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Chapter One

A New Job

◆◆◆

I rushed my husband and kids out of bed and into their respective en-suite showers, hurriedly sliding breakfast onto the table after they dressed. While they ate, I loitered patiently near our front door, desperate for them to finish and leave even though it was earlier than usual.

My heart pounded excessively, and I cringed everywhere except on my face for fear of giving myself up. I was terrified at what sleazy treachery I was about to commit and the fact that my family might discover.

As each beloved family member exited past me through the front door, I handed out their lunches, and school bags, giving each a loving kiss with a bonus cheeky ass slap for my husband, which turned me on even more than I already was.

I’d enjoyed a restless night of sleazy dreams, at least one sneaky rub of my swollen, sticky clitoris while Steve slept, and a lewd encounter with a shower head an hour earlier before waking my family.

Nothing could quench my desire.

When Steve spun around and stepped closer, cupping my ass cheeks suggestively, wanting a longer, sexier, and more lingering kiss, I gave it to him, enjoying how his tongue tantalized mine, making my pussy lips tremble and filling my panties with more shameful sticky arousal.

It stressed me much more when my phone pinged repeatedly as messages stacked up from my friend Tiffany. When I closed the front door and ensured my privacy, I sat on a kitchen stool and composed myself, frowning, shutting my eyes, and counting to ten.

Nothing stopped my fingers from trembling.

Even though my anxiety had been piqued and I was panicked, I swallowed that fear and prepared myself to be fucked by strangers. I stared down at my phone and focused on the messages sent by my friend, pimp, and business partner, Tiffany.

They all want to cum inside you, Emma.

Are they wearing condoms?

No. They want to fuck you bareback and unload their semen inside your pussy, condom free.

Tiffany couldn’t be more straightforward, and I set my phone down gently as though it were radioactive, stood up, and walked to a window, staring out. I was contained in a tawdry bubble of sexual ambiguity and moral decay, terrified by the choices that had got me here but more horrified about the next one because of its finality and significant meaning for my loving marriage.

Emma?

Emma?

Will you be fucked on their terms, or should I cancel the whole thing?

I frowned and pulled lasciviously on my lip, then came to a decision. My fingers flashed across the phone screen in disbelief at the words I typed. When I closed my eyes and hit send, I sat heavily on a sofa and stared at the text.

I’ll let them all cum inside me… no condoms, bareback, please. I want this! Don’t cancel!

I hate condoms anyway, and with five high-net-worth customers lined up to fuck me, it was too late to cancel my inaugural gangbang. I needed the cash, and the guys were already waiting with solid cocks to fill my pussy with semen. Once the first guy filled me with his cum, I knew any further fucking of my hole would feel better for everyone else condom free.

Good. They are going to love fucking you, baby girl.

Per the client’s request, I wore a waitress outfit and slung on an overcoat, covering myself before dashing over the road to Tiffany’s home. She opened the door before I arrived and ushered me into her hallway, helping me off with my coat.

“They’re naked and eager to fuck you.”

“That’s great. Have they paid yet?”

“Two grand each, yes. There’s a bonus if the biggest cock can do anal with you. He’s not arrived yet, though.”

“How much extra ?”

Hold on, did I just fucking say that?

“Another thousand bucks.”

“I meant, how much bigger is his cock than the others?”

“Oh, sorry, Em. He’s just shy of eight inches and very thick.”

“Fuck. That’s huge, especially for any girl’s back passage. I’ve only ever had one that size and didn’t do anal.”

“I have plenty of lube and a dispensing tool that can apply it deep inside you.”

“Dispensing tool?”

Tiffany held up both hands, grinning cheekily while wiggling her fingers. She was chilled out, but then running high-class hookers was her business, and in any event, she wasn’t the one taking a giant cock in her back passage.

I considered my options, then nodded consent. I wanted money for a new car and was determined we’d have a BMW. My husband deserved it, and my pussy would deliver. Now, it seemed my anus would help out as a secondary revenue-generating stream, too.

I stepped into Tiffany’s living room, enjoying a few low whistles and murmurs of approval, bathing in their appreciative glances. I’m a hot, twenty-eight-year-old, yummy mommy who runs and works out a lot. Even after squeezing out a couple of kids, I still have an amazingly tight pussy hole that my husband fucks most nights.

When Tiffany tried me out in advance of our agreement, she said my pussy clamped down on her fingers like a vice.

“On the couch, please, Emma.”

My friend took control of our gangbang, carefully inspecting each cock, kneeling, peeling foreskins where necessary, sniffing, and checking everyone’s hygiene before popping them in her mouth and sucking the clients off till they were hard.

I was aroused before I arrived, but now, watching the preparation for my pounding, my gusset warmed and was beyond full of cream seeping from my desperately wanton pussy. A tiny bead of shame escaped my gusset’s double cotton fabric lining, dribbling down my silken thigh into the hollow at the back of my knee, where it paused.

I didn’t dare reach down with a tissue to wipe it, terrified they would see and consider me a slut.

I am a slut.

I propped myself into the corner of Tiffany’s dark red leather sofa, arching my back against its low Chesterfield-style arms and back. I spread my legs wide apart, presenting my freshly shaven pussy to be fucked on the forward edge of the sofa seat cushion.

“Two of you guys grip her ankles carefully and hold slutty Emma wide open. While the first one fucks her pussy, the spare guy gets to fuck her mouth for as long as he wants. Once you nut inside her, you guys must change around in whatever order you agreed.”

“How many shots do we get inside her, please?”

“You’ve paid for one go each.”

“Can I have a second go if I need it, please? I’ll pay more.”

Tiffany eyeballed me for an answer, and the atmosphere in the room was electrified. I considered the request, reeling around in a hazy, intoxicated quandary.

Oh fuck.

I’m a hooker.

Why not enjoy and make money?

I frowned, then nodded and gasped, shocked by my lewd behavior. We’d agreed on a twenty percent discount for anyone wanting to fuck me a second time. I worried that my husband, Steve, might like to make love tonight, but I figured I could satisfy him with a blowjob.

“Take the money now, please, Tiffany.”

I wouldn’t allow an empty wallet trick to stall my car purchase. Despite our upper-middle-class status and the fact I had never cheated on my husband, today I was a cum slut to be used, and if these guys would fuck and fill me with baby-making seed, I was damn well making sure I got paid.

I was surprised at how gentle they were, handling me carefully and spreading both legs wide open, holding each ankle as far apart as my muscles and joints allowed. When they split me wide open and my labia parted, feeling sticky, a musky pussy aroma wafted, flaring my nostrils. I stared down and saw a glistening fuck hole with a gaping slit and tiny tendril strands of my sticky cream connected swollen labia.

“That’s a beautiful pussy, Emma.”

“Thank you.”

I smiled at the stranger about to fuck me, surprised by how polite he spoke, noticing his cock was bigger than my husband’s. They all had more enormous cocks than I had fucked for years. It would be a morning to remember, and finally, I relaxed, wanting to enjoy my new money-making venture.

When one cock pressed hard, parting my swollen labia, he bounced a bulbous glans back and forth, dipping gently inside my fuck hole until my cream lubed his glans. He gripped my ass cheeks, prised them wide apart, then leaned in, thrusting tentatively until his solid shaft slid balls deep inside my throbbing cunt.

I felt glad to have just come off my period in time for this booking, having had no sex the week before that. I was desperate for cock and had five in the room, with another yet to come.

My fuck hole felt tighter and more prepared for a gang bang, having gone without my husband’s cock for a week.

Tiffany insisted all her girls had no sex for at least five days before a fuck gig because the clients deserved pristine pussy. If the paying guest wanted to share me with friends, that was fine, but no hubby cum was allowed inside me before my client enjoyed what he paid for.

Most other girls on Tiffany’s register had husbands who’d signed off on their daily side hustle, but I hadn’t discussed mine with Steve. We had never talked about cuckolding, and now it was too late because it was happening.

The first cock stretched my hole wide while I squeezed soft pussy walls around his gnarly shaft, milking him.

My pink cathedral, recently menstruated, rejoiced its new favorite blue veiny cock. I sighed with relief when my swains face lit up in ecstasy, knowing he felt my cunt was exquisite. It was the final puzzle piece that settled my nerves, and I relaxed, enjoying the cock reaming my tight hole while its owner clawed my ass cheeks for leverage.

He smiled affectionately with saucer-like eyes and dilated pupils. Although I kept a straight face, I couldn’t help sneaking a secret chuckle to myself, seeing that the guy fucking me had caught some mild feelings. He fucked me gently, with a long cock stroke, bottoming out deep inside, grinding his pubic bone against my swollen labia.

I tilted my head back, and a second, larger cock slid across my forehead and nose, knocking gently against my lips, pleading for access. I reached for, then gripped my client’s thick, iron solid shaft around its base, gently peeling his foreskin back.

A pungent pre-cum veneer smelled terrific, and its salty, burning taste seared my taste buds, even more so when I licked, then sucked his delicious, glistening, smooth glans as it probed deep into my throat.

His ballsacks were pristine clean, and shaven, resting on my forehead as I tilted my neck further back to swallow more of his gnarly, solid cock. I stroked my flattened tongue from side to side across the taut banjo string underneath his glans before sliding it along his bloated urethra, taking him deeper and chewing his shaft on the way down.

My reproductive organs exploded in a Fourth of July fireworks display, tickling, trembling, and shuddering in pre-orgasmic joy while my swain pumped my fuck hole harder, deeper, and faster than I had been taken in years. Oxytocin-rich blood flooded my organs like a surging chemical tsunami flushing through my body, warming my soul.

I ascended to become a hotwife hooker that I desired to be, paid for like a common whore, and I loved it. My synapsis lined up, lit, and exploded, tugging lasciviously at my soul as every taboo I’d considered inviolate was broken, and my inhibitions urged me to take pride in getting my clients off.

I must explain to Steve why I can’t give this up.

I rode blissfully towards an orgasm when the cock inside my pussy flooded my womb with a hot, potent seed. I knew my decision was right because it felt good, warm, and cozy, and I reveled in his orgasm like a luxuriant, proud, and satisfied slutty housewife.

While I sucked and licked his friend’s shaft, my pussy swain jerked and bounced from one foot to the other on tiptoes, with his rigid cock crushing my cervix, twitching vigorously, spraying his seed deep inside me like a thrashing out-of-control firehose.

