I can see it in your eyes. You want to feel this big black snake inside you. No little white cock ever gonna satisfy you again, girl.” Elaine only gasping as she looked down to see Tyler fully erect. Her heart pounding as that big, black mushroom shaped head pressed against her. Her mouth opening in awe as he pushed inside of her. Spreading her wider than she’d ever been before. Her pussy stretched to its limits, a low, feral growl escaping from her.

		

		Her hands clawing at the bedding, she gasped as inch by inch he slid into her. Fuck! Damn, he was big. Ohhhh… How deep could he go? Sweat was pouring off of her, pain shooting through her. Rising from the core of her depths, consuming her. Just when she thought she couldn’t take anymore, she looked down. Seeing only half of that thick log inside of her. Tyler pulling away slightly as his eyes locked on hers. Elaine screaming as he thrust forward, burying himself deep inside of her. His loins crashing against her pulsing clit. Her cries almost feral, pure animal instincts taking hold of her.

		

		Her cries becoming incoherent as he began to fuck her. His black cock slamming into her again and again as she writhed beneath him. Impaled on that black shaft, unbelievably deep inside of her. Nothing, no one had ever been that far inside her before. His thick snake tearing her in two with every thrust. Elaine spasming wildly as he devoured her. Her body one continuous orgasm.

		

		Sweat was glistening on both of their bodies as Tyler used her. Used her like some two-bit whore off the street. Her head tossing wildly with every thrust. Her long dark hair flying about as she cried and whimpered. Tyler was like having a jackhammer between her spread thighs. Untiring, unstoppable, a machine driving her insane. Her body wracked with pain and pleasure. The two, almost indistinguishable from each other.

		

		Elaine nearly exhausted, barely able to breathe as sweat poured off her. Violent spasms still wracking her pale body. Tyler’s hands tight on her hips pulling her to him. No escape, no reprieve. She was his whore. Elaine screaming as she felt him erupt inside of her. Her cry feral, more animal than human. Lava hot cum bursting into her fertile womb. Tyler jerking again and again, sending pulse after pulse into her. The scalding heat spreading through her body. Breeding her.

		

		Collapsing back against the bed, Tyler laying across her. His weight crushing her as she felt his scalding jizz ooze from around her tightly stretched pussy. Drooling down between her ass cheeks and pooling between her legs. Her body still feeling full of his detumescent cock. She was a black cock whore. Her mind going blank as she succumbed to exhaustion.

		

	
		

		Chapter 13

		

		Elaine slowly opened her eyes. The room lights still shining. She was in a strange bed. Incongruously, a black arm thrown over her. Her body aching… A delicious, unreal ache that her fuzzy brain couldn’t quite explain. She’d never felt quite like this before. Needing to relieve herself, she gently extracted herself from Tyler’s embrace. Her legs wobbly as she tried to stand.

		

		What time was it? Where… Oh, God. What had she done? She could feel Tyler’s still warm cum oozing down her legs. See a wet spot where she’d been lying on the big bed. A very large one. Teetering on her high heels, she made her way to the bath. Turning on the light, she hesitantly looked at herself in the mirror. Surprisingly, she looked… Normal? Well fucked, but that was all. I mean, her hair was a tangled mess, her lipstick nothing more than a smear. Long streaks of mascara ran down her face, her skin flecked with dried cum.

		

		Hmmm… Her nipples were red and swollen. Damn, teeth marks! That would be hard to explain. Cum stains were scattered over her body, leading down to her swollen pussy. Long streaks of dried cum ran down her thighs. Her stockings were torn and run. Stripping off the remains of her clothes, she took care of business. Then, decided not to bother trying to repair the damage. There was no way. It would take a long, hot shower and a lot of makeup to become presentable. At this point, it didn’t seem to matter. Tyler would probably ravage her again in the morning.

		

		Padding softly back out into the room, she turned the lights off. Only then noticing the moonlight flooding into the room through the open drapes. Oh, well. If anybody had seen her, they at least got a good show. Tyler still lay sprawled across the big bed. His chiseled body openly displayed. Elaine could see his cock, even now semi-tumescent. Streaks of… Well… Her, she supposed. Laced the thick black snake that hung between his muscled thighs.

