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		W A R N I N G

		

		This book contains explicit, graphic adult material and language involving male, female and female, female contact and is not for viewing by those persons under 18 years of age. Although the author has written this work, he does not condone nor practice the subject written about.

		

		

		

		Hot Wife Walk of Shame

		

		She parked in front of the house, just as she always did on Saturday mornings. Why? Because her husband parked his car in the drive blocking the garage door, so, she had to park at the curb. She got out of her car, still dressed to the nines, as she was when she left the night before. If you really looked at her, you could see that her hair wasn't quite the same as it was when she left. Also, her makeup was missing now. She was smiling widely though, as she locked up her car and slowly walked up the driveway to the front door.

		

		She knocked, only because she didn't have a key. She actually lived in the house. The door opened. A man stood there looking into her eyes. She nodded at him. He took her into his arms kissing her ardently. She kissed him back. Her left leg, bent at the knee, her foot off the ground. They kissed for a long time, there in the front doorway. After about a minute, he pulled back from her, grabbed her by her hair, and pulled her roughly into the house closing the door gently.

		

		Now inside, the man, Paul, pulled his wife, Lilly, into his arms once again, and kissed her, hard. Lilly, moaned as he did. They stood there in the foray kissing. Paul had his hands all over her lovely body, which elicited moans and groans from her throat. When he shoved two of his finger up into her vagina, she jumped, moaning loudly in pain and pleasure. The inside of her was full of creamy semen. Paul moaned as he stirred the semen around inside her.

		

		Pulling his fingers out of Lilly, he pushed them into her mouth. At first, she shook her head, but then opened her mouth as Paul's fingers slipped past her lips. She sucked on his fingers hard, licking them and swallowing the semen from her pussy. Once she had them clean, Paul pulled her back to the bedroom, where he roughly undressed her. Then he stripped. Paul pushed Lilly back onto the bed. She flopped down with her legs spread. She knew what Paul wanted.

		

		Climbing up between Lilly's legs, Paul dragged his hard, substantial, cock up her naked thigh. Lilly moaned as his cock left a trail of pre-cum on her soft delicate skin, right next to the stream of cum running down her leg from her pussy. Paul moaned louder, the nearer his cock came to her cream-filled pussy. He stopped at her entrance, looking her in the eye. She nodded.

		

		Reaching down she lined his dick up with the opening to her body. She nodded. Paul pushed inside her slowly wanting to savor each inch of her creamy cunt. Lilly moaned as each inch of her husband's cock filled her. Both of them felt the semen inside her pushed to the side as Paul's cock forced its way into her. Both of them were now in ecstasy. Lilly, because her husband was now inside her messy, whore, cunt. Paul, because his wife was now his hot wife and he loved when she went out with other men.

		

		~ ~ ~ ~

		

		It was Friday night and Lilly and Paul were getting ready for a night out after a long week of work. Lilly came out of the bedroom dressed in a cocktail dress Paul had never seen before. That she looked spectacularly sexy was an understatement. Tonight every guy who could get past Paul would hit her on. Smiling Paul looked Lilly up and down.

		

		"Wow! Just... WOW?" yelled Paul.

		

		Eyes wide, he couldn't tear them away from his beautiful, sexy, almost slutty wife. He shivered as his pants tented from his cock jumping to attention.

		

		"Oh, my. It's been a while since that happened from me just coming into the living room," said Lilly gazing at Paul's tented pants.

		

		"You are spectacularly beautiful tonight my dearest, Lilly," said Paul softly walking up to his wife.

		

		"No, no, no, you'll winkle me," she said holding Paul off with her hand.

		

		"Yum," he said not forcing himself on her.

		

		"Thank you, sweetheart. You said you want me sexy and a little slutty, well, here I am. Now what? And don't think about trying to get me back in the bedroom. You're taking me out tonight. Dinner. Then dancing. You promised," said Lilly scowling at Paul.

		

		Laughing Paul nodded taking a step back from his wife of seven years. She was, had to be, the prettiest woman on the block. And yet, she didn't know it. The men were afraid to say anything and the women didn't want her to know. She only had Paul to tell her how beautiful she really was. But tonight every man and woman she met would tell her so. Not that they hadn't gone out to dinner and dancing before. It was just that Lilly never danced with anyone but Paul. Tonight would be different.

		

		"You ready?" asked Paul holding his arm out.

		

		"I am. You really think I'm pretty?"

		

		"Oh yes, I do. You are the most beautiful woman I will see tonight," replied Paul.

		

		Lilly blushed deeply. She did every time her husband told her she was pretty. Did she think she was pretty? She did, but not as pretty as her husband made her out to be. Paul led Lilly outside to the car parked in the driveway. He opened her door and helped her in. He always did this for her, she was so grateful to have him as her husband. He was not only courteous, but he was also handsome, and oh so strong. His biceps bulged under his suit coat.

		

		She felt so lucky, that a mousy woman like her had landed such a hunk of a man. She swooned every time she looked at him. And tonight she had gathered from some of his comments, he wanted her to... something she couldn't understand... to dance with other men. Why? Why, would he want that? Other men weren't attracted to her like Paul was. She knew they weren't.

		

		As Paul slipped into his seat behind the wheel, he smiled at Lilly. Starting the car, he drove off to a restaurant they had been to in the past. But only a few times. When they arrived at the restaurant, Paul pulled up to valet parking. This surprised Lilly, as there was a man beside her door, opening it for her to slip out. As she did, her skirt slipped up her legs. She was a little embarrassed, yet she did hear a groan from the man holding her door.

		

		Looking up at him, she saw he was looking down at her legs as more and more of them came into view. He groaned again when her panties came into view. Lilly was embarrassed. She suddenly realized that she was wet. Her pussy was suddenly throbbing gently as this stranger looked at her panties and legs.

		

		Then Paul was there to break the spell. He handed the keys to the guy taking the offered ticket. Lilly was now standing, her dress back down her legs where it should be. She smiled up at Paul.

		

		"He was amazed when he saw my panties," she told her husband.

		

		Why she told him that, she didn't know. Lilly was surprised by her husband's reaction, as his smile got even wider.

		

		"Did he enjoy looking at you?"

		

		"He did," she replied without embarrassment.

		

		"Did you enjoy him looking at you?"

		

		"I..."

		

		"I won't be angry."

		

		"I did. I liked him looking at me. It made me wet," replied Lilly as they walked to the door.

		

		"Good. I like when you are wet."

		

		Lilly gasped at what Paul said. Then she giggled. She actually felt like she did when she had a few drinks. Yet, all that happened is some stranger looked at her panties. Lilly wondered if she was turning into an exhibitionist. The doorman opening the door for them drew her mind back to the here and now. His looking Lilly up and down made her shiver a little. Paul just nodded at him as they stepped inside.

		

		"Name?" asked the hostess.

		

		"Janson," replied Paul.

		

		"Reservation for two," she said grabbing two menus from the holder on the side of her podium. "Right this way, sir, ma'am."

		

		The girl looked Lilly up and down then nodded at her. Lilly blushed, having a woman looking at her like that not only embarrassed her but also excited her and she had no idea why. Once seated, Paul just looked into his wife's eyes.

		

		"Every man stared at you as we walked by," he said softly.

		

		"What?" gasped Lilly.

		

		"Every man we passed couldn't tear his eyes from you. Every one of them gazed at you with lust in their eyes."

		

		"What?"

		

		"Calm down, dear. None of them will jump you in here," said Paul chuckling.

		

		"What?"

		

		Lilly was now completely embarrassed. And now completely turned on, too. She couldn't believe the feelings coursing through her body. She suddenly wanted to get laid. She had no idea where that feeling came from. Never before in her life had she suddenly just wanted to have sex. She could feel her face, as it became flushed with her excitement and embarrassment.

		

		"Tell me what is going through that pretty head of yours, dear," said Paul.

		

		Lilly looked up at her husband. She didn't smile. Her face scrunched up into her pre-orgasm face, she knew it was, she could feel it.

		

		"I'm so embarrassed. I can't tell you," she said.

		

		"Sure you can."

		

		"No, you will hate me."

		

		"Nope. Never gonna happen. There is nothing you could do, ever, that would make me hate you."

		

		Lilly looked at Paul. She could tell he was completely serious. She couldn't believe what he had said. Anything? Really?

		

		"I need to get fucked in the worst way."

		

		"Why?" asked Paul smiling widely at his wife.

		

		"Just from what you told me. God, I have never felt this way before in my life. What is happening to me," Lilly croaked.

		

		Then the waiter was there to take their order. When he left, Paul was still chuckling at his wife. She was now completely embarrassed. So embarrassed that her need for immediate sex had ebbed.

		

		"Stop laughing at me," scolded Lilly.

		

		"I'm not laughing, at you. I'm amused that you have turned a corner in your life."

		

		"What do you mean?"

		

		"Well, the last time we went out, would you be dressed like this?"

		

		"No, you know I wouldn't and the only reason I am now is you asked me to dress like this."

		

		"I did. But even then, did you notice everyone looking at you?" asked Paul.

		

		"No. No one looks at me."

		

		"Sure they do. All the time. You just never noticed until you dressed like this."

		

		"I... um..."

		

		"You have never dressed sexy, except in our bedroom. For me. You surely noticed the way I looked at you then didn't you?"

		

		"I did."

		

		"Well, here you are, dressed sexy with everyone looking at you and the only reason you notice now is because of the way you feel dressed as you are and I brought it to your attention."

		

		"Oh! And how would you know how I feel right now?"

		

		"Because every night in bed when we make love you have the same things happening to you, just from the way I look at you. You like me to look at you, don't you?"

		

		"I do. But that doesn't mean..."

		

		"Doesn't it?" asked Paul

		

		"And you want other men looking at me like you do?"

		

		"They have been anyway but you didn't notice until tonight and look at yourself. How do you feel?"

		

		Lilly sat there staring at Paul, eyes squinted.

		

		"That is not a very pleasant face to be making," said Paul chuckling.

		

		"Oh shut up. I guess. Something has happened tonight... wait, how would you know... when... I... fuck," groaned Lilly.

		

		Paul just watched his wife as the waiter put their food down on the table. After the waiter left Lilly just stared down at her plate.

		

		"Eat, dear," said Paul picking up his fork.

		

		"I'm suddenly not hungry."

		

		"Eat anyway. You'll need your strength at the club."

		

		Lilly suddenly shivered and cried out softly. Paul looked at his wife as she orgasmed without being touched.

		

		"Was it good?" he asked.

		

		"Oh god," Lilly said as she picked up her fork.