Rope after rope of warm cum spilled deep inside me, eventually dribbling out and onto the leather sofa when his increasingly flaccid cock slid out of my gaping wide, well fucked hole.

“I’ve got the cleanup ready. You carry on sucking your lover off, Emma.”

My lover?

Fuck!

What have I done?

I felt Tiffany’s hand, covered in tissue, cup my pussy, catching a cum pie as it sluiced from my pulsating fuck hole. My manager inserted two fingers inside me, scooping and draining his cream while my face contorted in shame. Nevertheless, I relentlessly continued sucking and licking the cock, throbbing gently inside my mouth.

From the corner of my eye, I saw Tiffany enter the frame, pointing at my tightly clenched lips while staring at the guy pounding his cock in and out of them.

“Do you want to cum inside Emma’s pussy, or will you nut there, in her mouth.”

I squeezed the base of his cock, wanking him encouragingly with one hand while rubbing his perineum with two fingers from the other. I felt his cock twitch gently and knew he wouldn’t leave my throat.

“I’ll stay here and fill her mouth.”

Thank fuck… I need it.

“Where’s your wallet, sweetheart? Cum-in-mouth costs more.”

“Help yourself.”

“Emma, I’ll take his cash, but please don’t spill a drop, or we’ll have to refund.”

I rubbed the tender, smooth slipway from his balls to a wrinkled anus, brushing my finger lightly over the ridges of his spangled whorl. He tiptoed, leaning gently into my mouth as if face fucking me, gripping both of my ears, pulling and pushing.

I wanked his cock harder, sliding one finger up to the first knuckle inside his back passage. He gasped, enjoying getting fingered, relaxing his butt cheeks and anus as though encouraging more.

The guy who’d already fucked me swapped over with his friend, holding an ankle. A fresh, bony cock slid deep inside my pussy, gliding effortlessly on his friend’s cum. My fuck hole felt wider, and deep inside, I was disgustingly sloppy, but he groaned, clearly satisfied, fucking me hard, like a massive piston.

The guy fucking me was a grunter, and I felt happy enjoying the audible feedback from his pleasured sensation of fucking my cunt.

At the mouth end, I slid my digit inside my lover’s asshole up to the second knuckle, pressing the soft tissue walls of his rectum until I nudged the prostate treasure nearby. I squeezed my throat gently, forcing his moans louder, milking him.

I fucked his anus with a few steady strokes of my stiff finger, in tune with the solid thrusts of a giant cock pounding in and out of my pussy. I cricked my throat slightly, allowing his shaft to slip deeper inside, cramming my windpipe full while I squeezed hard, focused on his pleasure, enjoying gagging on a cock for the first time in a week.

Saliva gathered in my chin dimple, and I felt a long drool drop to the floor.

The cock deep in my cunt bottomed out against my cervix, prompting an explosive flood of pleasure throughout my reproductive organs. Orgasmic flutters of bliss shuddered through my whole body, firing synapses, celebrating my choices.

I slid the cock out from my mouth, suckling on its glistening head, wanking the man's shaft while ass fucking him with delicate finger strokes. I ignored my pleasure needs, squeezing my pussy walls on my swains cock, feeling proud to control two guys and their orgasms.

When the guy face fucking me orgasmed, shooting his cum in ropes of waxy white delight, I gulped quickly to clear my mouth, ensuring no drop was spilled. My tonsils were coated with his salty load, and I choked, sucking his glans harder while he trembled when I squeezed his prostate, milking him dry, licking clean any residue.

When I popped my finger out of his asshole, Tiffany dragged my wrist away quickly, wiping my digit clean while he stooped down and kissed my forehead, whispering.

“That was the best sex I ever had, Emma.”

I felt lifted, my self-esteem was elevated, and I knew this slutty lifestyle must continue. I studied my pussy swain and smiled encouragingly, knowing I was in complete control of his pleasure.

“Go on, babe. Please cum inside me.”

I nodded my approval and consent, and that’s all it took; my kindness started his explosive orgasm. He hadn’t lasted long fucking me, but I knew he’d saved his semen for days to unload it inside me, and that felt good.

He groaned noisily, repeatedly, then screamed and shuddered violently while his cock twitched and jerked deep inside me, decanting his load.

When he slid his cream-covered cock out, Tiffany pulled another wet wipe, and I watched in awe at how attentively she cleaned them and me. As my swains relaxed, sitting wherever they felt comfortable, I enjoyed a belly full of cum.

“Will you try the anal session right away, Emma, please?”

I smiled and nodded enthusiastically.

“Of course. I already agreed. Can you lube me up, please?”

“I wouldn’t have it any other way, sweetie. Flip yourself over.”

I turned over and kneeled on Tiffany’s leather sofa while she snapped a latex glove onto her fist.

I raised my ass, and she prised my cheeks apart, slathering waterproof lubricant around my spangled flower.

“Relax, babe, I’m going deep inside.”

Her finger slid seamlessly deep inside my back passage, then back out, where she reloaded with lube and thrust inside me again. I felt two fingers probe when Tiffany stretched my sphincter and back passage wide, scooping copious lube inside, plastering my soft tissue walls.

After she’d widened my back passage, I felt the lube bottle nozzle slide deep inside my hole. When Tiffany squeezed, I felt ice-cold lube fill me up.

The doorbell rang, and I thought it must be our last punter of the day. Strangely, the others were dressing to leave. Tiffany showed them out while letting my anal fuck buddy in.

When my ex-boyfriend walked into the room, I froze, terrified and confused. Halfway through a turn, with my ass sticking in the air, a shaven well fucked cunt still dripped semen onto the floor, and a lubricated anus was perfectly presented for him to fuck.

My heart pounded like it tried ripping my rib cage open to escape, and I felt tears welling in my eyes. The moment felt humiliating, and I was such a slut, stupid for believing I could get away with it.

“Jump up and let Josh have his turn, sweetie.”

“What the fuck, Tiffany?”

“C’mon Emma, Josh is just a client. The fact that he’s your ex-boyfriend is irrelevant. When he discovered you were on the circuit, this gorgeous man couldn’t book a session with you fast enough.”

Josh looked beseechingly at me, clasping his palms together in prayer without any sign of judgment. I couldn’t believe I’d been set up, but since he was my favorite ex-boyfriend and seemed willing to pay top dollar, it seemed a shame to ruin the day.

“Please, Emma, I always wanted us to do anal.”

“Your cock is too fucking big, Josh.”

My friend and pimp lay a calming hand on my shoulder while I frowned and bit my bottom lip, wanting to have my back passage fucked, while terrified of the consequences.

“I’ve lubricated your asshole already, Emma. I’ll stay and help Josh fuck you.”


Chapter Two

Scratching An Itch

◆◆◆

I took a moment to assess our situation. Tiffany had set me up to be fucked in the asshole by my ex-boyfriend, Josh. He seemed desperate to have me and was willing to pay for the pleasure he’d previously freely enjoyed when we were together.

I felt Josh’s desire was genuine; otherwise, he wouldn’t have booked me and visited my friend’s house to enjoy his whore.

I studied my former lover and noted his desperate, lascivious expression, enjoying how he stared in amazement at his friend’s semen oozing from my gaping wide open pussy. Josh was aflame - that much I recognized from our past lovemaking experiences.

“You look very turned on, Josh.”

“Of course I am. Emma, you’re a beautiful woman, and I have fond memories of us.”

“We had our day, though, honey. It didn’t work out between us.”

“I’m here as a paying customer today, but I’ve got to say, I wish we did this when dating.”

“Did what? A gangbang.”

“Oh fuck… damn right, Emma.”

“Would you have let me fuck other guys when we were engaged, Josh?”

“Yes, definitely.”

“I wish I’d known.”

I closed my eyes and counted to ten, squirming on the leather couch from intense arousal, remembering many times when I’d choked on Josh’s enormous cock, trying to suck him off. He had fucked my pussy almost every night when we lived together except when I got my period, filling my hole more frequently than any other guy, including Steve, my beloved husband.

My nerves were piqued because I was over Josh and happily married with children, albeit recently converted into a slut. I wasn’t looking for romance or love through Tifanny’s service, only cash and great sex. The idea of fucking my ex-boyfriend felt like I was circling back to another time and place as I imagined what might have been had he released my inner slut.

He’s right fucking here.

Why the fuck did I do this?

Josh has such a big cock.

“We couldn’t do anal when we were engaged, Josh. What makes you think I can take that enormous cock inside my ass now?”

“It’s a financial transaction this time.”

“That sounds a bit odd. Can you explain what you mean, please?”

“I don’t care about you romantically anymore, Em. Don’t get me wrong, you were the most incredible love of my life until you weren’t. I have no feelings for you and won’t worry about hurting you because it isn’t my responsibility.”

“Wow? That sounds quite harsh. Did you come here to hurt me, honey?”

Tiffany interceded between us to avoid any conflict.

“He means if you choose to try anal, it's your job, babe. If you agree to let Josh fuck you in the ass, it's not about love, and he’s not responsible for your safety. I am.”

Josh nodded, smiling warmly, and I processed the cold, hard facts, coming down to earth with a bump, understanding the realities of transactional sex. It was nice to see Josh, and his obvious attraction to me lifted my self-esteem, but I had no feelings either and had no right to expect him to care about my choice.

Josh’s giant cock tented his sweatpants, a sign he was headed for the gym after squirting his load inside my rectum.

“Why do you need this so badly, Josh? Why fuck me in the ass now?”

“I need to scratch an itch so badly, babe. Anal feels like unfinished business between us, and I can’t sleep because of a recurring fantasy about you.”

I harbored mixed emotions because I’d already earned a fortune from a gang bang I’d enjoyed. Anal would hurt me, and I wasn’t sure I’d want it. I still liked Josh but had no lingering romantic feelings, owing him nothing, but since he’d already paid Tiffany, it seemed reasonable to deliver on his fantasy if possible.

Josh looked worried, so I smiled reassuringly while trying to calm my excitement. I stared at him, studying the man I almost married, and got lost in thought, pulling on my bottom lip while frowning like a wanton slut. I stopped and glanced away when I realized my whoreish behavior.

“Let’s try anal, babe. If I can’t take your cock, Tiffany will refund you.”

“Thank you, Emma.”

“You’re welcome.”