		

		Even now, she couldn’t believe how brutally he’d used her. But then, she’d never orgasmed like that before. She’d never been bred before, either. Yeah, there was that. She’d be going home to her husband in the morning full of Tyler’s salty seed. She could still feel the thick cum oozing from her ravaged pussy. She didn’t know anybody could cum that much! Well… He did have some very big balls, didn’t he? Her eyes lingering on the heavy sack.

		

		Climbing gingerly back onto the bed, she squirmed around trying to avoid the wet spot. Good luck with that, she thought. Elaine becoming stone still as Tyler’s arm wrapped around her. Surely, not again? Ohhh… Her breath catching as she felt him nuzzle into her disheveled hair. A hand come up to cup her breast, kneading it slowly. Despite earlier, a thrill rushing through her. Was he going to fuck her again? Last night had been just so… Intense.

		

		Elaine purred softly as he nuzzled her. Ohhhh… She could feel his thickening cock pressing against her. His fingers pinching her swollen nipples. Tyler sliding slowly down her back, little kisses against her spine. He rolled her over onto her stomach, his mouth descending lower and lower. Now he was kissing her ass cheeks. Nuzzling against the crack of her ass. Elaine whimpering as he kissed lower.

		

		A gasp as she felt him spread her pale cheeks. His lips brushing her tight brown flower. Elaine crying out in surprise. Nobody had ever done that. Kiss her, there? Oh, my… She could feel his tongue swirling against her, pressing against her tight hole. Surely, he didn’t mean to… Elaine crying out as his tongue forced its way inside her. She’d never… Anal sex? Mike had always wanted to, but she’d steadfastly refused. It was too embarrassing. How dare he? It wasn’t something that a wife should be asked to do. Now… Well, she was bought and paid for, wasn’t she? But that monster tearing her in two? Ohhhh…

		

		Elaine whimpered as he pulled her up on all fours. Feeling like some animal about to be attacked. Gasping, a drop of spit fell onto her tight flower. A tear falling slowly down her face, realizing her last bastion of virginity was about to be lost to a ‘john.’ She shouldn’t have always refused. Mike loved her. Tyler? She was nothing more than a convenient cum dump. A slut to be used and thrown away.

		

		An untamed, maniacal scream echoed off the hard-surfaced windows of her room. Feral in origin, not even remotely sounding human. Elaine only vaguely realizing it came from her. Her thoughts blinded by pain; he was inside her. Her tiny flower stretched beyond all believable limits. Elaine collapsed forward; her arms unable to hold her. Tyler thrusting savagely into her tight, virginal hole. Filling her beyond belief. Her back arched in wild spasms; her hips only held by his tight grip.

		

		Another cry as she felt his hand fall harshly against her ass cheek. Spanking her with every new thrust. Her cries and whimpered pleas, to no avail. She was a whore, who cared?

		

		Sweat once again glistening on her body, her ass stinging with each new slap. She was near comatose, her mouth open drooling on the bed. Adding her drool to the wet spot that was already there. Tyler thrusting wildly into her virginal canal. Finally, erupting deep inside of her, his scalding heat spreading through her bowels. Elaine collapsing on the bed as he pulled from her. Tyler climbing from the bed and walking away.

		

		*

		

		Elaine opened her eyes to sunshine pouring through the opened windows. She was still lying on the bed. Tyler’s black foot in her face. Huh? She was backwards. Or, upside down, or whatever. Facing the foot of the big bed. How did she get… Oh, right. She was where he’d left her after he’d had his way with her. Groggily she pulled herself from the bed and stumbled towards the bath.

		

		She didn’t bother to look. Not sure whether she didn’t care, or was afraid to? Either way, her ‘john’ was still in the other room. She’d been used in every hole she had, Tyler’s thick black seed filling her body. Damn good thing she used birth control. A sideways glance in the mirror told her all she needed to know. She was a wreck. Her ass was flaming red, handprints still plainly visible on her pale flesh.