		

		Paul was smiling all through dinner. Lilly wouldn't or couldn't meet her husband's eyes. He knew she suddenly found out she liked having other men look at her. Lust after her. Paul also liked for them to look at his lovely wife. He knew she was his and would always be his, yet he was excited every time they went out and men looked with lust in their eyes at his beautiful Lilly.

		

		Lilly was as beautiful as the flower after which her parents named her. Her face was like a dream, floating on her shoulders. Her breasts were perfect. Not too big and not too small. They fit Paul's hand just right. Her lovely ass was perfect. Two globes of muscle that he could squeeze with one hand, yet he used two to cover them perfectly. Slim waist, gorgeous legs, and pretty feet. Her petite hands had long slender fingers that could wrap around his thick cock, almost touching her thumb.

		

		Paul thought she was perfect. And every time they were out together, he noticed other men did too. The only one that didn't was Lilly, yet tonight he hoped that she would finally see herself that way. When they finished eating, Paul settled the bill with the waiter. He did notice the way the waiter looked at his wife. He smiled.

		

		"What's the smile for?" asked Lilly.

		

		"The way the waiter gawked at you. Did you notice?"

		

		"Um, no, not really. Should I have?"

		

		"It's up to you. But every man and some women will be gawking at you all night, so you might just want to pay attention. It seems to turn you on when you do notice."

		

		"Oh," gasped Lilly. "And you like me turned on?"

		

		"I do, very much."

		

		"Well, I do have to admit that I like being turned on, with you."

		

		Paul, just nodded as he helped Lilly up and they left the restaurant. The drive to the club was short. It was just down the block from the restaurant. Paul didn't use valet parking, he parked the car himself, back from the club where it was a little bit darker. Lilly looked at him. He looked at her.

		

		"Why back here?" she asked.

		

		"Tonight," Paul paused a few seconds, "tonight you might find yourself overwhelmed and need to know where the car is as might I."

		

		"Overwhelmed? By what? By who?"

		

		"What happened in the restaurant?" asked Paul.

		

		"Oh. Right. Um..."

		

		"I put your keys in your purse just in case you find yourself needing to come out here to calm down. Okay?"

		

		"I guess. But I doubt that I would come out here, in the dark, alone."

		

		Paul just smiled at Lilly.

		

		"I would never!" she said almost growling at Paul.

		

		"Okay, okay," replied Paul.

		

		Lilly just stared at her husband. She would never do what he was thinking she might need to do. Suddenly, she was not only mad at him, but she found herself extremely turned on. She squeezed her legs closed, hard.

		

		"Well, are we going in?" she asked her voice tinged with anger.

		

		Nodding, Paul got out, he could tell she was angry at him, yet still turned on by what he had implied, and walked around to Lilly's door helping her out of the car. Lilly pulled his lips to hers. She kissed him hard, with a passion she hadn't felt in a long, long, time. Only slightly taken aback by Lilly's kiss, Paul kissed her back. He knew her passion was almost to a point that she would be having another orgasm.

		

		Reaching up, he squeezed her breast. That did it. Lilly's orgasm shot through her body in an instant. Paul stood there holding her up, their lips pressed together, wondering if she would be like this in another man's arms on the dance floor. Lilly pulled her lips from his staring up into his eyes.

		

		"What are you hoping happens tonight?" asked Lilly breathlessly.

		

		"Just that you have a good time and finally realize that you are a beautiful and sexy woman."

		

		"You're sure?"

		

		"I am."

		

		"Yet you want me in the arms of other men?"

		

		"I want you to dance with other men."

		

		"Same thing."

		

		"If you say so," said Paul winking at his wife.

		

		Lilly just shook her head, took Paul's arm, and nodded toward the club. Nodding, Paul walked with his beautiful wife on his arm to the club. Once inside, they had to stop at a counter in the lobby of the club. Paul pulled a black card and white card out of his wallet and handed it to the pretty blond behind the counter. She placed the cards on a reader of some kind, one at a time. The little green heart shown for each of them. Handing the cards back to Paul, he took Lilly's hand in his and they went into the club.

		

		Inside Paul found a table and a waitress came by with drinks. Lilly looked at Paul, he just shook his hand as he took a sip of his drink. Lilly did the same to hers. It seemed the band was on a break and the jukebox was playing. Paul sat there looking at his wonderful wife. He thought her to be the sexist woman in the world. Yes, that was his opinion, yet he had seen other men look at her with lust in their eyes. Sure, they looked at other women that way, yet he felt in his heart that when they looked at his Lilly the lust was that much stronger.

		

		"What?" Paul said as Lilly touched his hand bringing him back to the here and now.

		

		"I asked you a question. Weren't you paying attention?"

		

		"No, I was daydreaming about this sexy woman sitting across from me. Sorry. What was the question?"

		

		"Well, thank you, dear. Never mind. I was just wondering what you were thinking about. You had this faraway look in your eyes. What were you dreaming about me?" Lilly asked.

		

		"Um..."

		

		"Never mind, they are playing our song," said Lilly, grabbing Paul's hand and pulling him to the dance floor.

		

		Paul didn't even know they had a song but it was a nice slow, soft, love song playing on the jukebox. And the dance floor, sparsely populated, where every man in the place would get a look at Lilly as she danced with him. Lilly pulled Paul against her. She pressed her vulva against his crotch. They moved slowly and easily to the tune on the jukebox. Paul groaned as his cock became hard as steel. Lilly just moaned into his ear.

		

		"That feels nice. I can't wait to get it inside of me," whispered Lilly.

		

		Paul just groaned. He could see that the band was going to start to play, as they got ready on the stage. The music from the jukebox stopped abruptly. And the band just picked up where the jukebox left off. Same song, same rhythm. Lilly and Paul just continued to dance, his hard cock pressing in her soft, hot, vulva.

		

		"Would you like to go out to my car and fuck me?" asked Lilly.

		

		Surprised by what she asked, Paul pulled his head back looking into his wife's eyes. There was a flame there that he had never seen before. She smiled up at him raising an eyebrow.

		

		"Well?" she asked.

		

		"I would love to, but don't you think it's a little too soon for something like that?"

		

		"Hmmm... maybe your right. I hope you don't mind walking around with a hard-on though?"

		

		"As long as I'm pressed against you, that should be no problem," replied Paul.

		

		It seemed Lilly was going to play a game tonight. She had never done anything like this. Paul was wondering where it would lead. Maybe her fucking him hard in the backseat of the car. He could deal with that. Then Paul felt a tap on his shoulder. Turning his head, a handsome man was standing there waiting. Paul nodded, stepping back from Lilly. She looked surprised as the other man took her in his arms, pressing his body to hers. Smiling, Paul walked back to their table and sat, watching his wife as she danced with another man.

		

		The two were talking and Paul could see that he was pressing his crotch against Lilly's vulva. She didn't look upset. In fact, she looked to be enjoying herself. She was giggling at whatever the man was saying. Then there was another man, tapping him on the shoulder. He nodded, bowed to Lilly, and stepped away. The new gentleman stepped up to Lilly, smiled, and took her in his arms. Paul's hard-on persisted as he watched his wife press her pussy against yet another man as she danced. For now, it was she pushing her crotch against his. The band played a five-song set. Lilly danced with four different men before they stopped. The last man walked her over to Paul.

		

		"Thank you," he said to Lilly. He nodded at Paul, turned, and walked away with a tent in his pants.

		

		Paul was up and helping Lilly into her seat. She grabbed her drink and took a large gulp. Paul sat next to her.

		

		"Wow!" she groaned.

		

		"What, dear?"

		

		"Wow! I never."

		

		"What?"

		

		"They all wanted to take me out to their cars and have sex with them."

		

		"And?"

		

		"And what?"

		

		"Well, you didn't seem all that upset out there on the dance floor, so I assume you weren't offended by them asking," said Paul.

		

		"Ah..."

		

		"That's all right, you can tell me later if you don't want to talk about it here."

		

		"Thank you. No, I wasn't really offended. The funny thing was they knew I was married, each one of them felt my wedding rings as we danced. That kind of turned me on. They all had their stiff dicks pressed against me. I loved it when you did that to me. Then they all did that to me..."

		

		"And?"

		

		"And I liked it. I suddenly thought what an in-your-face compliment they were paying me."

		

		"Ah, yes."

		

		"Can you take me home please?"

		

		"Are you sure, dear?"

		

		"Damn right I am. I need you to fuck me. Not make love to me. Fuck me."

		

		"Are you sure you wouldn't want one of them..."

		

		"No," Lilly groaned. "You. I want you. Now."

		

		Lilly grabbed her purse, standing. She looked down at Paul. He smiled up at her as he stood offering her his arm. She took it as they walked for the exit. She held on to Paul tightly. Lilly was so turned on her panties were soaking wet. All those men looking at her and the four who had the balls to rub up against her had made her pussy just dripping wet. Looking up at her husband, she saw the big smile on his face. It was his proud smile. Paul pressed the open button on the key fob. Lilly let go of him and opened the back door to their SUV. She climbed in, looking back at a surprised Paul.

		

		"Well, get in here. I changed my mind, I really need to get fucked!" said Lilly.

		

		Smiling, Paul climbed in the backseat with his wife. She was slipping her panties off as he sat down closing the door. He pressed the lock button on the fob and sat back. Lilly was then at his pants. She unbuckled his belt and unzipped his pants. She reached in and brought his hard cock out. Swinging a leg over his lap, she held his cock to her opening and sat down on him.

		

		"Oh my god!" she screamed.

		

		She was all the way down on Paul's cock in an instant. He groaned at the feel of his wife's hot pussy wrapped around him. Lilly just sat there shaking like a leaf. Paul pulsed his cock. Lilly felt his dick getting slightly bigger inside her, eyes closed, head back, she sighed with contentment. Her head swung back down and her eyes opened. An evil smile was now on her face as she started to jerk her hips back and forth on Paul's hard cock. She started out slow. As she became more and more aroused, her hips jerked faster and faster. When she started to bounce up and down on Paul's cock, he knew she was almost there.

		

		"Don't you cum in me!" she shouted.

		

		"Why not?"

		

		"I might want to go back inside and get mauled by some of those men, again," said Lilly.

		

		That did it for Paul, he pushed Lilly off of him. She quickly got her mouth on his dick and started to suck him hard. Paul came, hard. Lilly was choking, trying to get all his semen down her throat. When he stopped coming, Lilly sucked and licked him until he was clean of any of his semen. She then sat beside him and pulled his lips to hers. He didn't shy away from her cum coated lips. She then pulled back from him, her skirt still up around her waist.

		

		"So, that's what you want to happen?" asked Lilly.

		

		"What?" Paul knew he made a mistake asking that.

		

		"You want me to bring other men out here and fuck them?" Lilly asked point-blank.

		

		"Actually? Kinda."