I turned away from Josh, filled with trepidation, and leaned over the sofa arm, pointing up and presenting him my ass to mount. He undressed quickly, and I glanced back, gulping when his eight-inch solid veiny cock hove into view. I cringed when Tiffany tore another handful of tissues from a box, mopping up semen from my drenched, swollen pussy. She cleaned in the most thorough but sleazy way, wiping from my throbbing clitoris to the anal whorl about to get demolished, tossing the semen-soaked waste into a nearby basket.

I saw Josh staring at my well fucked slit, beaming joyfully.

“The guys fucked you real good, Emma.”

“They did well, and I had a great time.”

“I told them you’d be their best fuck ever.”

I can’t believe my ex had a hand in promoting me as a whore.

Josh hopped excitedly from one foot to the other, more aroused than I’d ever seen him. He only cared about emptying his seed inside my back passage. It felt strange to prepare myself to be fucked by the former love of my life, having no care for him anymore.

The feeling is mutual, so don’t worry. Josh couldn’t care a fuck about me either!

When Josh and I were together, his cock always fit perfectly inside my pussy, but my back passage was way too tight for him to fuck me there. Every time he tried to slide his cock inside my ass, the pain when his glans popped open my sphincter felt too much to bear. When I screamed and writhed on the end of his cock, Josh always backed away.

I watched Tiffany produce a large syringe with a tapered plastic end nozzle, deducing it was a lube gun. She wet a finger, rubbed the ridges around my anal whorl, licked the nozzle, and slid it slowly inside my rectum.

I enjoyed having my anus pierced more than I cared to admit, frowning while hiding a pleasured smile. When Tiffany pressed the plunger, I was filled with a chilly, sticky lubricant to help Josh fuck my asshole.

I faced the wall, tensing every muscle, and felt his knees press into the soft leather sofa seat cushion behind me when he straddled me with one leg on either side of my ankles like a stallion on his broodmare.

I breathed deeply, severely panicked, blinking several times, with a racing heartbeat that pounded solidly against my ribcage. I felt comforted when Tiffany knelt before me, holding my chin between her palms. She eyeballed me, offering an encouraging smile.

“Is it your first time doing anal, Em?”

I nodded, curling my trembling bottom lip down, ready to cry because I felt terrified of being hurt.

“Breathe normally, try to relax, and let Josh take you however he wishes. It’s all part of the job, honey. Once your anal seal is broken, you’ll love being fucked inside there. We’ll deal with tissue tearing around your sphincter afterward. I have loads of healing creams and vitamin oils.”

“His cock is so fucking big, though, Tiffany.”

“I know, but honestly, once your back passage is nice and wide, we’ll take anal bookings on you like there’s no tomorrow.”

I nodded, cringing and twitching when Josh’s glans rubbed my sphincter, collecting lube before his onslaught inside me.

“You can fuck her now, Josh, but you must stop if I tell you.”

When Josh pressed his cock against my anal whorl, it bounced back several times. When my tight, pink seal popped under pressure, I squeaked and gasped a few times, absorbing sharp, stinging pains. I writhed around uncomfortably on the first two inches of Josh’s cock, clawing the couch leather with sharp fingernails while arching my back.

When he crammed more cock inside my back passage, I slammed my forehead into the stiff leather of Tiffany’s couch and cried out. Minor tears ripped the skin around my sphincter, eliciting my cries of pain.

“Sorry, Emma, but I must press on.”

“Okay… oh my! Oh fuck!”

My sphincter stretched wide, and my rectal walls expanded slowly, engorged with blood. I felt every gnarl and bloated vein on Josh’s cock as they pressed hard against my side walls on their passage through. I tensed my stomach and squeezed back against his solid shaft, clamping repeatedly on an unrelenting solid cock.

I gasped, grabbing Tiffany’s shoulders and pulling her face into mine.

“I can’t do this.”

“You’ve got this, Emma. Try to relax. Unless you tell me that Josh must stop, your back passage is about to be fucked by a marauding Viking. Steel yourself, seize the day, and enjoy the ride, babe.”

“Okay… oh fuck! I’ll try.”

“Good girl. You’re doing great. Josh’s cock is almost halfway inside you, and there is only a slight trickle of blood.”

“Blood?”

“Of course, honey. Your asshole is going to hurt for at least a week after this pounding, but I promise you, the feeling of being taken in the back passage by an ex-boyfriend will linger in your finger vault for years.”

When she crouched before me, gripping my hand, I stared deep into Tiffany’s eyes, buoyed by her confidence in me. My flight response was triggered, but I hung on to the cash and my honor, twitching and grunting like a whore.

I am a whore that needs the cash.

I steeled myself to the challenge, relaxed my stomach and other muscles controlling my asshole and rectum, letting Josh slide a couple more inches of his lovely thick cock inside me. When he hit a nerve cluster with the rim around his cock head, triggering my ecstasy, the shock and awe expression exploding on my face must have impressed Tiffany because she looked proud.

“Go on, Josh, fuck her all the way. Go balls deep inside Emma just like you begged me for.”

I exhaled sharply, and when Josh thrust his hips forward, I pushed my anus back onto his cock, crying out but helping him get what he wanted. The explosion of pleasure that followed a sharp pain was worth it.

“That’s it. I’m balls deep inside your ass, at last, Emma. Fuck, it feels great!”

“For me, too.”

“Really?”

“Hurts less now, so please fuck me hard.”

“Oh my god, Emma, thank you so much.”

He sounded overjoyed, and I turned, glancing back to exchange a pleasured grin. Josh tossed his head back and dug his bony fingers into my firm ass cheeks, prising them wide open, leaning in to fill my back passage. His cock felt massive inside me, and I squeezed the soft walls of my rectum against it, molding myself to fit.

Tiffany patted my cheeks, planting a soft kiss on my lips. She seemed excited and pleased, which lifted me. I wanted more from her but didn’t dare ask.

“I knew you could do it, Em.”

I shuddered when Josh withdrew his massive cock, dragging it slowly out of my tight back passage, leaving behind a feeling of emptiness and immense relief that was surprisingly laced with regret.

When he thrust forward and slid his cock balls deep inside me again, I was shocked at the speed and depth with which Josh took me, cringing at my utter debasement. This time, my ex-boyfriend didn’t pause out of politeness or to allow my fuck hole time to stretch, immediately withdrawing his cock and then settling into a rhythmic pummeling of my ass.

He’s fucking me properly.

While his cock thumped in and out of my recently defiled anal virginity, I imagined Josh was getting something out of his system. Perhaps his desperation was about me; maybe something I’d done when we were together provoked his need to exercise a moment of dominion over me.

Our failed relationship might have frustrated my ex-boyfriend, or maybe this was a lingering fantasy. I didn’t care what his reason for fucking my back passage with a Stallion-like vim and vigor was; I suddenly felt it was my duty to help Josh get closure.

He’s paying. I’m delivering.

Each time Josh slid his full cock length deep inside my rectum, I gasped, relaxed, and stretched wider, then he went faster, and gradually, I felt less pain as he withdrew before pounding me.

“I’m finally fucking your ass, Em.”

“Does my back passage feel good, babe?”

“You feel fucking amazing, Emma. Your asshole is so tight. I wish we did this when we were together.”

“I don’t.”

“Doesn’t it feel good for you?”

“Oh, your cock feels great inside my ass, but back then, I would have been doing this for free.”

He chuckled and continued fucking my butthole, rising on his tiptoes to cram as much cock inside my back passage as possible.

“Finger yourself, babe; it helps ease the pain.”

I smiled at Tiffany, glad she’d lubricated me and stayed on to help. Her advice in my new sex worker role was invaluable.

“Am I allowed to pleasure myself?”

“Of course. Josh won’t mind, honey, and you should cum too.”

I slipped a palm between my legs, splayed my swollen, creamy pussy lips wide, plowing two fingers up and down my sticky slit. The guy's semen that still dribbled from my well fucked hole helped, and soon, waves of knee-trembling and intense pleasure rippled through my stomach, reproductive system, and back passage, relaxing me while Josh fucked my hole harder.

I rose to a rapid climax, dragging my slick hard pearl from side to side on a fingertip while pointing my ass crack high, taking the anal reaming Josh was paying handsomely to give me.

A flood of warm seed inside my back passage released my orgasm when Josh bottomed his cock out balls deep, screaming with utter joy, twitching and jerking until every drop of his semen was decanted deep inside me.

When Josh staggered backward, Tiffany tossed him a pack of tissues to clean himself. She darted quickly, applying moist anti-bacterial wet wipes that stung when she cleaned my puckered hole. When I was hygienic, she daubed on soothing creams, attending to my torn, battle-damaged, and slightly bleeding red-raw anal sphincter.

Josh’s seed dribbled slowly from my asshole, and Tiffany kept cleaning until the flow decreased. I turned and saw how utterly satisfied my ex-boyfriend looked and felt proud I’d helped him over an emotional roadblock. He reached for Tiffany’s hand, then mine, and shook both before blowing me a kiss.

“Thank you, Emma, and also you, for arranging this, Tiffany.”

“Did you enjoy fucking Emma again, Josh?”

“She’s amazing.”

“She’s available anytime outside her period, but I warn you now, Emma will get much more expensive as her client base grows.”

“I’ll book her again really soon if that’s okay. I want to become a regular.”

They both stared at me, expecting an answer, while Tiffany cupped a soothing, warm flannel against my asshole, collecting the remnants of Josh’s seed. I shrugged, still reeling from the pain, pleasure, and shock of having my back passage so utterly fucked by my immediate ex-boyfriend.

“I don’t mind fucking you anytime. You’re a client, honey; we must never lose sight of that. A nice one, but still only a client.”

“Thanks, Em. I get it, and I’m cool with that.”

Josh kissed me goodbye on the cheek as though I were a sister or best friend, although I hoped he didn’t do anal with the former because she was still my good friend. Tiffany took control, continuing her care for my sore anal whorl while encouraging Josh to leave.

“Get dressed and leave a tip if you’d like to, Josh.”

“Emma was incredible, Tiff. Thanks for arranging everything.”

The ridges around my sphincter burned and stung from the fresh tearing caused by Josh’s cock stretching me wide. His semen burned the tiny cuts, which was why Tiffany was so meticulous about constantly cleaning me. She gently inserted the tip of a douche nozzle inside my anus, flooding my back passage with a salving enema.

I wriggled around from an initial stinging, followed by an intense relief.

“It’s warm salty water, babe. I have to take care of you.”

“You do it so well, Tiffany. I’m grateful.”