		

		Well, she had been spanked before. Mike would forgive that. But… A tentative peek told her that he wouldn’t forgive her ravaged rectal flower. There was no hiding that. And, only one explanation. One, that her husband wouldn’t like. Tossing her head, she walked back out of the bath. Tyler’s deep brown eyes watching her. Enjoying his handywork.

		

		Elaine only gasping as he reached for her, pulling her roughly onto the big bed. His lips pressing against hers, that thick tongue demanding entrance. The same tongue that had been in her… Oh… My… God… Not even sure she understood it; Elaine began to respond. She ached all over. Her body already used like never before and it wasn’t over. So, why were her nipples so hard? Her pussy already moistening with her dewy excretions?

		

		Tyler pulled her on top of him, her legs straddling him. Still kissing her, his hands began to knead her soft breasts. Fingers pinching her swollen nipples as sparks began to fly through her. Gasping as she felt him lift her, positioning her over his throbbing erection. The monster that had torn her apart last night, that had invaded her every orifice. Filled her again and again with his thick baby seed.

		

		Elaine’s eyes fixed on his haughtily as he pressed against her soft, swollen lotus petals. Tyler released her, his eyes drilling into hers. Slowly, teasingly, she lowered herself. A cry escaping her lips despite her better intentions. His thick tree limb filling her ravaged cunt. Inch by inch, she lowered herself. Feeling him go deeper and deeper into her depths.

		

		She placed a hand over herself, feeling his thick rod as it moved into her. Oh, just how big was he? It felt like he was trying to reach her throat! Her eyes fluttering as she began to gasp for breath. Sweat glistening on her pale skin for the umpteenth time as she skewered herself on that big black snake. A shudder racing through her as she finally bottomed out, her pussy pressing tightly against his tight curly pubes. Tears began streaming down her face as her thighs began to pump. Slowly, raising herself before dropping shockingly back down.

		

		Tyler finally starting to thrust into her. Filling her again and again. Elaine crying out with each thrust. Eyes rolling back in her head. Her breasts swaying wildly as she bounced up and down on his thick shaft. Screaming as he filled her one last time. Bred her just like the whore she was.

		

		Elaine collapsing onto the bed. A huge glob of Tyler’s creamy seed falling from her ravaged nether lips to pool beneath her. Slipping into an exhausted sleep.

		

	
		

		Chapter 14

		

		Elaine sat uncomfortably in the back of the limo. Her ass hurt. Um… In more ways than one. Paul had found her this morning right where Tyler had left her. Still asleep, exhausted by the previous night’s festivities. Her body ravaged, he’d tenderly pulled the covers over her and left a note. Elaine not finding it until later when she roused:

		

		I think you need a morning off. Take your time today, I won’t need you. Be back to pick you up this afternoon about three to go to the airport.

		

		Get some rest.

		

		A wan smile on her face, she slid back beneath the covers. Not waking until 10:00 AM. A long hot shower, a lot of repair work, and she looked halfway presentable when she climbed into the limo that afternoon. She’d put on a short micro-mini skirt and soft white blouse for the trip home. It’s teasing neckline displaying the swell of her full, braless breasts. Um… Even showing the hickey that graced her pale flesh. Her legs boldly on display with every step she took. Why not? She was a whore after all? All pretense of ‘business’ left behind now.

		

		Paul didn’t question her about the evening. He’d no doubt heard her. The rooms weren’t that sound proofed. Their discussions limited to business matters and plans for the weeks ahead. She’d be on easy duty when she was back in the office. Paul had a new ‘private’ secretary, of course. Mary Lou, that little tramp of a receptionist. Well, she’d been angling for the job for months. Elaine not really minding sharing the ‘other’ duties with her. I mean, just how much sex could a girl handle?

		

		Paul making some small talk about things. The conversation degenerating slightly as they got closer to home. Um… What? Had she ever been with another… Elaine only slightly shocked at the leading question. Well… Er… “Yes,” she whispered, shyly. Her mind drifting automatically to that night with Amy. Paul’s eyes lighting up at the possibilities. Hmmm… Maybe having her between her thighs wouldn’t be all that bad? A little thrill running though her at the thought of Mary Lou licking her. Snickers.