		

		"Explain," demanded Lilly.

		

		"Here? Or home? Or the motel down the street?"

		

		Lilly looked at Paul. Then closed her eyes as she had a small orgasm.

		

		"Home," she said.

		

		Paul opened the door by him and waited for Lilly to slide over.

		

		"Well, get in and drive," she said.

		

		Nodding, Paul, closed the door and went around to the driver's side. He climbed in, started the car, and slowly drove out of the parking lot. Looking in the rearview mirror, he could see Lilly was fucking herself with two fingers. Her eyes closed, she was sitting up straight. Paul then turned back to watch the road, yet he could still hear Lilly having one orgasm after the other as they rolled down the road. It seemed she liked what Paul had led her to believe. Now he had to know what she was thinking. It only took them a short time to get home. As Paul pulled up in the drive, Lilly had one of the biggest orgasms she had on the entire trip. Turning off the car also seemed to turn off Lilly. She slumped down in her seat as the engine stopped.

		

		"Wow," she said softly.

		

		"Yes," replied Paul.

		

		Getting out, Paul opened the rear driver's side door. Lilly took his offered hand and climbed out of the backseat. She fell forward into the arms of her husband. He hugged her fiercely. She hugged him back hard.

		

		"Inside, before I push you down on the grass and fuck you again," whispered Lilly.

		

		Nodding, Paul, took her hand and walked her to the front door. Once inside, Lilly stripped out of her clothes and stood naked in the living room. Paul just stood there gazing at his beautiful wife.

		

		"The drapes are open," he said.

		

		"I don't give a fuck!" shouted Lilly. "Strip, I need you to fuck me, hard and fast."

		

		Lilly stood there waiting, knowing full well the neighbors could see her if they looked. Paul was naked and holding her against him in seconds.

		

		"Here or in the bedroom?" he asked.

		

		"Right here on the floor. The bed would have too much give. I want you to crush me."

		

		Eyes wide, Paul lowered Lilly to the carpet. She and he would have rug burns tomorrow. Lilly layback with her legs spread wide sticking out and up into the air. Paul was kneeling between her legs, his dick in hand pressed to her opening.

		

		"You're sure about this?" he asked.

		

		"I am. Now fuck the shit out of my cunt!" shouted Lilly.

		

		Paul surprised by her language, slammed his cock into her soaking wet pussy. Lilly screamed in pain and pleasure. Paul slammed into her over and over, so hard that Lilly was sliding across the rug. She wasn't complaining, in fact, she seemed to be enjoying what was happening to her. Tears of what, Paul could only assume were joy, rolled down her cheeks. She gripped Paul with her arms and legs as if he was trying to escape. Smiling down at her, Paul leaned in and kissed her. She went crazy with lust as his lips touched hers. It would seem that Lilly was getting into Paul's crazy world.

		

		For the next half an hour, Paul slammed into his wife as hard and fast as he could. Lilly was bucking her pussy up to meet his every thrust. Both were almost there as they stared into each other's eyes. Then Lilly was screaming as a tremendous orgasm ripped through her body. Hers triggered his. One last slam into his pretty wife and he spewed his cum into her. When Paul's cock pulsed inside her Lilly came again and again. She squeezed his cock as hard as she could with her slippery pussy.

		

		Paul rolled to Lilly's side staring up at the ceiling. Lilly, lay there with her eyes closed imagining something she had never imagined before. That the man beside her and had just fucked her, filling her cunt with cum wasn't her husband. She surprised herself by what she saw in her mind's eye. It was the second man who had danced with her. His cock had been big. Probably as big as Paul's dick from what she felt rubbing against her.

		

		Lilly surprised by what she was thinking, was now frightened that she was thinking about fucking another man besides her husband. Yet, she was so turned on that she sat up, leaned over, and took her husband's dick in her mouth. She sucked on him until he was hard as a rock. Turning her back to him she sat down on his dick facing his feet. She groaned as he lined his cock up with her cum dripping opening. Lilly slammed her pussy down on him. Paul groaned.

		

		Lilly sat there a long time imagining that the dick now in her pussy was that of the handsome man whose name she couldn't remember. Paul lay there wondering what his lovely wife was thinking yet not really wanting to know but wanting to know. He was a little confused right now. And his wife seemed to be also as she hadn't moved since taking him into her. He sighed loudly as her pussy squeezed his dick. Pulsing his dick cause her to sigh.

		

		"Fuck me," whispered Paul.

		

		Lilly shivered in orgasm. She then started to rock back and forth on the wonderful dick inside her body. It was touching places as it stirred her insides to mush.

		

		"Oh god," she gasped as a small orgasm shook her.

		

		"My god you feel so good to be inside of," said Paul softly.

		

		To Lilly, it was the man from the club's voice she heard. She moaned again as she started to move her hips faster. Leaning forward just a little heightened her pleasure. When she leaned forward and pressed down on the legs before her, she was suddenly in ecstasy. She was now slamming her cunt up and down the man's dick. Hard on the downstroke, slow and easy on the up. She was fucking herself on the cock inside her.

		

		Paul watched as his wife went wild with sexual excitement. She was now fucking his cock hard. He was afraid to move thinking she might hurt herself if he did.

		

		"Fuck my cunt!" she shouted.

		

		Paul started to meet her downward thrusts. The slapping of her ass against his pelvis was loud and echoed through the house.

		

		"Oh my god, I'm coming. Keep fucking my cunt!" shouted Lilly.

		

		Paul thought about her language. She had never used that word, ever. Now she had used it several times tonight. He was a little surprised but knew she had turned the corner in how she thought of herself. Lilly was just reveling in the feeling shooting through her body. She realized she suddenly didn't care if it was her husband's cock or some stranger's cock, just so long as she was having her cunt fucked. And from what Paul had said, he didn't care who fucked her or who she fucked. She was suddenly on her way to a huge orgasm.

		

		"Oh my fucking god! I'm coming so good on your dick, baby," she shouted. "You make my cunt feel wonderful."

		

		"I bet you say that to all the guys?" replied Paul.

		

		Lilly's orgasm shot through her like lightning. Her head suddenly felt light and her vision was slowly going dark. The last thing she remembered was slowly falling forward as someone held her arms. Paul started to cum almost immediately as Lilly started to orgasm at what he said to her. He grabbed her arms to pull her down hard onto his cock. Then she went limp. Paul slowly lowered her down onto his legs to await her coming back to reality.

		

		It took a few minutes before Lilly's head was clear enough so she could get off of her man. She didn't even realize it was her husband until she turned around to face him. She smiled weakly at him as she lay next to him on the living room floor. Paul smiled at his beautiful wife. A woman who could be a centerfold Playmate in Playboy. At least in his mind, she could. Leaning in, Lilly kissed Paul's cheek.

		

		"I think we need to talk about... what just happened," said Lilly.

		

		"What just happened dear?"

		

		"Oh god. You're going to hate me."

		

		"Never. I could never hate you my lovely Lilly," replied Paul.

		

		"Promise?"

		

		"Cross my heart and hope to die," said Paul.

		

		"No, no, no, not that. Just a straight-up promise. Please."

		

		"I promise I will never, ever, hate you, no matter what you do, say, or think."

		

		Lilly shivered with an orgasm. She closed her eyes and shook her head. Tears started to roll down her cheeks. Paul pulled Lilly into his arms and gave her a gentle squeeze. She sighed. He groaned at the feel of his beautiful wife close to him naked.

		

		"I think we would be more comfortable in the bedroom," he whispered.

		

		Lilly just nodded, yet didn't move. Paul moved so he could pick her up. As he did, she cried out. Not in fear, but in surprise. Then she started to laugh. Paul was chuckling as he took her to the bedroom. He gently lay her down on the mattress. She moved, pushing the bedclothes out from underneath her. Smiling she pulled them up over herself. Paul climbed into bed doing the same. The two met in the middle of the bed looking into each other's eyes.

		

		"I want to tell you why I..."

		

		"You don't have to tell me anything unless you really want to. You can keep things from me if you feel you must. But as I promised, I will never hate you."

		

		"I understand, my dear, sweet, Paul. This, though I want to tell you. I have to tell you. You have... brought out... changed me, that's it... you have changed me inside. In my mind. In my body. You have brought out a wanton woman. A woman who suddenly enjoyed having other men not only look at her but also press against her while we danced. You have made me want to fuck other men. Not make love. Never making love. That is reserved for you my sweet, darling. I will only let them fuck me. As I was fucking you, I was imagining..."

		

		Paul's eyes were wide with surprise. His mind was racing with pictures of Lilly with other men. He watched a movie in his mind of strangers fucking his Lilly.

		

		"...now listen, to me Paul. Quit your daydreaming. I was imagining fucking that second guy with whom I danced. That's what made me faint. Especially, when you told me 'I bet you say that to all the men' drove me wild with excitement and lust causing me to faint."

		

		"Wow!" said Paul looking into Lilly's eyes.

		

		"Is that all you have to say?"

		

		"No, no. I... oh shit, how do I put this," said Paul.

		

		"Just tell it to me straight. Nothing will happen between us. I promise to never, ever hate you for what you do, say, or think."

		

		"So if I go out and fuck another woman?" asked Paul.

		

		Lilly's face screwed up into a mask of disappointment.

		

		"I... look, this isn't about you right now. We'll talk about other women for you later. Okay?" asked Lilly her face still screwed up with displeasure.

		

		"I just wanted to clear things up..."

		

		"No, I won't hate you. I might be disappointed with you and we would have a long, long, long talk about it, but right now I would hope you don't do that until we talk about what I have to say."

		

		"Okay, I won't do that until we have cleared the air about you, I promise."

		

		"Good. Now, where was I? Okay, as to what I was imagining, what do you think about that?"

		

		"Right. Let's see. I wish I had known that was what you were doing so I could be more aggressive and different for you. I just threw out that phrase as an aside. Just to see what you did. I guess it fits right in with what you were imagining."

		

		"It did, thank you. It was suddenly so real that I couldn't keep from fainting. The excitement was just so much more with that one little silly question. Now, what other feelings are you having?" asked Lilly.

		

		"So, you want to know my deepest and darkest?"

		

		"I do. Do you really want me to fuck other men?" asked Lilly boldly.

		

		"Um... yes."

		

		"Would you like to watch?"

		

		"Um... sometimes. Not all the time. I may be out of town when you get the itch."

		

		"Would you want me to bring them here?" asked Lilly.

		

		No. Never. Not here," Paul almost shouted. "Do you want to fuck other men?" asked Paul hopefully.

		

		"Um... yes. Although I could do without other men. You are enough for me, dear. But you put that seed in my mind and now I want other dicks in me as long as they are safe and..."