After a few minutes of her pumping my rectum full of saline solution, I clenched my sphincter and ass cheeks tightly shut. Tiffany led me, waddling awkwardly, to the downstairs bathroom, where I squatted on the toilet, squirting out my enema while passing water and dribbling semen from my pussy. I felt like an absolute slut and grinned into the bathroom mirror with elbows planted on my tightly shut knees while shivering as I emptied my bladder, bowels, and pussy.

Once I was sure both fuck holes were empty and I was fully recovered, I returned to Tiffany’s living room and dressed. She handed me our agreed fee and a white envelope from Josh.

“I’ll open it later, sweetheart. I need to rest. This was my first gangbang.”

“And your first anal stretching.”

“But it won’t be my last. You were right about that. I wouldn’t tell Josh, but I enjoyed him fucking my ass so much.”

I flicked her a wry smile. I’d enjoyed myself, knocked over another taboo, and got closer to buying our BMW. In all, my first day in a new job couldn’t have gone better.

“I’ll be in touch soon, Em.”

“You have my number, and I’ve lodged my monthly cycle on your shared calendar, so let’s keep going.”

“Will you consider period sex? It will help your cramps and temperament, so long as Steve can’t tell. The clients always pay more.”

“I’ll give it some thought, babe.”

I strolled home, grinning while contemplating my life choices. I wasn’t injured as badly as I’d imagined, but both my pussy and anus were sore, and I needed the toilet again. Steve would be a problem tonight if he wanted to fuck me, but one way or another, I would satisfy my beloved husband.

I made a few thousand bucks. That’s good!

Earning cash lightened my emotional grief. I’d wanted to be fucked by other men but couldn’t mention that to my husband, so I grasped the nettle, and only time would determine whether that was a good choice. I reached home, sat on the toilet, and checked my tip envelope. Josh left me a sweet thank-you card with a handwritten note and a wad of Ben Franklin’s.

Two thousand dollars is the least I could do, Em. Whether this works and gets you out of my system or not, I’m eternally grateful you tried to help me, and I wish you the best always.

I showered for ages, enjoying the sensation of hot water cascading on my body like a tropical massage. My sore, swollen labia, torn, stinging sphincter, and aching back passage were a fond memory of a great afternoon of sex and money. I lathered myself using a natural sponge and an expensive jasmine soap, cleansing away the men who had fucked me.

My womb would retain their semen for days, and part of me looked forward to the next time Steve went down on me before we fucked.

Fuck… what have I become?

When I saw shadows and glanced through the steamed glass wall of our cubicle, my darling husband was there. He stripped off, baring a gorgeously ripped, muscular physique, and stepped in, helping cleanse me without knowing why it was necessary. When he cleaved my ass cheeks apart and sponged my puckered hole, I cringed and winced, terrified he might notice my pain or the torn asshole Josh gifted me with his enormous cock.

Steve massaged my neck, rolling tense muscles between his powerful fingers and thumbs while I rotated my head, loosening up. His solid cock nudged my well fucked asshole, so I turned to face him and saw a blazing passion in his eyes.

I knelt in front of my husband, gripped his cock tightly, clenched my lips around his swollen, precum-coated glans, and sucked it hard, enjoying a salty hit from the man I had vowed never to cheat on.

I would get away with a good blowjob tonight, but only if I swallowed every drop of my husband’s seed. My deceit must end soon. I would tell him, accepting the consequences because I wasn’t being fair to Steve.

My husband rose onto his tiptoes, shuddering vigorously when I deep-throated his cock, tilting my neck backward until my lips and throat made a straight line of soft tissues Steve could fuck. He gripped my ears and thrust deep, choking me while moaning noisily.

I wanked the base of Steve’s cock with short, sharp jerks while gagging on most of his shaft in my throat. I squeezed tightly, milking him until he decanted his seed, choking me until I retched in absolute disgraceful delight.

He released my ears and stared down in amazement at my semen and saliva-splattered face as the water cleansed me.

“Fucking hell, Emma… where did you learn to do that?”

“I’ve been using a cucumber to work on my technique until I perfected it for you, sweetheart.”


Chapter Three

A Voyeur Delight

◆◆◆

I had a troubled sleep, rolling and tossing restlessly, frequently cuddling close to my husband, almost like doing that might assuage the guilt tainting me.

My problem was that I felt utterly exhilarated and ultimately empowered by the gangbang, and my first anal session that was drilled into a tight, bleeding back passage by an ex-boyfriend with a long, thick cock.

I can’t wait for my next gig.

I had no more bookings for a few weeks, giving me time to reflect on my behavior and first performance. I’d enjoyed my inaugural foray into sex work and knew it wouldn’t end there. The money was excellent, as was the satisfying, no-strings-attached sex.

It was a Saturday, and my next period had come and gone. My anus and pussy returned to a pain-free normal quickly, but the memories of a thoroughly depraved gangbang elicited many rub sessions while I menstruated and when I found time alone.

My husband came up behind me while I washed dishes, pressing his solid cock into my asshole, almost like he knew what I had done weeks ago. I wanted to explain everything, from what and who to how much I had stashed away, but it wasn’t the right time or place.

“Can we make love, Steve?”

“How about tonight, darling?”

“Do you have time right now?”

“I must get to the office, honey… we need the money.”

I can earn the money in no time. Just let me whore myself for thousands of bucks.

No, Emma, you need a better choice of words than that.

I’d just finished wanking myself when the phone rang. I initially ignored the call while basking in the afterglow of a self-delivered orgasm, but my cellphone repeatedly rang, frustrating and trying my patience until I was forced to answer.

Fuck off.

“Emma?”

“Oh! Hi Tiffany, what’s up?”

“I have another gig for you; it’s an overnight job in London.”

“Oh my! I don’t know about that, Tiff.”

“It’s five grand plus tips, Emma; you’ll find a way to be there and stay over if you want the gig, but I’ll need an answer by midday because this happens tomorrow. The client wants to confirm your availability and pay right away to settle everything.”

I rang my sister Chloe, and we agreed on a ruse whereby she phoned my husband to explain she had booked a surprise overnight theatre visit to London at the last minute. Steve agreed to look after the kids and help, not suspecting a thing.

I’d have to explain my subversive behavior to Chloe, but I needed the right moment. Telling my sister that I’d become a skanky hooker and cheating whore wasn’t something to do while driving or by whispered conversations at home while my husband was around.

I would tell Chloe while we were in London.

The client had selected me from Tiffany’s catalog, along with another girl, to enjoy both of us while visiting the UK.

When I put the phone down to Tiffany, having confirmed my availability, I simultaneously felt proud and very whorish, skipping away to select a suitable lingerie set to wear until the client and his other hooker fucked me.

I drifted through the day in a trance-like state, masturbating in the early afternoon, squirming a tumultuous orgasm on my bed, going crazy just from thinking about the next day.

I’m a nymphomaniac.

Holy fuck, I’m done for.

Tiffany was strict with all of her girls, demanding we refrain from using toys because she wanted tight, fresh pussy for the client’s enjoyment. She tracked our menstrual cycle using a phone app, and knowing I’d just finished my period; she suggested I satisfy my husband with hand relief or a blowjob on my last night at home, saving myself for the paying client.

The following day, our doorbell rang, and Steve let my sister in, kissing her on the cheek. She waved at me, smiling, playing out our deceit perfectly.

“Hi, Emma.”

“Hey, Chloe. I’m packed and ready to leave.”

My sister was curious about why I needed to escape but played along and didn’t probe for an explanation during our drive to London’s West End. I slipped away from her in the early evening, promising to share why my subversion was necessary later. I left Chloe in the hotel bar where plenty of single, wealthy businessmen enjoyed a beer or cocktail.

The client stayed in the Penthouse suite at the Intercontinental Hotel in Mayfair, in the West End of London, which was luxurious and expensive. He’d retained a charming butler who let me in, escorting me to a small kitchen/bar area and offering a soda.

“The client doesn’t like the smell of coffee, and we never drink alcohol on the job; sorry, Emma.”

“Soda is fine.”

“I’m Carl.”

“Nice to meet you.”

I felt nervous because this was only my second gig, and a massive payment from the client meant a stellar performance was expected. The butler was gorgeous and, in another life, free from my wedding band, and without him paying me, I would definitely fuck Carl.

“The other girl is on her way now. She’s nineteen and hasn’t been working gigs for long.”

“Any idea what the playbook is for both of us?”

“Yeah. Didn’t Tiffany explain the scenario?”

“Not all of it.”

Not any of it, actually.

“Your client tonight is strictly a voyeur.”

“He wants to watch me and another girl play?”

“There’s three of us doing the actual fucking, Emma.”

“Oh, fuck! You too?”

Oh god, please say yes.

“Don’t you like me?”

“Umm, well yeah, I do, but when you handed me a soda, I thought you were a butler and hadn’t considered that at some point tonight, your cock might be buried inside my pussy.”

He chuckled, took my hand gracefully, and drew me closer, so much that I smelled his enticing scent of primal man mingling with Georgio Armani. Carl had an exciting vibe, like the boyfriend you wanted that could never be the husband you needed.

While his thumb gently stroked the back of my hand, Carl’s smoldering blue eyes tore through my marriage restraints, violating those sacred vows instantly. It was becoming easier for me to cheat on Steve because, when compared with my vows, the cash and my sexual ascension had skewed my moral compass in favor of infidelity.

I don’t feel guilty about cheating. Fuck! I need to talk to Steve soon.

I still love my husband.

I ruffled Carl’s straw blonde hair with my fingers, enjoying its thickness while staring deep into his blue pools of affection and lust. A solid erection pressed hard into my midriff. I tiptoed, scraping his cock along the way, then leaned into a solid torso, forcing his solid tip into my crotch.

“Tiffany said you might tease me. You don’t disappoint Emma. You are such a beautiful creature, and I will enjoy squirting my semen inside your tight fuck hole.”

“Do you enjoy dirty talk, Carl?”

“Doesn’t everyone?”

“How do you know my pussy is tight?“

“Tiffany rates each girl’s vagina grip by its tightness on a scale from one to ten, the latter being the tightest.”

“I never knew that, Carl.”

I shrugged and frowned, not realizing how vital my sexual performance was in securing future revenues. Tiffany knew how to monetize her girls, expecting the highest possible standards in fitness, fuckability and health.

“That level of personal information is only shared with men for purposes of knowing how to line up when gangbanging a girl. In time, if you are taking more than one bull, I’m sure Tiffany will share cock length and girth with you.”