		

		Their whispers becoming more personal as the limo drove them from the airport. Paul’s hand falling to her breast as the lights of the city began to flash by. Elaine finding herself pulled towards his lap, the swell of his cock bulging before her. Oh, damn. Well, Mike knew she’d serviced Paul this week. It might be kind of kinky to kiss him with cum on her lips. It might deflect him from noticing the rest of her condition, too. Hey, there was only so much she could do! She swore that she could still feel Tyler’s thick cream oozing from her devasted lower regions. Both of them. And, her little ass was still bright red as she’d toweled off after her shower this morning. Sitting in a plane for three hours hadn’t helped the situation, either.

		

		*

		

		She was still dabbing the cum from her lips when the limo pulled up in front of the house. The porch light shining like a beacon, welcoming her home. Yeah… Well, it might not shine so bright after Mike learned of her escapades this week. Oh, he wouldn’t care about Paul. He didn’t like it, but it had been ongoing for quite a while now. The only real difference there, was that she hadn’t shared her husband’s bed this week.

		

		But, the other. That was new. And, considering her condition, there was no hiding it. She was coming home to her husband a whore. She’d slept with two different ‘johns.’ One of them, very big and very black. That one disturbed her. But she still tasted of him. She knew she did. And there was no hiding how severely he’d used her. She might still be stretched out from that monster. That, Mike would be able to tell. And, her no longer virginal ass? Oops.

		

		Okay, she should have thought ahead on that one. Or, maybe he should have. But, either way, she’d lost her cherry to that big black snake. No sense denying it. Her rectal flower was still red and swollen, there was no way around it. And, she knew all about it after sitting all afternoon. ‘Lucy? You’ve got some explaining to do?’ she thought. But, how to explain?

		

		Elaine heard the limo pull away as she walked up to the house, her luggage trailing behind her. Pulling her keys, she unlocked the door and stepped into the eerily quiet house. Mike’s GTO was in the drive, sitting alongside her little Bug. So, where was he?

		

		Leaving her luggage in the foyer, she hesitantly stepped into the quiet living room. Her eyes falling on rose petals trailing along the floor. A trail that led back to the hallway. She followed it along the darkened corridor, her heels clicking loudly in the quiet air. The trail leading right up to the half-closed door to their bedroom. A light showing dimly inside. Glancing at her watch, she realized it was very late. After ten already. Swallowing hard, she pushed open the door.

		

		The bedroom lay softly lit before her. Soft music playing from the stereo. Mike was sitting next to the window, a drink in his hand. A full ashtray on the table beside him. His eyes boring into hers. What? Did he expect a Scarlet A on her forehead or something? It wasn’t that simple. None of it.

		

		Mike slowly rose and walked towards her. A finger under her chin, he tilted it up and kissed her. Only slightly hesitating at the acrid aroma of cum that clung to her breath. Elaine melting against him, letting his arms go around her. Her body rubbing against him, feeling his cock swelling between them.

		

		“How was your trip, Hon?” he asked hesitantly.

		

		“Interesting?” she smiled.

		

		“And, I know you and Paul… You know. But, um…” he stuttered.

		

		Elaine had wrestled with this all the way home. How did she break it to her husband that she was officially a whore? With a flash of inspiration, she reached into her little purse and withdrew a plain white envelope. Stepping towards the bed, she pulled the stack of hundreds out and fanned them across the bed. Mike’s eyes growing wide as bill after bill was revealed. Fifteen, one hundred-dollar bills were spread across the bedspread. His face turning pale as he stared at them. A small gasp escaping his lips. She was a whore. A bought and paid for whore.

		

		Quickly calculating that Elaine had told him about five hundred every time she… Well, you know. Mike shivered a little before saying anything. “So, um… Three different men?” he asked. His voice a hesitant whisper.

		

		“Not exactly, no,” she replied hesitantly. “There were only two. I got paid extra for one of them.”

		

		“Extra? Wha… What constitutes extra, Elaine? What did you do?”