		

		"I understand. The club we went to tonight..."

		

		"Yes?" Lilly asked.

		

		"Every man and woman there is safe as far as disease is concerned. Even us as I submitted our test results last week."

		

		"What? What test results?" screamed Lilly.

		

		"When we both went to the doctors last week, I had her run those tests and mail the results to me at work. The only thing you have to worry about is staying on birth control. Unless we want to have a baby together, then we stop going to the club."

		

		"What?"

		

		Paul just smiled at Lilly. Lilly glared at Paul, then realized he was anticipating what he already planned for her to do.

		

		"How often?" she asked.

		

		"Once a month."

		

		"But..."

		

		"We, I signed a contract with the club that we wouldn't have sex except with each other outside the club."

		

		"Yikes. Really? So, I could have had one of them tonight without a condom?"

		

		"Yes."

		

		"Would you have told me that before I did?"

		

		"Of course."

		

		"What time is it?" asked Lilly looking at the bedside clock.

		

		"The club is open until two in the morning," said Paul.

		

		"No, I'm kind of tired, maybe tomorrow night," whispered Lilly.

		

		"Whenever you want dear. It's open on Monday, Wednesday, Friday, and Saturday. But they don't have on-site rooms. But there is a motel down the street if you don't fancy a roll in the backseat. Each man will give you a card," said Paul reaching into the nightstand drawer and pulling out a black card. "On it will be his name, his member number, his home address, along with his picture so you know it's not someone using someone else's card."

		

		"They have thought of everything," said Lilly.

		

		"Pretty much."

		

		"Okay, I'll think about tomorrow, right now I need some sleep. Sorry."

		

		"For what are you sorry, dear?" asked Paul.

		

		"Nothing, I guess," said Lilly her eyes drooping.

		

		"Goodnight my dear," said Paul, kissing his wife on the forehead.

		

		"G'night honey." Lilly was softly snoring as she closed her eyes.

		

		Paul smiled as he got up and turned all the house lights off and made sure all the doors were locked. Then he was back in bed snuggling up to his beautiful and wonderful wife.

		

		~ ~ ~ ~

		

		Lilly woke to the smell of bacon. She shook her head as she slowly sat up. She took a deep breath of the aroma wafting into the bedroom. She knew Paul was up, she had felt him slowly roll out of bed earlier. She had dropped back to sleep quickly. She found herself naked. Smiling she remembered the night before. The wonderful sex Paul and she had. The wonderful dinner. The dancing. The dancing made her groan with pleasure. The dancing with other men. Her dancing with them pressing their erections against her pussy. It had excited her.

		

		Then the pressure in her bladder brought her mind back to the here and now. She rushed to the bathroom. She was out a few minutes later. Ready to state the day with a hearty breakfast of bacon and eggs with coffee. Lots of coffee, especially if tonight was going to be like last night. Talk. She knew she still needed reassurance from Paul. Lilly needed him to love her and support her emotionally. If he really wanted her to do the things he told her last night she would need him more than ever.

		

		"Good morning, beautiful," said Paul as Lilly walked into the kitchen.

		

		"Good morning, handsome," replied Lilly smiling widely.

		

		"How are you feeling after last night?" asked Paul.

		

		"After a long week of working, it had finally caught up with me last night. Friday nights must be a little less, taxing."

		

		"Taxing. Of course dear. Today is a day off. We will laze around the house doing nothing strenuous except talk."

		

		"Talking can be extremely strenuous," replied Lilly.

		

		"Yes, it can, so eat up, get your strength back and we'll just laze around for a bit before we talk."

		

		Paul slipped a plate loaded with eggs, bacon, and potatoes. Lilly, looked down at her plate knowing she would never finish it all. She then smiled up at Paul as he slipped a plate of his own onto the table. The conversation was at a minimum as they ate. Both were famished. Paul cleared the table placing the dishes in the dishwasher. Lilly went to help, but Paul shooed her out of the kitchen. He found her in the living room on the sofa, naked, with all the drapes open. It was bright and sunny out and the living room was brightly lit.

		

		"Strip," commanded Lilly.

		

		Nodding, Paul slipped his shorts and t-shirt off. He sat next to Lilly, who snuggled into him.

		

		"TV?" asked Paul.

		

		"Sure, find something other than news. I don't want to be depressed today."

		

		Smiling Paul turned on the TV and switching to a channel that was showing nothing but comedies.

		

		"Talk?" he asked.

		

		"Sure."

		

		"Oh, you want me to start?"

		

		"I don't know. I have... my mind is full of things I need to know... need to know about us. Yet I can't quite put them into words."

		

		"I see. Well, let me put your mind to rest a little. I will never, leave you, ever. Which I have told you before. And you can do whatever you want, with whomever you want and I will love you even more. Hate doesn't even enter my mind or emotions. You are so beautiful, I just want to share you with the world. I want you to experience new and wondrous things. And most of all I want you to be happy for the rest of your life. I would also like you by my side for the rest of our lives."

		

		"Wow," gasped Lilly looking at Paul wide-eyed.

		

		Paul hugged Lilly to him, leaned down, and gently kissed her wonderful lips.

		

		"Um... that was nice. What you said was nice. I know you have told me some of that before... yet..."

		

		"What, dear?"

		

		"Why now?"

		

		"That is a good question. I wish I had a good answer. We have been married for seven years..."

		

		"And you think I'm getting the seven-year itch?" asked Lilly.

		

		"No, no, of course, not, my dear, sweet Lilly."

		

		"Then you are."

		

		"No. The only woman I want is sitting right here beside me."

		

		Lilly, looked to Paul's other side giggling as she did.

		

		"She must have left," giggled Lilly.

		

		"Anyway, we have been married seven years. You... when I first saw you, my heart swelled with love... or was it lust... maybe both. You were so beautiful, I just couldn't keep my eyes off of you. I had other people talking to me, but I only had eyes for you. My lust is only for you. My love is only for you. I wanted you to be my wife, my lover, the mother of our children. I stepped back, looking around, and saw every other man there looking at you the same way I was.

		

		"Even though most of them were married, they still looked at you with lust in their eyes and hearts. I was sure of it. You had to be mine. At the time I never thought about sharing you. Yet over time, the lust in men's eyes convinced me that I must share you with them. I had no right to keep you all to myself."

		

		As Paul spoke, Lilly's eyes got wider and wider until they were almost popping out of her head. When he finally finished, she gasped almost choking from not breathing. She took a deep breath, held it, then let it out slowly. Paul, smiling at her the entire time, held her gently in his arms. Silence filled the room for a few minutes.

		

		"Exactly when, did you..."

		

		"About a year ago. At your sister's wedding. How many guys asked you to dance?"

		

		"Every male there. Even the children..."

		

		"Right. And because of the dress you wore, they could rub up against you as the men could last night. And until last night you have never danced with anyone since your sister's wedding."

		

		"Um... yes."

		

		"Well?"

		

		"I... look, I have a lot of thinking to do. Is there something you could be doing other than sitting here next to me?" asked Lilly softly.

		

		"Of course, I have some work I could be doing. I don't need to, but I can do that."

		

		"Good. Now go. Please," said Lilly.

		

		She kissed Paul as he leaned in, then he was gone, leaving her alone with her thoughts. She thought about what Paul had said, yet couldn't get the night before out of her head. Those cocks pressing against her cunt. Yes, that's the word that was now appropriate for her. She had been a cunt, letting them press against her like a common whore. She shivered with that word also. Was she a common whore? Not yet she wasn't. After she fucked one of them she would be. If she fucked one of them.

		

		She was thinking about what it would feel like to be fucking another cock. It was causing her mind to reel with lust. She knew she wouldn't love the man pounding into her body. She would not even like him except he had caused her to want him. Inside her body. Fucking her cunt with his dick. Making her cum over and over with his lust for her. If he fell in love with her, that was his problem, she would never fall in love with them. She loved only Paul. Then her mind filled with doubt. Did he love her as much as he said he did if he wanted her to fuck other men?

		

		Paul was in the den typing on the computer. He was trying to put into words how he felt about Lilly. He was also trying to tell her why and how he felt about her with other men. It had yet to happen but he needed to find out with her doing another man. He would know after that how he really felt. Fantasy was one thing, reality was another. Did he really want the reality? He thought he did. Every time he thought about Lilly with a stranger between her legs, he got excited. Really, excited. So, excited his cock sprang to attention harder than it had ever been.

		

		The couple spent the next couple of hours thinking. Both of them, excited and depressed, at the same time. But both filled with lust about what was said already. Lilly had to go to the bathroom to clean herself. Paul had to watch those idiots in cars on Youtube to get his erection under control. When Lilly returned to the sofa, she looked at the door to the den.

		

		"Paul," she shouted.

		

		He was standing in front of her in an instant looking down at her with expectant eyes. His cock was at eye level. Lilly, without thinking, leaned forward and took him in her mouth. He was hard instantly. She sighed as his pre-cum started to flow. She sucked him harder. She wanted him to cum in her mouth. She was trying to be a slut for her husband. This is something she had never done before. She had sucked his cock, in bed, but never in the living room, during the day with the blinds and drapes open. She was being the slut, the whore, he wanted her to be.

		

		"Oh, shit!" shouted Paul. "I'm going to cum."

		

		Lilly sucked all the harder wanting his cum to fill her mouth so she could show it to him and watch her swallow.

		

		"Oh fuck, I'm coming, I'm coming," yelled Paul jerking his hips forward to get his cock deep into Lilly's mouth.

		

		Lilly moaned as she orgasmed when his cum hit her tongue. When Paul stopped jerking his cock in and out of her mouth, Lilly slipped her mouth off of his cock. She opened her mouth, looking up at Paul. She wiggled her tongue in his cum. He groaned caressing her cheek. Lilly closed her mouth and swallowed. She opened her mouth to show Paul his cum was gone. Then she took his softening cock in her mouth again and gently licked and suck him clean.

		

		"Oh my god," said Paul falling to his knees.

		

		He grabbed Lilly's head and kissed her hard. He pushed his tongue into her mouth. She sighed as he did and she let him lick her tongue and teeth. She sighed when his tongue disappeared. Opening her eyes, she saw that Paul was looking at her with love and lust still in his eyes.

		

		"I love you," said Lilly softly reaching up and caressing Paul's handsome face.

		

		"I love you, too," replied Paul touching her cheek with his fingertips.

		

		They were both motionless as they stared into each other's eyes. Then Paul got up and sat down beside Lilly. They hugged.

		

		"Well, now what?" asked Paul with hope in his voice.

		

		"I'm not opposed to doing what you want me to, yet I think I still need time to think, so tonight is not going to be the night. Yet I would like to go to that club and dance. But I will only take you out to the car," said Lilly.