“And what is my tightness rating?”

I felt tense, like when my old Math teacher handed out marked assignments. I wanted to be the best whore on Tiffany’s books, no matter how disgraceful an accolade that might be.

“You, Emma, are a ten, and I can attest you are that in every sense. You’ve already been highly rated on gossip reviews around the circuit.”

“You are such a cutesy honey.”

He stepped closer, and I gripped his powerful, tensed biceps in my fingers, squeezing while enjoying a lewd flicker of lust across his face like wind shear changing direction on a calm lake. Carl’s lips looked honeyed, glistening, and full of flavor. When mine brushed against his, I felt an explosion of flutters coursing through my body as powerful hormones shredded my marriage vows for the second time in a matter of weeks.

Carl kissed me deeply, and I felt a forbidden sizzle searing my soul when our tongues collided. I knew this wasn’t a simple gig because I desperately wanted his cock buried deep inside me, moist evidence of which filled my lacey panties from a swollen, trembling pussy.

I did nothing to rebuff him when the butler gripped my ass, lifting me slightly before clawing my ass cheeks apart while rubbing my pussy lips on the considerable erection that almost tore through his pants.

I’m going too far before the starting gun has been fired.

He lowered me gently, French kissing me until my heels tapped gently on the wooden floor. Our lips crushed together in a soft, moonlit dance for a few seconds more until I detached mine from his.

I stared into Carl’s eyes with my best loving girlfriend expression, then glanced down submissively, eyeing his cock hungrily. When I looked up and caught his eye while pulling my lip seductively, my prey was secured, and a real game of lust and sexual control began.

I giggled, and he did, too, while we played mind fuck games, staring into each other’s soul.

Oh fuck.

“Do you like me, Carl?”

“Tiffany said you would overwhelm me, and she was right.”

“Answer my question, please, honey. Do… you… like… me?”

“Yes.”

“Good boy.”

“I’ve seen you in Tiffany’s catalog, heard about your first gig, and prayed for this day.”

“Have you wanted me all along, Carl?”

“More than any other girl.”

“In the whole catalog?”

“In the whole world.”

“Oh my, Carl. I’m going to enjoy you. Will I be sucking your cock and fucking you in our scenario?”

We were interrupted at the precise moment I felt a tiny orgasm because a doorbell chimed from somewhere echoey, and Carl left me. While he was gone, I stewed, in my soul and the gusset of a dampening pair of panties, contemplating the morality of stepping out on my marriage, breaking vows again, and further immersing myself in the cheating slut wife persona I’d become.

A few minutes after Carl left me, he returned, hand-in-hand with the most stunning girl. When she stepped close, I shivered. Her lithe figure levitated across the floor like a goddess until her face was inches from mine, and she studied me.

She lifted a stray lock of hair from my face, curling it gently behind my ear, looking precisely like the horny college sophomore everyone wanted to fuck.

“Fuck! Emma.”

“What is it?”

I checked myself over, surprised and worried by her reaction. Her face lit up, and she beamed from ear to ear, seemingly delighted. I thought something was wrong and felt panic flutters rise in my stomach.

“It’s really you?”

“Umm, yes.”

“Emma?”

“Yes.”

“Carl kissed you already, didn’t he?”

“Umm, yeah, he did.”

“Bastard. I wanted to be first.”

She raised a knee and stamped down one very long leg onto a tiny pinpoint heel, playing the obstinate, naughty schoolgirl who needed to be taken in hand.

I glanced over her shoulder and saw Carl smile like the cat who got the cream. She grinned again, even more like an unruly schoolgirl, stamping her foot on the floor wilfully, slamming me with an eye lock that bombarded my soul almost as much as Carl’s.

“I want to spank you so badly.”

“I’d let you too, Emma, because I am wilful, horny, and could use a firm hand from a beautiful, yummy mommy. Sadly, thrashing me is not on tonight’s playbook, but I would definitely accept if you’d like to invite me to your room afterward.”

“I have a wooden handbrush.”

“I’d love that.”

I felt compelled to lean in for a kiss, and a luscious pair of soft, sticky lips yielded in return, parting to my wanton advance. Her tongue was gentler than Carl’s, tingling against mine as she explored my mouth deeply while desperately ruffling my red pencil skirt up both thighs.

When my skirt was hitched up to my hips, she wasted no time pulling my panty gusset aside, parting my swollen, moist pussy lips between a middle finger and thumb before dipping her index digit inside my fuck hole.

“Mmm, nice, tight, and wet inside. Just like I imagined you’d be.”

While she cupped my head in one palm, kissing me deeply, my new lover circled two fingers inside my creamy pussy hole. She stopped our kiss and watched my expression as I felt my eyes bloat while my pussy quivered.

She scooped both fingers forward and shot me another sleazy look before retrieving her loaded digits and feeding herself my juices, licking, then sucking while my heart raced like a rocket to Mars.

“I’m Hannah.”

“Emma.”

“We all know who you are, babe. Fucking yummy mummy that everyone wants to fuck. I don’t know a single boy or girl on the circuit who doesn’t want a piece of you after the client gangbang reviews.”

They fucking review us?

“Why? I’ve heard nothing about this.”

“You’re enormously desired. Everyone knows you are the most experienced one with a couple of kids and ten years of hardcore marital fucking under your belt. That’s super horny, especially for a nineteen-year-old maiden like me.”

“Maiden?”

“Well… almost.”

She planted soft kisses along my neck, tracing a line to my earlobe, whispering while plowing two fingers up and down my creamy slit. I throbbed all over, desperate for cock and to sample Hannah’s pussy with my tongue and lips, which was where I figured our client scenario was headed.

“I want you so much, sweet Emma.”

I still hadn’t pushed back on either of them. While Carl watched Hannah openly finger-banging me minutes after our introduction, I was captivated and incapable of moving away or stopping either of them.

Hannah’s compliment had utterly seduced me, and I wanted more, to the extent I would have invited her to my hotel room and fucked the girl all weekend had we no gig to perform. Her gorgeous, wide, innocent eyes drew me in, conveying a genuine affection far beyond the game we were being paid to enjoy.

“Shouldn’t we wait for the client to instruct us, Hannah?”

“He’s already watching.”

I scanned the spacious combination living and dining area while Hannah dropped to her knees, unzipping and slipping my skirt off. I glanced around the whole suite, looking for cameras, trying to figure out how we were being watched.

“Where?”

“He’s a voyeur, Emma. Tiffany rigged this hotel suite with hidden cameras. Our client is in the master bedroom right now with champagne and caviar, watching us perform.”

“What happens next? Do we have a playbook?”

“Carl and I know what we are doing, so let us take the lead. It all starts with me going down on you. Have you ever been licked by a girl?”

Hannah slid her thumbs into either side of my panty waistband, easing them down silken thighs. Her nostrils flared, and she stared hungrily at my exposed pussy. I felt ashamed when the girl needed to tug harder to pull my wet gusset off my swollen, creamy labia. She seemed so taken with me that I believed Hannah might tongue the sweet deposit I’d left inside the double cotton lining.

When I stepped clear of my panties, Hannah dangled them in front of her nose, inhaling deeply as though enjoying a good wine before partaking of it.

“She smells delicious, Carl.”

“You’ve already tasted her. I haven’t. Perhaps you could share.”

I was determined not to be kept on the back foot and wanted to take control of my younger colleagues, delighting in them as much as they seemed to enjoy me. Hannah grinned up while sliding two fingers inside me, scooping copious hormonal juices from the entrance of my pussy hole.

When she withdrew her fingers from my fuck hole, my lesbian lover stared at me with starry eyes.

“Do you think Carl deserves to taste your nectar, Emma?”

“He looks hungry. I think he deserves something to eat.”

Hannah beckoned Carl with two sticky fingers before offering them to him. He bent over, sniffed, moaned approvingly, then sucked both of her fingers clean. I was enthralled by their performance which felt like a ritualistic division of my pussy cream.

“I’m ready for a lot more of this wonderful pussy. Can you lift Emma into a cradle, please, Carl?”

Once Hannah undid the buttons of my blouse, hurriedly slipped that off, and sprung my breasts loose, I was completely naked while my fuck buddies were still fully dressed. Hannah tweaked both bright red, solid nipples before clamping her lips around one and sucking hard, then chewing.

I gasped and gripped her head, rifling my fingers through her hair. Carl sidled close behind me, cupped both my ass cheeks with massive palms, then lifted me into a seating position, leaning my back onto his chest, holding me as if I were cradled in a suspended chair.

His clawing fingers prised my ass cheeks wide open, and cold air wafted along my creamy slit and puckered anus.

“You’ve opened her up nicely, and she’s perfectly shaven. Emma has taken a proper blade to this lovely pussy today, by the looks of her.”

I nodded, almost obediently, trapped and feeling odd about desiring a girl so much younger just because she made eyes at me and wanted to lick my pussy. I’d groomed myself perfectly and was determined to put my best foot forward for each client, earning my coin.

Hannah fingered me gently, rubbing, then parting the tight slit between my swollen labia before dipping deep inside me while I shuddered. I tossed my head and long hair backward, enjoying powerful fluttering from my womb that spread through my entire body.

I watched Hannah harvest juices from inside my pussy, withdrawing glistening, cream-loaded fingers, meticulously licking and sucking each before dipping back in for another helping.

Carl planted soft kisses across my neck, eliciting my constant writhing while I tingled from the topmost hair to my toes. He held me wide open, incredibly comfortably, and steadily for Hannah to enjoy eating my creamy pussy.

When her lips brushed against my labia, mood-enhancing hormones surged, sending me on a sexual high, transforming my body, and opening my mind to new possibilities. Being a hooker and bringing in money was only part of my reason for calling Tiffany. She understood perfectly when I explained my need for a sleazy, sexual adventure, promising to help me and now delivering.

Hannah licked my cunt gently at first, purring and whimpering like a small kitten feeding. I suspected she wanted to savor the pussy cream oozing from my core. She gently nibbled the darkened tips of my swollen petals, then clenched her lips on each, tugging one at a time, extending them to remove the sweet veneer that intrigued her.

With our oral foreplay over, Hannah clenched her lips around the base of my clitoris, sucking the swollen pearl out from the folds of her protective silken hood. A slick, sticky combination of her saliva and my hormonal cream lubricated my clitoris, and she devoured it while her tongue dragged the tip of my hard pink nub from side to side.

“I’ve got her pleasure on the tip of my tongue, Carl.”