		

		“I’m a whore, Michael. What did you expect? I did whatever they told me to. Is that so bad? Knowing that I slept with them? That other men desired me? That I came back to you with their thick, creamy cum still inside of me?” she purred. “I’m all yours now. You do still want me, don’t you?”

		

		“Yes… Yes, of course I still want you. I just… Well, you said you’d tell me about… You know.”

		

		“Are you sure you want to know?” she asked. Her voice dropping to a sultry whisper. “I’ll tell you if you really want to know. I’ll tell you everything.” Elaine slowly unfastening her blouse and letting it drop to the floor. Her braless breasts hanging before him. Her nipples still red, small bite marks visible on her flesh. A hickey on prominent display, marring her perfect pale skin. Fingers going to her tiny skirt. Her zipper slowly loosening, tooth by tooth releasing. Sounding loud in the quiet room. She let it drop.

		

		Standing before him in just her stockings and heels. Her ravaged body openly displayed; she kicked her skirt away. Pirouetting for him, letting him see her bright red ass. Tyler’s big handprints still visible. A few streaks of cum lacing her pale thighs. Even with all her showering, there was no way to get it all. Teasingly, she reached out and began to undress him. Tearing his shirt away, her fingers frantically reaching for his bellbottoms, freeing his hard rod. Seeing how excited she made him.

		

		With a haughty expression on her face, she glued her eyes to his. “Do you want to know, Baby? Are you sure? Do you want to taste? Taste how naughty I’ve been?” her voice a soft teasing purr. Backing up against the wall and spreading her legs before him. Her moist pussy glistening in the soft light.

		

		Mike whimpering as he fell to his knees. His nose wrinkling at the heady aroma emanating from her pussy. The unmistakable scent of sex, and a lot of it. There was no hiding that she’d been used. Roughly used. Her pussy was still red and sore, even now. Streaks of cum lacing her pale thighs. Elaine crying out as his tongue slid hesitantly along her swollen slit. Her eyes closing as he slipped it deep between her ravaged petals. Tyler’s thick cream filling his unsuspecting mouth. Cleaning the offending filth from inside of her. Elaine writhing in ecstasy beneath his swirling tongue. Damn, she loved this man.

		

		Finally, she pushed him away. Her body still trembling from a series of violent orgasms. Gasping frantically, she still wanted more. Needed more. She needed him to reclaim her. Fill her wanton pussy with his own creamy seed. Gripping his broad shoulders, she pulled herself up and wrapped her legs around his hips. Her back braced against the wall of the bedroom. Their bedroom. His cock bouncing against her petaled opening.

		

		Centering herself, she dropped. A cry escaping from her lips as he filled her. His hard cock consuming her, thrusting deep inside of her. Not as far as Tyler… But this was… Comfortable. This was her cock. Mike sliding into her over and over, filling her as she whimpered. “But, if you were only with two men, why the extra money Elaine?” gasped Mike between thrusts. “Tell me!” he demanded.

		

		“Last night… Last night, I… He… Oh, God!!!” she screamed as another tremble raced through her. “I fucked my first big, black cock!” she hissed. Mike nearly dropping her in shock.

		

		“You mean you… A black man? You let him breed you?” he cried.

		

		“And, he was big, Michael. He shoved that big, black snake into me over and over all night long. I’m your big black cock whore,” she teased. “Does that make you hot? Does it turn you on? That’s his filthy black cum you cleaned from me. You better have done a good job. Unless you want to raise a black baby? Do you?” she purred arrogantly. “Trust me, he made me earn every penny of that money. With every hole I had.”

		

		Mike groaning as his cock pulsed convulsively inside her, filling her with his own seed. Reclaiming her wanton pussy…

		

		*

		

		Oh, he’d reclaim the rest of her later that night. Even taking back her no longer virginal ass. Elaine tossing wildly beneath him as he reclaimed her. Her cries filling the still air.

		

		Come to think of it, there was a lot of that the rest of the weekend. Can’t say I blame him, either.

		

		***

		

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

		

		Many Thanks!

		

		Richard Carlisle
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