		

		"I see. So, you like being a tease?" asked Paul.

		

		"No, not at all. I do like dancing with handsome men who like to rub their dicks against me in a public place." Lilly smiled at Paul.

		

		"Ah. Okay. Okay. You got me. And the rules allow you to do just that for three nights. After that..."

		

		"What?" asked Lilly.

		

		"After that, we either turn in our memberships or you go with one of the men who you have danced with."

		

		"I see. Well, then I have two more nights to make up my mind, don't I?"

		

		"You do. Oh, and I don't count as one of the men."

		

		"Question? Can you dance with any of the women?"

		

		"Yes, if I so desire, with your permission of course."

		

		"How many of the men are there with their wives?"

		

		"Well, you as a woman have to be married. No single women are allowed. Single men are. Wives don't need an escort. So you can go by yourself if you feel inhibited with me being there."

		

		"Oh, that might be exciting. But not right away. What else?"

		

		"We will, only because we are members, even though I won't be participating, have to update our medical records once a month. We also have promised not to have sex with anyone, not a member, hence the husbands having to get tested."

		

		"What if?" asked Lilly.

		

		"Ah, yes, what if? There are no guarantees in life. But if you do, I will hunt down the man before I die and make sure he is dead before me. I'm pretty sure the rest of the husbands feel the same way."

		

		"I see."

		

		"You will have a card from each and every man you have relations with. I show those to the club management and they will give me the address of each and every one of them. What I do with that information is my business."

		

		"Those cards? Do I have some? Can they be counterfeited?"

		

		"Hmm... no, they can't be counterfeited. You have some," said Paul getting up and leaving the room.

		

		Lilly just sat waiting for him to return. He handed her a box about the size of a credit card at the end and long. She opened it.

		

		"Those are yours. I have some just like them. They use special ink and the picture is embedded into the plastic. You get a card with a picture taped or glued on, it's a phony."

		

		"Oh, my! Where did you get this picture of me?" asked Lilly.

		

		"Remember that set of nudes I shot of you about a year ago?"

		

		"Oh my, I forgot all about those. You still have them?"

		

		"Yes. On my laptop," said Paul.

		

		Lilly just groaned. Paul watched her as she looked at herself on the card she held. It was a picture of her as she had an orgasm with her eyes open because Paul had asked to open her eyes. She was already smiling and wouldn't hear her groan as she came, in a picture.

		

		"I look beautiful," whispered Lilly.

		

		"You are beautiful," replied Paul.

		

		"Thank you, dear."

		

		Paul chuckled as he watched Lilly examine her card.

		

		"It has everything the men will need to determine you are a member. Name, first only. Membership number. Medical record number. Date of membership. Marital status. Spouse's name."

		

		"What about yours?" asked Lilly.

		

		"All the same information except your name as my spouse and my medical record number."

		

		"And what is that for?"

		

		"So they can, if they want to, look up your medical records at the front desk. They will ask those nice young ladies and they will give them the date of your last test results, along with the outcome and that is all."

		

		"Well, this looks to be well thought out but not really foolproof yet. But the law of averages would keep us safe for a while I guess."

		

		"There is always the possibility that something could go wrong. Someone could test negative yet be infected. Then the test is suspect. Or the doctor."

		

		"Okay, okay, enough of this kind of talk. I'm starting to be annoyed by this discussion. Now, I want you to take me to bed and fuck me like those men will fuck me. No making love to me, just raw fucking. Pound my pussy with your cock. I want to feel it slam into me as hard as you can," said Lilly getting up and pulling Paul with her.

		

		~ ~ ~ ~

		

		That afternoon, Lilly went shopping, alone. She didn't show Paul what she had purchased. He didn't press her. She stood there looking at him.

		

		"Dinner and dancing tonight. I'm going up to take a bath. A long hot relaxing bath. Don't come up until I'm out. I will be wearing what's in these bags. You will be wearing your black suit with a black shirt and white tie that I have for you in these bags. I will lay them out on the bed. You will come up and dress when I call you. You will dress while I watch you. Then you will leave while I dress. I will meet you at the door."

		

		"Of course, dear," replied Paul chuckling.

		

		Lilly smiled at him. He smiled back at her. Paul went to the den and sat in front of the computer and just watched stupid shit on Youtube. He listened to the water running for Lilly's bath. He wondered what was going through her mind as she was soaking in the tub. He knew she was excited. So excited, that she was giving him orders, which she had never done before.

		

		Lilly was looking forward to her bath. She rarely took one. Usually, she showered in the morning before work. Bathes were a luxury she rarely gave herself. And she was wondering why as she slipped into the hot, steaming water. That it burned as she sat down in the tub was just an added pleasure. Lying back against the tub, she closed her eyes. Her first thought was of last night. She moaned as she remembered the men who rubbed their hard cocks against her. That she had given them those hard cocks excited her even more.

		

		For the longest time, her husband has told her how beautiful she was. She really didn't think so as the women she saw she believed were way prettier than her. Lilly, just couldn't believe she was that beautiful. Not until men asked her to dance and rubbed themselves against her. All the while whispering in her ear how and what they would like to do to her. At first, their words shocked her. But they were no different than the words Paul whispered in her ear as he slide his cock into her body.

		

		Lilly shivered as she thought about her husband. Did he really want to see her ravaged by strangers? Did he want her to fuck other men? He had told her, he did last night and today. Yet she was actually hesitant to do something like that. It's not that she couldn't enjoy another cock, she was pretty sure she could. After all, Paul hadn't been her first. It's just she was brought up to be a wife, not a slut. Although, over the past 24 hours, she had acted like one. Not that she had fucked another man, but with her husband she acted like a slut.

		

		She thought and thought and always came back to the hard cocks that rubbed up against her pussy. Her very wet, very excited pussy. Those cocks, hard and big, had excited her very much. None really felt any bigger than her husband's but bigger than average, just like her husband. She was suddenly confused even further as she thought about her husband. It's not like she hadn't heard about husbands that like to watch their wives fuck other men. It was just that this time it was her husband.

		

		When she noticed the water was cool, she still hadn't come to any conclusion as to what she should do. Pulling the drain, she stood up, grabbed a towel, and watched herself in the mirror as she dried herself. She looked at herself in the mirror with new eyes. Eyes that had never seen the woman staring back at her. The woman in the mirror was beautiful. She gasped at the beauty she saw there, in the mirror realizing for the very first time she was that beautiful woman.

		

		She gasped as she stepped out of the tub dropping the towel to the floor. Nodding, she picked up her razor and started to shave her legs. Looking at the neat fuzz on her mons she gasped as her hand just took the razor and started to shave her pussy. She sat on the toilet to finish. Not a hair was visible. Now she really felt naked. Standing she looked at herself in the mirror. Smiling, she nodded and went to dress. She saw that the clothes she had laid out for Paul, were gone. Smiling she looked at the clock on the nightstand. It was time for her to get ready. She sat at her dressing tab and started to put on her makeup.

		

		She usually went light on makeup, just lipstick and some blush on her cheeks. Tonight she started with her eyebrows, then her lashes. She put some eyeliner on. Looking at herself she thought slut. She finished with bright red lipstick and some blush on her cheeks. Once again she thought slut, yet felt very pretty. She even looked pretty as she stared at herself in the mirror. Shivering, she felt herself getting wet and screamed internally, "not yet you fucking slut!"

		

		Paul had dressed about an hour ago. He was feeling something, he couldn't identify. Something was different in the house. He sat on the couch just staring at the TV screen. He didn't even know what was on, let alone what was being said. There was a charge in the air that he had never felt before and had no idea where it was coming from. He could hear Lilly in the bedroom, humming to herself. She sounded happy. He was glad.

		

		Lilly coughed as she walked into the living room. Paul had been staring away from the hallway. His head swung around toward the noise. He gasped as he caught sight of his beautiful wife. He closed his eyes and shook his head. She was beautiful, yet what he had seen, he couldn't believe. Opening them slowly, the sight he beheld shocked and excited him. Lilly was not only beautiful, she wasn't... didn't look like his wife. Shaking his head again didn't change the picture. She was still standing there, left leg cocked at the knee, in front of the right.

		

		Her dress, he had never seen this dress before, was red, which suited her. But it was also almost transparent. And she wore no bra. He could see her breast jiggle, as she stood there just breathing. She had stockings on. Red ones. And her pumps were black and the heel must have been six inches tall. Paul gulped as he watched her. Looking down to his lap, he saw he was hard as a rock, tenting his pants. Lilly sighed as she too looked at his lap. She coughed once more.

		

		"Oh my god! You look astoundingly beautiful," croaked Paul.

		

		"But do I look slutty?" asked Lilly.

		

		Paul gulped at her question. He knew she wanted him to tell her she did, but he didn't know how that might go over later tonight.

		

		"You do, my dear sweet, Lilly," he replied hoarsely.

		

		"Good!" said Lilly finally moving. "Are you ready to go?"

		

		"I am. Oh my god, I am," said Paul.

		

		Lilly laughed as he opened the door for her. She stepped out waiting for him to lead her to the car. Paul took her hand, squeezing it gently, and led her to the car. He opened the door for her and Lilly slipped inside. Paul groaned as he thought about how sexy and gorgeous she looked. He closed the door and hurried around to his side of the car. He stood there for a second, eyes closed, all kinds of thoughts running through his head as he pulled the door open and climbed into the car. Starting the engine, he looked at Lilly. She smiled at him and they were off to dinner.

		

		~ ~ ~ ~

		

		Dinner went well. Paul noticed every man and woman who stared at his beautiful Lilly. She also noticed them staring at her as she walked with her husband to their table. It didn't need saying that her excitement rose at their attention. She was wearing panties, the same color as her skin, to keep her from leaking down her legs and through her dress as she sat. That she would take them off when they got to the club was a given, for her at least.

		

		Halfway through the meal, she had to excuse herself. Not only did she have to pee, but she needed to clean herself as well. As she came out of the stall, a woman was waiting for her. They smiled at each other and Lilly looked at the woman with an eyebrow raised. The woman shook her head then took a step back, leaning against the countertop.

		

		"My husband sent me in here," she said.

		

		"For?" asked Lilly smiling.

		

		"To... oh god, how do I put this... to ask you if you would join us at our home for a little after-dinner drink and..."

		

		"And?" asked Lilly.

		

		Lilly had an idea what was going to be asked, yet was going to make this woman ask her.

		

		"...and some adult fun. Damn him."

		

		"Does that include my husband or does he have to go home alone?"

		

		"Oh! Oh! You're not here alone?"

		

		"No. I have a husband with me, just like you. Would he get to fuck you while I was getting fucked by your husband?"