I relaxed, feeling more comfortable than I ought to be, given how quickly they’d seduced me, even before I realized our pay-per-view show had begun. I moaned in utter rapture on the end of Hannah’s tongue while Carl’s fingers edged closer to my puckered anal whorl until one tip pressed gently against the seal of my back door.

Hannah sucked my clitoris harder, humming down that sensitive nerve cluster until her tune thrummed gently against my Grafenberg Spot deep inside. She slid a finger inside my pussy, and I knew Hannah was determined to force an overwhelming orgasm, although it seemed early in the session to be doing that.

“I want you to cum hard for me, Emma, calming you so that Carl can fuck you for ages. The client wants to see you well and truly reamed.”

“Only me?”

“He specified you for special attention, Emma… and I have no problem on that score.”

“Me neither.”

It’s nice when the client wants the same things I do.

I could scarcely believe my words, but I wanted both of my colleagues to fuck me endlessly and didn’t care what Steve might think about that. I clamped the walls of my pussy tightly around Hannah’s single digit as if welcoming her inside my pink cathedral.

She looked up, grinned delightfully, and then winked at me.

“She’s got an amazingly tight pussy that’s crushing my finger. Tiffany was right to rate Emma a ten.”

“She won’t be so tight after I fuck her.”

Hannah saw my surprised expression and laughed.

“Carl has a massive cock, Emma. He’s the biggest bull on Tiffany’s books. If he intends to stretch your pussy wide, you’ll have a wonderful time while he works you over. Steve won’t feel inside you for at least a few days.”

I ignored the reference to my husband from a stranger, letting Hannah get back to the excellent work she was doing with her tongue and an expert finger hunting down my Grafenberg Spot.

She sucked a vacuum around my solid pearl, and Hannah’s tongue flicked, almost like a hint across its tip, speeding up and adding more pressure as I groaned harder, trying in vain to press my pussy further into her mouth.

An oxytocin-fueled blood rush to my reproductive organs warmed me as my body prepared for insemination. My stomach fluttered in the growing throes of a powerful climax that I knew was coming soon.

Her finger found the rough tissue of my G Spot a couple of inches inside my pussy. I knew she would get me because, fortunately, my pleasure spot is very pronounced. Hannah gently rubbed the small rough square from the outside edge inwards, with increasing speed, while dragging my clitoris harder from side to side with her stiffened tongue.

I was edging on a climactic peak, and Hannah held me there perfectly despite her tender age and inexperience. Using one finger and a warm, wet tongue, she dangled me from a precipice of pleasure that tore through every muscle and sinew.

“Argh! F-fu-fuck. F-F-Fucking Hell. Oh my god, that’s so good, Hannah.”

“I know it is, babe.”

Carl held me perfectly steady, impressing me with his physical strength. I leaned back on his shoulder, turned sideways to face him, and saw a loving smile.

I smiled back.

“I can’t wait to take your cock, honey.”

“I’ll be gentle, Emma. I’ve waited so long to fuck you, and I feel we will make wonderful, sweet love.”

Love?

Their desire for me was evident from their gentle stroking, caressing, and affectionate expressions. Our threesome became so intense its vibrancy sent waves of ecstasy through my body. I shuddered delightfully while the synapsis in my brain fired a celebratory salute, shooting love and slutty taboo through fireworks in my eyes.

I orgasmed hard but didn’t squirt, holding back because I wasn’t sure how Hannah might react. I writhed uncomfortably until she grinned up and nodded her consent.

“Let it all flow out, Em, please. I’ll swallow every drop of unicorn pee you can squirt.”

One of Carl's fingers pressed hard against my sphincter, then slid deep inside, up to the first knuckle. He twisted it, rubbing the soft walls of my back passage while Hannah's tongue and finger fucked both ends of my clitoral nerve cluster.

I bounced gently in Carl’s arms, enjoying a euphoric state. My head bowed forward, a fitting respect for the orgasmic gift the universe and my two lovers bestowed upon me.

I exploded into a tumultuous orgasm and felt my womb yearn desperately for Carl’s cock. The butterflies fluttering inside me sent waves of pleasure through my body, warming, thrilling, and electrifying my soul.

I wanted Hannah to stop licking and sucking but wouldn’t dare ask while I trembled and moaned like a whore. My girlfriend had puckered her lips and sealed them tightly around my pee hole, sucking hard on a bloated urethra that squirted three second-long powerful jets of my orgasm at her tonsils.

She generously gulped my orgasm, a mixture of creamy hormones and fresh pee, without spilling a drop that I could tell. She couldn’t devour my pussy enough, enjoying a warm flow of juices while spreading my swollen labia wide apart with her fingers, exposing my pulsating pink hole.

As I descended from cum mountain, Carl walked me to the sofa, where he lowered me to my feet, then bent me over its soft brown calf leather back.

He carefully gripped my neck, planting my face into the seat cushion below before stretching both my legs wide open, exposing a trembling, wet pussy, ready for him to fuck. Hannah undressed quickly, then shunted her way onto the sofa seat, planting her thighs against my shoulders, spurring both heels into my back while her head draped off the forward edge of our sofa.

I was determined to at least equal Hannah in giving cunnilingus, even though hers was my first pussy to lick. I parted her blonde pubic hair with trembling, nervous fingers. Her gorgeous, drenched pussy was inches from my face, so I dove right in, plowing my tongue up her creamy pink furrow, slurping like my kids do on an ice cream.

Carl’s enormous swollen glans parted my pussy lips, then pressed against my hole. He teased me, sliding his cock head inside, then withdrawing, stretching the seal that I clenched tightly, then released.

“You’re a good girl, Emma.”

“You’re a big boy, Carl.”

There was a primal quality about Carl in the way his fingers spread my ass cheeks wide open, and he growled like a beast. I knew his cock was enormous because its glans stretched my hole. My body desperately wanted to conceive a baby with him, while my mind was disgusted I could be such a whore. I felt glad there was no chance of an unwanted pregnancy because if I were off the pill, I’d still want his seed decanted inside me.

“I’m sliding my cock halfway inside you now, Emma, okay?”

“Mmm hmm.”

“She means yes. Emma can’t speak with her mouth full of pussy, Carl.”

What she said.

“I have oversized labia and clitoris, Emma.”

“Mmm hmm.”

I know, and I love them.

Her clitoris was like a baby’s pacifier, easy to suck and lick, squashy, with substance and plenty of options to vary sensations through my lip and tongue pressure. I delighted in her wriggling, squealing, and rapture, dragging her sticky rosebud from side to side, then up and down, finishing with a circular motion before I plowed a flattened tongue along her slit.

I missed a few heartbeats when Carl slid his enormous cock halfway inside my pussy. A growing, warm pleasure quickly replaced an ache as he stretched me more than anyone had. I felt his bloated urethra and every solid gnarl on his cock press hard against my soft tissue walls that pushed back when I tensed hard.

I groaned, moaned, and wriggled with delight as my heart rate ascended quickly. My palms felt cold, but my womb boiled like a lava-filled volcano, ready to explode.

This is only half of his cock.

“The client wants to join in, Emma. He wants his cock sucked.”

“Okay, umm, okay… I can do that.”

A door opened somewhere nearby, then it closed, and footsteps wearing expensive shoes approached us. I couldn’t see our client because my face was full of Hannah’s delicious pussy.

A familiar voice spoke commandingly.

“Don’t worry, I have another girl for the client’s blowjob. A much purer specimen.”

“Tiffany? What the fuck are you doing here?”

I felt stunned to hear my employer's voice. With Carl’s cock half buried inside my pussy and Hannah’s fleshy sweet labia filling my mouth, I was halfway down the rabbit hole and on my way to the Mad Hatter’s tea party.

Tiffany kneeled close, and I sensed her familiar presence and scent. She rifled her fingers gently through my hair and leaned in, whispering.

“You keep working Hannah’s pussy, Emma. That’s your job. The client is very impressed with your performance. I have another girl joining this party.”

I heard her heels click across the wooden floor, saw graceful, beautiful legs, then closed my eyes while Carl fucked me into nirvana, sliding the rest of his enormous length and girth balls deep inside.

I licked and sucked Hannah’s swollen, sticky clitoris, desperate to repay her excellent performance. I twitched and gasped desperately, pushing my slit back onto Carl’s cock while he reamed my pussy with long, metronomic strokes, bottoming out his glans against my cervix whenever he went balls deep.

My pussy seal and the creamy, stretched love tunnel slowly expanded to accommodate all of Carl’s cock. I squeezed hard against his shaft when my swain gripped my waist, growing in confidence, plunging his cock deeper, harder, and faster in and out of me. I squealed, and he screamed with joy, powering like I was a wanking sheath on the end of his cock.

Hannah exploded in as much of a squirting orgasmic mess as I had. I figured she was ovulating because that much cream from one pussy was only possible for a few days of the month. Her acidic flavor had a sweet taint that ripped open my kinks as I sucked and licked her through a massive orgasm.

My climactic tsunami wrestled around Carl’s cock when he suddenly rammed home balls deep, leaning over me and grunting in my ear. His primal seed flooded deep inside me, and I rejoiced, trembling like a wet fawn on a cold morning.

My lover hopped from one foot to the other joyously, leaning into my butt cheeks, pressing both palms down on the small of my back.

I gagged on Hannah’s cum, swallowing hard as she squirted down my throat. My mind went on a foray into the forbidden land, and I wished that the seed filling my fuck hole would hunt down my egg, love it, and fill me with a child.

Fucking stop it, Emma. Steve is your guy.

I dismissed my disgraceful thoughts as being caused by a rampant hedonism provoked by hormonal imbalance. I was too far invested in wanting Carl and Hannah forever, almost to the extent that I was borderline catching feelings for both.

As I descended slowly away from a delicious fantasy into an abyss of reality, I realized that I’d gone too far.

Carl slid his cock out of my sloppy, gaping, wide, well-fucked hole, completely sated by fucking me. He grinned lovingly at me before sitting on the couch with a trembling knee, catching his breath. We’d well and truly fucked each other, and I felt convinced the client must feel pleased.

As quick as a flash, Tiffany cupped my pussy with a tissue, catching Carl’s semen as it flowed liberally from my gaping wide hole. I couldn’t believe my descent into slutty wild abandon, but she leaned over the couch and smiled proudly while my face was still planted between Hannah’s legs.

Hannah awkwardly snuck backward off the couch, then stood up, helping Tiffany swing me onto my feet.