		

		"Oh my. I bet he never thought of that."

		

		"What do you want?" asked Lilly.

		

		"I want my husband to be happy. Yet..."

		

		"Does he want you to be happy?"

		

		"I... um..."

		

		"You don't know?"

		

		"Um... no."

		

		"Here's what you go back and tell him... now listen closely, dear. Tell him, that I want you to go back to our place with us, so my husband can fuck the shit out of us both. See what he says to that," said Lilly. "And if he hesitates, you tell him I said that the only way I would go with you is if my husband came along and got to fuck you while he fucked me."

		

		"What if he said no to the first, but yes to the second?"

		

		"Then I think we would both be getting fucked tonight."

		

		The woman gasped, her hand going to her mouth as she had an orgasm.

		

		"Oh, dear. I think..."

		

		"Don't worry dear," said Lilly going to her and helping her to sit on the lounge seat. "I will bet he will say no to both. Now, my husband would say yes to both. But he wants to watch me fucking another man. Does yours?"

		

		"Not particularly. He wants me to watch him fuck other women."

		

		"Pig. I'm sorry, is that what you want?" asked Lilly.

		

		"Not really."

		

		"Have you told him that?"

		

		"I have."

		

		"And yet here you are being his pimp?" asked Lilly.

		

		"Oh god, you're right."

		

		Lilly smiled at her, then wrapped the woman in her arms hugging her gently.

		

		"What's your name, dear?"

		

		"Gail. Yours?"

		

		"Lilly. Now to teach your husband a lesson..."

		

		"No, no..."

		

		"Don't worry, I'll be nice about it."

		

		Gail sighed as Lilly helped her up. They walked out of the restroom and headed to Gail's table. Lilly looked at Paul and shook her head when he went to get up. At Gail's table, Lilly held onto Gail's hand, not letting her sit. She looked at her husband.

		

		"What's his name?" she asked Gail.

		

		"Burt," said Gail simply.

		

		"Burt, I'm Lilly, I am taking your wife home with me."

		

		"What?"

		

		"You heard me. I am going to make her feel good all night long."

		

		"Huh?"

		

		"My, husband, over there," said Lilly pointing at Paul, "will also be making your wife feel good with his bigger than average dick. I think he will love pushing his cock into your lovely wife, all night long. Is that okay with you?"

		

		Lilly stood there smiling at Burt. He sat there with a look of befuddlement on his face.

		

		"What?" asked Burt again.

		

		"You heard her. I'm going home with her and her husband. They are going to fuck the shit out of me and send me home in a cab. You got that Bert? Well, speak up Burt."

		

		"No, no, you were supposed to get her to come home with us," said Burt quickly.

		

		"I think you two have a lot to talk about," said Lilly pulling a card out of her purse with a pen and scribbling on the back of it. She handed the card to Gail. "Call, if you need someone to talk to, dear. Or just call me to talk."

		

		"I will," said Gail looking at the card. She shook her head but didn't say anything. She pushed the card into her purse, hugged Lilly, and sat next to her husband.

		

		"Burt, listen to your wife. If you don't I may just have to come over and set you on the correct path."

		

		Burt looked up at Lilly.

		

		"And what path is that?" he asked scowling at Lilly.

		

		"The one where what you asked your wife to do is wrong and she has just as much right to do what you wanted to do."

		

		Burt just sat there scowling. Lilly smiled at Gail, turned, and went back to her table. Paul was waiting for her with her chair out. She sat as Paul pushed the chair in under her cute bottom. Paul sat looking at Lilly.

		

		"What was that all about?" he asked.

		

		"Just setting a pig on the right path."

		

		"Tell, tell," said Paul.

		

		"He sent his wife in the bathroom to get me to go home with them so he could fuck me while she watched."

		

		Lilly was going to make Paul work for the information.

		

		"I see and she didn't want to?"

		

		"Nope. We had a little discussion about her coming home with you and me but she balked. I then took her to her husband and told him that I was taking his wife home with me and that both you and I were going to fuck the shit out of her. He balked."

		

		"What would you have done if he didn't?" Paul asked.

		

		"I guess you and me would have had our first threesome," replied Lilly smiling at her husband.

		

		"Oh."

		

		"Or we could just have taken her home had drinks and talked."

		

		Paul laughed as he watched the couple, they were talking about leaving the restaurant. Lilly also had a good laugh. She was so glad she had Paul.

		

		"Well, are you ready?" Paul asked.

		

		"I..." Lilly stopped looking at her husband. She shook her head and winked at him. "I'm ready to go home."

		

		"If that's what you want, dear."

		

		"It is. Thank you. And I'm sorry about not wanting to go to the club after what happened with Gail and her pig of a husband Burt."

		

		"No problem, sweetheart. It's all about what you want. What you want I want. That way we'll both be happy. At least I think we will."

		

		"Really?"

		

		"Yes."

		

		"Then on second thought, let's go to the club, I think I need to get fucked by a strange dick."

		

		Paul groaned as he walked his lovely wife to the car. He held her door open for her as she slipped in, letting her dress ride up. Closing the door, Paul hurried around to the driver's side. He was shaking with anticipation and excitement at what could happen tonight.

		

		~ ~ ~ ~

		

		The drive to the club was short. Lilly groaned the entire way there. In fact, her groans got louder the closer they got to the club. Paul just chuckled at his wife as she squirmed in her seat. As he pulled into a parking space, Lilly, grabbed her husband's arm holding him in the car. Paul looked at her questions on his face. She saw no disappointment in his eyes. Smiling she pulled his lips to hers. Paul reached to pull her face closer but his hand bumped into her breast. Lilly jumped a little, then pressed her tit into his hand sighing.

		

		Pushing Paul away, Lilly smiled at him. She then pulled her skirt up and slipped her panties down her stocking-clad legs. Paul groaned as she did. Then her smooth shaved pussy came into view and Paul groaned with delight. Smiling Lilly pushed her wet panties to Paul's nose. He sniffed them, groaning at her wonderful smell. Lilly, wiggled in her seat as her husband groaned at her smell. She could smell herself as they sat in the car.

		

		"All right, let's go," said Lilly softly.

		

		Nodding, Paul jumped out of the car and ran around to Lilly's side flinging the door open. Lilly slowly slid out of her seat, her dress sliding up her thighs until her naked pussy was on display. She spread her legs wide as she put her right leg out the door. Paul gasped at the sight of his wife's pussy. It was so beautiful to him that he swooned every time he saw it. Lilly smiled as she slipped farther out of the car. Paul caught her before she fell out, pulling her tightly to his body. Sighing, Lilly wrapped her arms around her husband, kissing him on his cheek.

		

		"Thank you, dear," said Lilly.

		

		"No, thank you, dear," replied Paul.

		

		They eventually untangled. Paul locked the car and escorted Lilly to the club door. The doorman looked Lilly up and down as he pulled the door open for them. Paul just smiled as they entered. Lilly sighed. She had never felt so turned on in her entire life as she did right this minute. She was sure that when she was dancing with another man she would think the same thing.

		

		Paul showed his card to the woman at the hostess podium. She smiled at him, taking his card and pressing it against a device. A green heart showed on the tiny display. She smiled even wider and took them to a table right next to the dance floor. Lilly looked at Paul after they were seated.

		

		"I have a card for you," said Paul pulling another card from his wallet.

		

		This card was gold with Lilly's name and picture on it. She looked at it closely.

		

		"And?" she said.

		

		"I gave them our last set of tests so we are cleared to engage with..."

		

		"With who?"

		

		"Any man that can produce a card like mine. If he can't or the card is red, you will not go with him anywhere."

		

		"Yikes. How?"

		

		"Magic. There's a chip in the card that controls the color of the card."

		

		"So, you can go with any woman with a gold card?"

		

		"I can if you would like me too," said Paul.

		

		Lilly's face suddenly flushed. She shook her head to clear the naughty thought she was having about herself and Paul with another couple. She cleared her head telling herself it was too soon for something like that. Tonight she was going to test Paul's resolve and only his resolve. A waitress put down drinks in front of them. Lilly hadn't even seen Paul let her know what they wanted.

		

		"It's all in the cards," said Paul softly. "Dance with me."

		

		Nodding, Lilly waited until Paul came around to help her up. She smiled at him as he took her hand in his and led her, the two steps onto the dance floor. She was in his arms, her pussy shoved up against his crotch as the slow, romantic music played. She sighed as Paul's cock grew in his pants to press against her vulva. It rubbed her clit just right. She was really starting to enjoy herself.

		

		"I love you," Lilly said softly.

		

		"I love you," replied Paul.

		

		"Good," she replied.

		

		Paul chuckled as he enjoyed his wife as she followed his every lead. Lilly, turned on, as she rubbed against Paul just couldn't believe what she was thinking. She couldn't wait for another man to ask her to dance. Her juices were starting to leak from her pussy. Paul had done a good job of getting her to this point. She would happily do what he wanted her to do, at least once. And if he didn't put a stop to it, she would continue until he did.

		

		"You turn me on so much," said Paul kissing her cheek.

		

		"I noticed. You have turned me on since the first time we met. I would have fucked you that night but you were such a gentleman, you walked me to my door and kissed me good night. I was leaking that night also," replied Lilly.

		

		"Ah, but I couldn't be sure until that second night when you dropped to your knees in the hallway and took my hard cock out and sucked me. Then you dragged me into your apartment and finished me. That was the night I knew you loved me," replied Paul.

		

		"Ah, I almost did that same thing the weekend before," said Lilly giggling.

		

		"And how many other men had you done that too?" asked Paul his cock jerking against Lilly.

		

		"Not now, here comes someone you might remember," said Lilly.

		

		Paul was tapped on the shoulder. He nodded, backing away from Lilly. The man nodded at him then took Lilly in his arms holding her close. Real close. Lilly smiled as Paul went back to their table. He heard Lilly sigh as a cock pressed against her pussy. Paul sat, watching his wife almost have sex on the dance floor. She was smiling and nodding at whatever the man was saying. Then he too was tapped on the shoulder. He stepped back from Lilly, nodding to her as the other man pulled Lilly gently against him.

		

		The band played a six-song set of slow romantic dance songs. Lilly danced with six different men. All of them pressed their cocks to her body. She rejected none of them. The first man to cut in was once again dancing with Lilly pressed to his body. As the set ended, he brought Lilly to Paul. He thanked Lilly. Lilly pulled his lips to hers for just an instant. He looked a little surprised as he looked at Paul and nodded. He turned and walked away, his cock leading the way.

		

		"And?" asked Paul as he helped Lilly to sit down.

		

		"And, I'm trying to make up my mind. It might take me a long time to do," said Lilly.