We all turned to face the client, ready to take a bow.

“What the fuck!”


Chapter Four

Sexual Ambiguity

◆◆◆

I blinked, choked, and felt terrified, as though caught in a life-threatening moment. Bile rose from the pit of my stomach, and I wanted to hurl. My knees wobbled, but I powered through the fright and just about stayed upright.

The man staring at me grinned from ear to ear, heartily applauding our performance from the comfort of a plush red leather couch opposite where I’d been fucked. His high-pitched clapping filled an otherwise silent void, and I felt terror in that chasm of my shame.

As I processed reality, my recognition of a man, and the terrible consequences that had a crushing effect, my knees crumbled and finally gave way from the shock. Hannah rushed to hold me upright, looking like she wanted to cry.

I’m so sorry about this, Emma.”

I nodded at her, using my lover’s hand to steady myself before staring at the client as defiantly as I could, ignoring Carl’s semen dribbling down my legs.

“Are you the fucking client, Steve?”

“Yes. I’m also the owner of this hotwife hooker business and Tiffany’s boss. You approached her for work; I agreed to let you have some fun and decided to spectate and see how far you would go.”

“Steve, this is ridiculous, what the fuck is going on?”

“Why are you annoyed with me, Emma?”

“You ambushed and shocked me.”

“I’m not the one fucking other men, darling.”

He stared at me, utterly unconcerned about my naked and well fucked state, with no malice evident in his demeanor or tone of voice. Steve was absolutely right, but I was having trouble owning my shit. I closed my eyes, gulped, frowned, and twisted my pursed lips until they were screwed up, a prelude to crying. My head felt sore, with stinging pains stabbing through both temples. I needed to get some control over my emotions, or I might pass out.

I opened my eyes and immediately felt an emotional tsunami engulf me.

“B-but, but, oh my fucking god. You’re my husband, and you arranged for these people to fuck me?”

“You fucked them, Emma, not me.”

“Yeah… but… but, yeah.”

My eyes narrowed as hard realization struck home, and I sat heavily on the sofa opposite his, ignoring Carl’s semen that still leaked from my very well fucked hole. My heart pounded harder and faster, and I wanted to run away from my greatest nightmare. Sweat beaded across my brow, even in my nakedness and despite the chilly air.

“Fuck, Steve. Did you personally arrange my gangbang? What about my anal session with Josh, too. Oh my god… what the fuck!”

Yes, and yes, although I never personally made the calls.”

He nodded mischievously as though he’d committed a minor infraction of some vague and irrelevant marriage rule. Steve held a finger to his lips, hushing me, seeming far too calm for my liking.

“Shh, honey, it's fine. I set you up through Tiffany, and she made the calls… so what? You had a great time, right?”

I stared with daggers drawn at my best friend, who strolled serenely in my direction, happy to look me in the eye, even after her gross betrayal. I felt unsure of my position, completely knocked off balance, feeling competing emotions of disgust, shame, and lust, with a big dollop of semen almost leaking from my pussy onto the sofa.

Tiffany saw the mess ooze out and handed me more tissues which I snatched, wiping my creamy slit before holding them up for Steve to see, poking my tongue at him a little too irreverently.

“That’s another man’s cum, Steve.”

“You wanted it inside you, Emma.”

“And you delivered it.”

“Well, Carl did that, but I noticed you never once asked if the client might accept you fucking a guy wearing a condom.”

“You know I hate condoms.”

“Look at this on the bright side, Emma. It means you can have that BMW sooner than you planned.”

“The car was meant to be for you. It was a fucking gift.”

I flashed a dangerous look at Steve, who recoiled slightly even though he had entirely caught me red-handed and held the moral high ground. I was stunned by the revelation that my husband was the kingpin in a thriving housewife hooker business engaging half the beautiful, bored ladies in our neighborhood.

I sat uneasily, squirming on the sticky sofa where I’d recently been fucked. Hannah and Carl were dressed already, and they walked over, hugged me affectionately, and then kissed me on the cheek, wearing apologetic looks.

When offered it, both took an envelope cash payment from Tiffany and left the room. I stared at Steve again, disconcerted by his relaxed manner.

“Did they know I was your wife?”

“Yes. Hannah almost slipped up and let the cat out of the bag. I was ready to run into the room then, but you must have already been carried away.”

“Yes, I must.”

“She is a good girl.”

I eyed him with disdain, although in my heart, I knew my crimes were worse than his. I instigated my first gangbang by approaching Tiffany, whereas my husband was monetizing the local married talent.

“Have you fucked Hannah, Steve?”

“Oh my. You’d love to know that right now.”

As the private elevator door closed, I heard my two fuck buddies chatting like friends clocking out of work on a Friday, discussing their weekend plans. I turned to my best friend, suddenly concerned.

“Where’s the slut who’s fucking my husband then, Tiffany?”

I’d seen her gorgeous legs float past while Carl and Hannah fucked me, but she’d disappeared into a bedroom and never resurfaced. Tiffany sat next to Steve on the arm of his chair and crossed her legs, flashing me a glimpse of a white cotton triangle at the top of her thighs. My husband looked far too smug for my liking, and I knew there was something I was missing.

I was on the back foot with no ammunition to defend myself, so I couldn’t fathom why I felt defiant. That being said, Steve and Tiffany didn’t seem combative or smug. She grinned at me.

“Steve’s date is in the bedroom preparing herself to service your husband.”

“Fucking do what now? Do you mean she’ll fuck Steve right in front of me, Tiffany?”

“I don’t know why you are having a problem with infidelity all of a sudden, Em.”

I wasn’t sure why, either. I was a giant hypocrite, but now, a new reality in my life was arising, and I felt sure it would result in the dissolution of my marriage. I appealed to Steve for more sense and was surprised he wore a cute grin.

“Steve… what’s going on?”

“You’ve asked me that a few times, and I thought I’d made things clear.”

“You’ve been opaque, honey. Why not lay it out for me like the decent man I know you to be?”

“Emma, you got what you wanted, and I didn’t complain when you were enjoying other sexual partners. Your ex-boyfriend fucked you in the ass, taking a revered virginity that should have been mine, so it seems only fair for you to watch me enjoy someone while you spectate.”

Tiffany nodded her agreement as though she had some say in the matter, and we settled into a bristling silence while I thought things through. I hadn’t considered my employer had a boss and never for a moment would have believed her had she pointed Steve out as the leader of their prostitution racket.

“What about our marriage, Steve?”

“Which BMW would you like and how many, Emma?”

“What are you saying?”

“You wanted a sexual adventure and also the means to buy me a new BMW. I wanted you to have everything, so I started this business. We’re not that different. Don’t worry about our marriage because I still love you.”

“Are you saying that you’ve also wanted a sexual adventure?”

“Yes, of course. We’ve discussed fantasies in the bedroom many times, Emma. I thought you might have made the connection that I also wanted what you went out and took.”

“Yeah… but they were just fantasies.”

“Yours weren’t. You’ve knocked a few items off your kink list.”

“Touché, Steve.”

“Honestly, sweetheart… did you enjoy tonight?”

He hadn’t seemed annoyed with me, but Steve rebuffed me several times, all on reasonable points. Tiffany wasn’t encouraging my demise either, so I was confused about what was happening.

I stared at the floor, then looked up and rolled my eyes, grinning.

“Yes. Carl’s was the biggest and best cock to ever fuck me, and Hannah was my first pussy. It was amazing… there, I said it.”

“And you got paid five grand. That’s a good night’s work.”

“It makes me a slut, Steve. I think we both know that.”

“It makes this moment part of our sexual adventure.”

“Are you saying you’re okay with what I did? I fucked seven guys and a girl in just over a month. Is that what we’re doing now?”

“Are you okay with me paying the guys and Tiffany selecting Hannah as a special gift for you?”

I flashed a surprised look at Tiffany, and she grinned, waving her hand.

“You’re welcome, Emma.”

I smiled back at her, remembering how nice it was when Josh fucked my back passage and how, had Steve not been the client tonight; I would probably be at my hotel right now fucking Carl and Hannah. I sighed, then looked back at my husband.

“You’ve been cuckolded, husband.”

“I know, and I’ve enjoyed every moment of that. Intense jealousy, my trembling arousal, and the sexual humiliation of watching my wife being fucked were incredible, especially when Josh crammed his big cock inside your back passage.”

“I’m sorry. That was on the spur of the moment. My asshole should have been yours first.”

“Oh… I’m okay with that, Emma. Your tawdry sessions have been a sexual adventure for both of us.”

“So you are a cuckold, then?”

“Among other things, yes, but why must I be one thing or another?”

“I guess people like to put other people in boxes. It helps them understand what makes us all tick.”

“In which case, I tick on layers of other ticks.”

“What else are you, Steve?”

I was genuinely intrigued about his sexual nature because in our fantasies, all kinds of debaucheries were enjoyed, including orgies, swinging, and one time, my husband wanted me to wear my mother’s clothes while he fucked me.

“Well… I want to fuck a girl right now and in front of you.”

“Making me a cuckquean?”

“Yes, Emma.”

“It’s complicated then.”

“Very.”

I no longer felt afraid, but more than that, my quest for a sexual transformation felt increasingly profound because Steve shared my desire. I studied him carefully and saw the same loving man who met me at the altar on our wedding day and seemingly loved me every day since.

He licked his lips, wearing an excited expression.

“Do you love me, Emma?”

“With all of my heart.”

“Did you catch any feelings for Josh?”

“None whatsoever. He was just a great fuck.”

“Better than me?”

“As a raw hard fuck that scratched a deep itch, I’ve got to be honest and say yes, but as a man and in lovemaking terms, fully satisfying my emotional and sexual needs, he doesn’t even come close to you.”

“And what about Carl?”

“I have no feelings, aside from in the heat of the moment when I wanted him to impregnate me, but that has gone now. I desire another go on him, though, maybe repeatedly.”

Steve laughed, lightening up our mood, which was wound tighter than a drum. Tiffany strolled to the bar and popped the cork on a bottle of champagne, returning with that and three beautiful crystal flutes.

When my husband poured two glasses, handing me one, he saluted mine with a tap from his.

“Who is to arbitrate how to love and live, Emma?”

“Who indeed… cheers, husband.”

“Cheers, sweetheart. We are very wealthy, although the money isn’t all banked for reasons of ongoing laundering.”

“How much are we worth, Steve?”