		

		Paul chuckled as he watched other couples on the floor. Lilly gulped down her drink. Paul raised his hand and a waitress was there with a new one for Lilly. She smiled at the waitress as she took a big gulp of her drink.

		

		"I want to dance with you some more. I don't want you to let anyone cut in on us. I need to talk about what could, might, happen tonight," said Lilly.

		

		"Of course, dear. Now?"

		

		"In a minute sweetheart. I did see that young lady come and asked you to dance. Why did you turn her down?" asked Lilly.

		

		"Tonight is your night. You wouldn't be concentrating on you if I was having a pussy pressed against me, now would you?"

		

		"I guess you're right. Thank you, dear."

		

		Lilly sat there thinking as she sipped her drink. Paul sipped his also, looking at his beautiful wife. He could see the gears going round and round as she thought about what could happen tonight.

		

		"Dance with me, dear," Lilly demanded.

		

		They were on the dance floor quickly. Paul's cock was hard and pressed into his wife's vulva, hard. Lilly sighed as he pressed against her.

		

		"You would like to watch me?" she asked.

		

		"Yes, for this first time and other times you might want me to," replied Paul.

		

		"Would you like to join in?" asked Lilly.

		

		"Not necessarily. Only if you want me to. Afterward though is another story."

		

		"How so?"

		

		"I want to feel your cunt filled with another's cum," replied Paul.

		

		"What?" squeaked Lilly.

		

		"You heard me."

		

		"I... I don't know what to say," said Lilly.

		

		"I would like to experience my wife used by others. When you come here alone, no matter where you go, I want you to come home sullied and full of his cum."

		

		"Will, you eat my cum filled pussy?" asked Lilly with an almost angry voice.

		

		"No," growled Paul. "I will fuck it all night long though. Then watch you clean me off with you dirty little slut mouth."

		

		Lilly almost fell to the floor as Paul said that. She was glad he had a firm grip on her shaking body. Paul could feel the orgasm flash through her body. Paul made it look like he had stumbled. Lilly looked up into his eyes. She saw love and lust there. No recriminations. Lilly stood back from Paul, took his hand, and led him to a table across the dance floor.

		

		"Jack, this is my husband Paul, let's go to that motel down the road," said Lilly.

		

		Both Jack and Paul gasped as Jack stood up immediately.

		

		"Two cars or one?" asked Jack.

		

		"Two," said Lilly. "My husband and I will be staying the night."

		

		Jack nodded, leading them out of the club. Paul was really surprised and could feel Lilly shaking with anticipation. She was going to do it, he was sure of it. Although, she could chicken out at the last minute, another reason why Paul wanted to be present. He didn't want the rejected man to get physical with his loving wife. As they walked to their car, Paul could feel the excitement Lilly was. She was shaking with it, or it could be fear. Before getting in the car, Paul looked around and spotted Jack standing by his. They both waved and got in their cars and drove to the exit of the lot.

		

		Paul was in the lead as he drove down the road to the sleazy motel not more than two blocks away from the club. Lilly was whimpering as they did.

		

		"You okay, dear?" asked Paul.

		

		"Yes. I'm a little scared. It's been a long time since I had a different dick in me and a different man atop me."

		

		"It has," Paul replied pulling into the lot of the motel.

		

		Paul saw Jack stop at the office, just as he was about to get out of his car and do the same. Jack came out, got in his car and drove past Paul, and parked in front of a room down the line. Paul followed, parking next to the driver's side of Jack's car. Jack was out and opening the door for Lilly in an instant. Paul chuckled at his wife's gasp as Jack handed her out of their car.

		

		Jack took Lilly's hot sweaty hand in his and led her to the door. Looking up, she saw the room number, 120, she gasped as the memory of her and Paul's first time was in a room numbered 120 in a sleazy motel a couple of blocks away from Lilly's parent's house. Jack slapped the keycard against the panel on the door, heard the click, and pushed down on the handle. Lilly started to shiver even more. Paul stood behind her, his hands on her hips.

		

		She sighed as she stepped through the doorway. It was dark inside until Jack turned on the lights. Again Lilly gasped. The inside of the room was beautiful. It looked nothing like a sleazy motel that the outside portrayed.

		

		"How?" she gasped.

		

		"The club owns a large block of rooms. They make sure that they are nice and kept that way for guests from the club. No outsiders ever see these rooms. You have to show your card at the desk so they give you one of these rooms and not the... others," said Jack.

		

		"Good to know," replied Paul.

		

		Lilly was now in the middle of the room looking around her in awe. She stopped, looking at Jack, as Paul closed and locked the door. Lilly jumped a little at the click of the deadbolt. Then pulled Jack's lips to hers. They kissed, passionately for a long time. Paul went around the room checking things and turning out some of the lights to make it more romantic for his wife. He also turned down the bed so Lilly would have clean, soft, sheets beneath her.

		

		Turning he saw Lilly break her kiss with Jack. She turned, looking at Paul, and slowly dropped to her knees. Paul nodded at her as she did. His anticipation of what he would be witnessing tonight increased. He was starting to shake like a horse at the gate. Moving around the pair, he stopped when he had the perfect position to watch Lilly's mouth as she unzipped Jack's pants. Once the belt and button were undone she roughly pushed his pants and boxers down his legs.

		

		Lilly gasped when she finely was able to see what had been pressed against her while they danced. Paul watched as she licked her lips. Looking at Paul, Lilly waited. Smiling Paul nodded. Lilly, still watching her husband, pushed her mouth down the hard cock in front of her. Jack moaned loudly, his head thrown back, eyes closed. Lilly also moaned as she watched the excitement on Paul's face. Then she turned her attention to the man she had in her mouth.

		

		Sucking on his hard cock, Lilly let her saliva get it nice and wet. When she started t bob her mouth up and down his dick, Jack cried out. Lilly moaned deep in her chest at his reaction to her mouth. She wondered what his reaction would be to sliding his cock into her cunt. Her whore cunt. She was now on her way to becoming the whore her husband wanted her to be and she was enjoying it, so far. The look in Paul's eyes told her all she needed to know. He was in lust with her and loved her, as she became his hot wife.

		

		Lilly slowly moved her mouth off of Jack's hard dick. She looked up into his eyes as he watched what she would do next. Still holding his cock, she slowly rose until she was standing looking into his eyes as she squeezed his cock gently.

		

		"Undress me," she said softly.

		

		This beautiful lady before him mesmerized Jack. She had just sucked his cock and to his amazement, she had sucked all of him into her mouth and down her throat. He had looked over at Paul and thought he too must have a large dick. But now, Jack had been ordered to undress this lovely woman and he wasn't the type of guy to disappoint a lady. Lilly turned so he could unzip her dress. She looked at her husband as the zipper was lowered oh so slowly down her back. She shivered at the look in Paul's eyes.

		

		Just the look he was giving her made her want to continue. There was no hesitation now. She needed this strange cock to fuck her. Tasting it had convinced her that she would enjoy it fucking the crap out of her and she wanted it to fuck the crap out of her and leave her filled with his creamy seed. Jack slipped the straps of her dress off her shoulders, letting them drop down her arms. Lilly shimmied so the dress just slid down her naked body.

		

		Jack took a step back, gasping at the beautiful woman now naked before him. His eyes wide with wonder and surprise, he saw something that only a few before him had ever seen. Her skin was smooth and the muscles under it rippled with strength and suppleness. When she turned back to face him, he gasped at the breast displayed for his enjoyment. They sat on her chest perfectly. As if held up by an invisible bra. Looking down, Lilly saw Jack's dick pulse with his increased heartbeat. She smiled, looking back up at Jack.

		

		"Take your clothes off and join me in bed," Lilly said softly.

		

		Jack nodded and started to disrobe. He was nude by the time Lilly was up on the bed looking at him. Slowly, he walked over to the bed looking down at her as she lay on her side waiting for him to join her. Reaching out, Lilly patted the bed beside her. Jack nodded, still standing, looking down at the wonderful, beautiful, woman. He couldn't believe his good fortune when she chose him. Climbing onto the bed, Jack took Lilly into his arms. She sighed as she rolled onto her back shivering at his touch. She was now his and would be as long as he could get it up and inside of her. Tonight.

		

		Paul stood, watching his wife surrender herself to the man she had chosen to be her first. He was so hard that his cock hurt but he wasn't going to touch himself. He wanted to fuck his wife, not jerk off. He wanted to fuck his wife's filled whore cunt. She knew he wanted to do that. Paul found a chair easy to move and that would seat him comfortably and allow him to watch his wife fucked by this stranger. He knew if he thought about what she was doing, he would probably come in his pants. He tried to watch but not think. It was hard, as hard as his dick.

		

		Lilly and Jack were making out. Jack's hands wandered Lilly's body. When he squeezed her tit the first time, she moaned as his fingers sank into her flesh. She heard Paul groan as Jack squeezed her tit.

		

		"Eat me," whispered Lilly pushing Jack's lips from hers.

		

		"I will, my dear. But now I must taste you, all over."

		

		Lilly shivered at his words. His lips started to move. Kissing her neck, then her shoulder, on down her chest. When his lips touched her nipples, Lilly almost swooned. When his teeth gently bit her nipple, she did. Jack looked up at Lilly's face and watched as her eyes fluttered. When they opened and stayed open, he continued with his journey down her body. Paul was amazed at his wife's reaction to a strange pair of lips on her naked flesh. He was also proud of his lovely wife. She was reacting just as he envisioned she would.

		

		Jack moved down Lilly's stomach, stopping at her navel. When he stuck his tongue in it she giggled and wiggled, pushing his head down to her vulva. He got the idea and kissed his way down her vulva to her clit. She squealed with pleasure when his tongue gently probed her folds and gently flicked her hooded clit. Her legs were now wide open. Wider than Paul had ever seen them. She lay there waiting. Waiting for Jack to stick his tongue into her vagina.

		

		Gently, Jack sucked on her labia. Lilly groaned loudly.

		

		"Oh my god, yes," Lilly hissed.

		

		Paul smiled as a stranger was eating his wife for the first time since they had been married. He was so proud to have such a beautiful wife who had finally found out about her sexuality. Paul was frozen in place, afraid to move lest he rubs his cock in some way making himself cum. Lilly was now slowly shaking her head back and forth as Jack sucked and licked her pussy.

		

		"Please... please fuck me," said Lilly softly.

		

		Jack looked up at her. Lilly was lying there, eyes closed, mouth open, breathing hard and fast.

		

		"Well?" asked Lilly, looking down at Jack.

		

		Nodding, Jack crawled up Lilly's body, stopping for just an instant at her beautiful tits. He gave each hard nipple a nip with his teeth. Lilly jerked. Then sighed as his cock touched her labia. Reaching between them, she moved his cockhead up and down her slit several times. Then she lined it up with her opening.

		

		"In... put it in, now," shouted Lilly.

		

		Jack pushed slowly into her body. Lilly pulled her hand out from between them as he entered her. Now both her arms were around Jack's shoulders, her legs spread wider than Paul had ever seen them, waiting for Jack to completely enter her.

		

		"Oh god, yes," hissed Lilly once again. "In, in, push it in all the way!"

		

		Jack kept pushing into her slow and easy.

		

		"I want to savor this moment, dear. You just feel so good to press into," said Jack softly.

		

		Lilly moaned as Jack slowly pressed into her body. Lilly turned her head, looking for Paul. When she spotted him, she smiled at him and mouthed 'thank you'. Paul smiled back and nodded. Jack was finally all the way inside Lilly. Her head went back, eyes closed, as a low moan came from her throat. Jack also moaned loudly.

		

		"Oh fuck," said Jack loudly.

		

		"Oh god," croaked Lilly, her hips moving up and down against Jack. "Fuck me."

		

		Smiling Jack slowly pulled out of Lilly until just the head of his cock was just inside her entrance. Lilly was now looking Jack in the eyes. He was staring back at her.

		

		"Ready?" Jack asked.

		

		"Yes," hissed Lilly.

		

		Jack slammed into her body, slapping his pelvis against hers. Lilly screamed with the sudden filling of her vagina with a large dick. That the scream was in pleasure, Paul had no doubt, as Lilly's gaze never left Jacks. Then Jack was pulling back and once more slamming into Lilly immediately. Over and over, Jack slammed into Paul's wife. Each time Jack filled her pussy, Lilly shouted her joy.

		

		"Oh fuck!" she shouted.

		

		Jack grunted with each thrust into Lilly. Out, in, slap, over and over again. Suddenly, Lilly was bucking her hips up to meet each and every thrust of Jack's, screaming her pleasure. Jack was grunting with each slam into Lilly.

		

		"Come for me," whispered Lilly.

		

		That did it for Jack. One final slam and he was grunting as his hips twitched. Paul knew he was filling his wife's cunt with his semen. Paul sighed at the sight of Jack jerking his hips against Lilly's hips.

		

		"That's it, baby, fill me to overflowing," said Lilly softly.

		

		Jack jerked his hips one last time with a long-drawn-out sigh. Lilly sighed too but held Jack with her legs and arms. Slowly, Jack's cock slipped from Lilly's grip and she unwrapped her arms and legs from around him. He slowly kissed her as he moved to her side.

		

		"Oh my god," whispered Lilly as their lips parted.

		

		"My words exactly. Thank you, dear, that was amazing," said Jack. "And thank you, sir, for sharing your lovely wife with me."

		

		"Huh?" said Lilly. "What are you a one and done?"

		

		"No, no, you misunderstand. I'm here as long as you will let me stay, yet I can see your husband is chomping at the bit to get his turn."

		

		"Well, you can lay right there while he does. I would love to be able to reach over and hold your dick while he fucks me with his. It will bring a certain reality to the situation. Don't you think?" said Lilly.

		

		Paul was now naked, climbing up the bed, his hard pulsing cock brushing her thighs. At each touch of his cock, she jumped and gasped. Paul finally took hold of his cock and rubbed it up and down Lilly's slit. It was now shiny with Jack's cum. Paul couldn't wait any longer and slammed his cock into Lilly.

		

		"Holy fuck!" Lilly shouted as Paul mashed his pelvis against hers.

		

		"Oh my god, this better than I ever thought it would be," gasped Paul as he pressed into Lilly's body, hard.

		

		"Well, then fuck me," shouted Lilly, bucking her hips against Paul.

		

		Paul just grunted as he pulled his cock from his wife. Then he was slamming back into her, over and over. She was screaming with pleasure and surprise at his fervor. Jack was watching them and his cock was on the rise. Lilly reached over, took Jack's semi-hard cock in her hand, and gave it a squeeze. Jack grunted with pleasure. Paul was slamming into her harder and harder as his orgasm built. Lilly was in heaven or what she thought heaven could be. Not only did she have her husband's dick in her body, but she had her lover's dick in her hand. Something she had never even thought of doing since she married Paul.

		

		For fifteen minutes Paul slammed into his wife. Finally, he could take no more. He had been watching her face, but when he looked over to see what she was doing with her left hand, he went nuts to see her jerking on Jack's cock while bucking her hips up to meet his thrusts. Paul started to cum into his wife's already slimy pussy. He pressed his pelvis against hers. She was trying to get more of him inside herself. They were both coming hard.

		

		"Oh fuck!" shouted Lilly as she not only squeezed Paul's cock with her vagina, but Jack's cock with her hand.

		

		Paul just growled like an animal as he filled his wife with his load of cum.

		

		"Jesus!" shouted Jack as Lilly squeezed him.

		

		It wasn't a shout of pain, just of surprise that a petite woman like Lilly could have that much strength in her hand. Paul finally collapsed to Lilly's right. Lilly was pulling on Jack's cock. Jack finally got the message and rolled between Lilly's thighs, letting her guide his hard cock into her body. For the next hour, the men took turns fucking Lilly. As the time passed, each one took longer and longer to cum, to Lilly's delight. When both men lay exhausted on either side of Lilly, she finally realized what she had done and shivered so hard the bed shook.

		

		"What's the matter, dear?" asked Paul.

		

		"I just realized what has happened tonight," replied Lilly.

		

		"What's that?"

		

		"I will want to do this again and again. Not only for you but for myself. Especially, for myself."

		

		"Good," croaked Paul.

		

		"Shower. I need to shower. With you both," said Lilly.

		

		Both men groaned as they got out of bed, helping Lilly up.

		

		~ ~ ~ ~

		

		It was a brightly lit morning when they pulled up in the driveway. Lilly was just a little embarrassed by that. Paul watched his wife as her color rose up her face. She was blushing about getting home so late, early, after a night out. Paul was around to help her out of the car. She slipped out, her dress sliding up her legs so her pussy was on display. Her pussy was all puffy and red, the blood of excitement still hadn't drained from her sex.

		

		"God that looks so good," said Paul. "That I could just kneel down right here and lick that just fucked pussy you have there, dear."

		

		"Don't you dare? At least not, out here. Once we get in the house, fine, but not here," growled Lilly as her feet touched the ground.

		

		Wiggling her hips, her dress fell into place covering her sex. Paul sighed as she took his arm and they walked up to the front door. Once inside, Paul dropped to his knees and pushed Lilly's dress up, and almost slammed his face against her pussy. Lilly cried out in surprise.

		

		"Jesus! You can't wait until we're in the bedroom?"

		

		Standing, Paul, almost ripped the dress off of Lilly. She gasped in surprise. His next action really caught her by surprise. Paul wrapped her in his arms, swept her feet from under her, and had her on the floor, all in one smooth move. His face pressed to her pussy, licking and sucking the tender flesh.

		

		"Oh god!" Lilly shouted.

		

		~ ~ ~ ~

		

		For the next two weeks, Lilly went to the club alone. That first week, she found she had to park on the street and walk up to the front door. A note hung there. 'You don't have a key, you will knock to be let in' she was surprised. She stood there looking in her purse, yep, no key on her key ring. She knocked. The door flew open, her husband standing in the door to bar her entry. She gasped as he pulled her into his arms and kissed her bruised lips. The man she had been with had been just a little rough, but she had liked what he did to her.

		

		Paul kissed Lilly, in the doorway. His hand went up her dress and to her pussy. It was still creamy. Pulling his lips from hers, he looked into her eyes.

		

		"No shower?" he asked.

		

		"No. I remember last week how turned on you were," replied Lilly standing there with her husband's finger in her pussy.

		

		"Good. Now get your whore ass in here," said Paul pulling Lilly inside by her pussy.

		

		When the door closed, Lilly attacked her husband. She needed him inside her. She needed him to make her his once again. She didn't know how or why she did, she just did.

		

		"Fuck me!" she shouted pulling her dress from her body and laying down at Paul's feet.

		

		~ ~ ~ ~

		

		The next week was the same. She would come home and Paul would almost fuck her in the doorway. She was so excited each time she came home she almost couldn't control herself. Then there were those nights Paul wasn't home due to work, she took a shower at the motel, pulled up in the drive as his car was gone, and quietly went inside to bed all the time wishing he was there to take her back. His taking her back didn't happen until later that day when he returned from out of town.

		

		And so it went. Lilly went to the club every Friday night, came home still full of cum, and was fucked by her husband on the living room floor. He then took her to bed and made sweet gentle love to her. For the rest of the week, he made love to her, never fucking her. By Friday night, Lilly was ready to get fucked by a strange dick or dicks. Sometimes, she liked two men at the same time. Something she would have never done before that first night with Paul and Jack.

		

		She and Jack spent a lot of nights together. About once every couple of months, Paul went with her to the club. He really liked to watch her getting fucked. Those nights were really special to Lilly, she so loved him watching her. The two were extremely happy with how their lifestyle had turned out.

		

		And most Saturday mornings, Lilly would make that Hot Wife walk of shame up the driveway.

		

		# # # #
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		About the Author

		

		When Xavier was an adolescent, he devoured books in the category of science fiction. All types of science fiction. From the future military novels and shorts stories by David Drake, Andrew & William Keith and Keith Laumer, to the geopolitical novels of Mack Reynolds and Gordon R. Dickson, he liked them all. Fantasy stories on the other hand did not quite have an appeal for him in fact the only fantasy type series Xavier read were the Pern novels by Anne McCaffrey.

		

		By far Xavier's favorite authors were Robert A. Heinlein, Gordon R. Dickson, Christopher Anvil and Fred Saberhagen. From Fred Saberhagen’s Berserker series to Robert Heinlein’s Starship Troopers, he fell in love with military sci-fi. He also thoroughly enjoyed Gordon R. Dickson’s Dorsai series where the future of combat in the universe is in the hands of mercenaries. Stories of cataclysmic destruction of the world we know today fascinated him also. Near future history sci-fi, post apocalyptic sci-fi. How the human spirit would cope dealing with a situation completely foreign to them.

		

		Another aspect of sci-fi Xavier found fascinating was the prospect of time travel or inter-dimensional travel. What would happen if you suddenly found yourself in another time? What would you do? How would you react? What if…

		

		Xavier first started writing in 1989, after finding himself laid off from his first full time job after graduating. During that time, he started three different novellas’, all of which have been lost due to a disk malfunction. After a long hiatus, he started again in late 2004. His first efforts were not up to his own standards for publication. Xavier has since reworked some of them and published them on web sites where they were well received. This has made him bold enough to attempt to publish via an eBooks publisher.
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