“Including the metal briefcases in our loft, five million bucks, give or take.”

“What the holy fuck!”

“I couldn’t tell you about it, babe.”

“I wanted to buy you a BMW. I’ve been scraping a few grand together while you have enough cash to buy the whole fucking dealership.”

“I only ever wanted to please you, Em.”

“Bu-b-but-”

I set down my glass on a side table, face-planted, and cried, overwrought by powerful, uncontrollable emotions because the situation confused me. I felt ashamed that my husband had watched me fucking so many other men and a girl, witnessing firsthand my disgraceful infidelity.

Steve leaped out of his chair and ran over to me, wrapping his arms around my shoulders while kneeling.

“I wanted this adventurous lifestyle for us, Emma. Freedom to choose our fuck buddies, enjoy them alone or share, and then come back to each other.”

“Really?”

“Yeah, I’ve tried to get you on Tiffany’s books for ages. Honestly, would you like more of what you enjoyed today?”

“Well, umm… yeah, I would.”

“So, what harm has been done?”

“I guess none. I’m not sure about you fucking another woman, though. That terrifies me no matter how much of a hypocrite it makes me.”

“I need to fuck other people too, Emma. I feel the same itch that you do. It’s a taboo, kinky feeling deep inside my soul that needs to be exposed and scratched.”

“Okay, so you are a lot more than a cuckold then?”

“I am that as well. I love watching you seduce and fuck other guys. Carl was a thrill for me because he took you so lovingly and wanted you badly. He had you once, Emma, while I always enjoy you.”

“Do you want me to fuck Carl again sometime?

“I don’t fit in a simple box, but neither do you. Does fucking men and women for money excite you?”

“Very much.”

“So you enjoy being a hooker, Emma?”

“Yes.”

“Would you sell yourself even knowing you already have five million bucks?”

“Yes.”

I had exposed almost everything to my husband in less than half an hour. Every kink, sexual eccentricity, and desire I had was out there. He’d done the same, although to a lesser extent, and I saw in his face that Steve, like me, finally felt free of convention and inhibition.

Steve kneeled in front of me, staring lovingly into my eyes. I felt sure he could smell the raw adulterous semen oozing from my pussy, and wondered if he would sample it with his tongue. I shook my head, ridding so many disgraceful, imaginative meanderings, and focused on him.

To my amazement, Steve nodded at Tiffany, who bent over, gripped my ankles, and lifted them, spreading both legs wide. I smelled Carl’s semen and saw my husband’s nostrils flare wide, fluttering excitedly.

He licked his lips, staring at my pussy that oozed the cum Carl decanted inside me.

“You look hungry, Steve.”

“May I please?”

My heart thumped uncomfortably while I stared wide-eyed at my husband. He looked cute and loving, precisely like the fiancee I married and the husband I still loved. I squinted and frowned, biting my bottom lip because my body sizzled with sexual tension. Steve wanted to eat another man’s seed out of my pussy, which left me speechless, mostly because I desperately wanted him to do it as well.

“Of course, darling. Are you sure about this, though?”

“I’m certain I want to eat a creampie out of your pussy.”

My husband’s fingers slid gently from my knees down both thighs, eventually peeling my creamy, swollen pussy lips aside with his thumbs. I watched, utterly spellbound, as he bowed forward, gently licking the dark, wrinkled tips of my glistening, cum coated lips.

I shivered with sexual anticipation, wriggling my ass forward and into an angle, pointing my slit higher, feeding my beloved a warm creampie. Steve’s lips sealed a kiss on my swollen labia, and his tongue slipped through the tight creamy slit, searching for cum inside the whores’ cunt that Carl had fucked.

My husband’s delightful moan and light slurping suggested he had found what he sought. He pressed harder, splaying my pussy lips wide, sucking and swallowing to his cuckold heart’s content.

Steve gently suckled on my pussy lips for a moment while Tiffany stared down lovingly at me, and I saw, by her lewd and desperate expression and bulging eyes, how much she wanted to enjoy my pussy too. The earlier shock of being caught cheating dissipated quickly, making me wonder how much I had changed as a wife in just two months.

When Steve clenched his lips tightly around my sticky, cum soaked clitoris, I shuddered in pre-orgasmic bliss, roiling in our disgraceful decadence. He plowed his tongue up and down my creamy pink furrow, swallowing greedily until it seemed my husband had eaten enough.

He rested back on his haunches, grinning at me with cum coated, glossy lips.

“What’s next, Steve?”

“Will you watch while my hooker fucks me, please? I’ve paid her well.”

“Fucking hell, Steve, that’s asking a lot.”

Tiffany sat on my other side, stroking my thigh and gazing longingly into my eyes. I saw fireworks in her watery pools of affection and knew her desire for me was genuine and intense. I’d always wanted to spend a night making love to my best friend, but the fear of losing each other held us apart.

“Not you as well, Tiff?”

“Yes, babe, I’ve wanted a piece of your creamy eclair for a long time.”

Tiffany kissed me while my husband raked his fingers through my long hair, pulling it into a ponytail. Her tongue felt more gentle and experienced than Hannah’s. At first, I held back, but a light fluffy sizzle on my lips and a darting, suggestive tongue on fire electrified and aroused me.

I gently reciprocated Tiffany’s love, enjoying how softly our lips collided like two hot air balloons nudging each other while rising.

We French kissed for ages while Steve licked my neck, cupped my breasts, and kneaded both gently, joining in. When Tiffany stood before me, I needed no encouragement to hitch up her pencil skirt.

I slipped two thumbs inside her panty elastic waistband, then peeled them slowly down to half-mast, enjoying the view and aroma of a beautiful pussy with lips drenched in the cream of a woman who was fed up with watching others fucking.

I admired Tiffany’s black-haired, tightly manicured pussy before dragging her panties off completely. She stepped out of each leg hole, and I sniffed my reward while Steve nibbled my earlobes.

Tiffany’s gusset was fully loaded and smelled disgustingly divine.

I was naked, making it easy for my husband to dip his fingers between my swollen pussy lips. He plowed up and down my creamy pink slit before sliding both fingers inside my fuck hole and swirling around and scooping out a sample of my nectar.

I gripped his wrist and glanced at his cream-coated fingers in utter terror. There was no mistaking that Steve had collected more semen than pussy juice.

“Feed me too, Steve.”

“Are you sure?”

“As sure as you were.”

I watched in awe, transfixed on Steve’s lascivious expression as he offered me both cream-coated digits, on which I sniffed my shame; then, while eyeballing my husband, I sucked both fingers clean. He grinned, and I saw his expression relax with a more profound and understanding love sparkling in his eyes.

When my husband withdrew his fingers, I scrunched Tiffany’s panties into a ball and crammed them gently in his mouth until he gagged lightly, sucking hard to squeeze out every drop. Steve stood up when I lay back on the sofa cushions, beckoning my best friend to join me in a dinner for two.

Tiffany cocked one leg high over my body, giving me an excellent view of her pussy. She carefully clawed her way around the sofa until her ass cheeks straddled my face. As she eased her glistening swollen labia down, my lips and tongue rose to enjoy a feast.

“You’re ovulating, Tiff.”

“Yeah, Em, you’re in for a tasty treat.”

I gasped when she splayed my swollen labia wide open and licked my pussy because the urgency of Tiffany’s tongue set me on fire. Steve French kissed me deeply before moving out of the way and prising Tiffany’s ass cheeks wide apart so I could slide my tongue into her pussy.

My taste buds burned, and a tangy, mildly metallic flavor ignited the soft tissues in my mouth, searing down my throat when I swallowed. Her pussy tasted more earthy than Hannah’s sweetmeats, but the changeover between both women felt exhilarating.

My husband was on fire and sat beside me, staring deep into my eyes while helping me fuck my best friend. He used one hand to spread Tiffany’s ass cheeks wide apart and the other index finger and thumb to open her anal whorl right at the tiny pink entrance.

While I clenched my lips around Tiffany’s swollen, sticky clitoris and sucked hard, my husband rimmed her back passage, cramming his tongue deep inside. I was lost in an intoxicated, hedonistic trance where nothing felt real. My libido was on fire, and no inhibitions prevented my pursuit of pleasure.

Tiffany spread her knees wider apart, sucking hard on my clitoris as I tensed every muscle, stretching every sinew, trembling from head to toe. I wanted to savor my best friend, so I clenched her clitoris tightly between eager lips and hummed a tune down her most sensitive nerve cluster.

My girlfriend was getting close to an orgasm, so I edged her, pulling back so she would calm down. I grinned at my husband, who leaned in and kissed my forehead.

“Do you see how nicely we can share, Emma?”

“I do.”

“Can you share everything with me, honey?”

“What are we talking about here, Steve?”

“I’m asking you to leap into the darkness with me.”

“With the girl, you brought here to fuck?”

“Yes.”


Chapter Five

Delicious Desire

◆◆◆

“You’re going to fuck my sister, aren’t you Steve? Chloe is the other hooker I saw earlier.”

“Yes, and yes.”

“Have you fucked my sister before?”

My husband shook his head, stood up, faced the door, and shouted.

“Chloe… it’s time. Please join us.”

A bedroom door opened then almost indiscernibly closed after what felt like a lifetime. The legs I’d watched cross the floor earlier approached with ominous clicking heels, halting close to me. When I looked up, my sister, Chloe, stood above me, smiling beautifully as though we had been apart years rather than hours.

My nerves piqued, and I felt raw emotions of jealousy, fear, and something else much more taboo that utterly shamed me. I was aroused, damp in my panties, flushed in my cheeks, and with no inhibitions, not objecting to the most significant threat my marriage confronted from a sibling.

Chloe crouched on her haunches, glanced at the pussy I was eating, then looked at me, shaking her head.

“Your husband hasn’t fucked me yet, Emma, but he desperately wants to.”

“Do you want to fuck him, sister?”

She inhaled deeply, and I saw the flames of passion in her eyes. I knew the answer but needed it from her. When Chloe spoke, the words came as a hoarse whisper.

“Yes, but only if you permit it.”

“I guess Steve meant you when suggesting he wanted other women. It makes sense he’d want to fuck my sibling. It’s a common fantasy among many men.”

“He wants to fuck our mom, too.”

“I doubt that’ll happen, Chloe.”

“I’d rather not know if it does, honestly.”

The atmosphere was suspenseful. I stared at my sister, who reached out a hand, taking my fingers and rubbing them gently. She was trembling and seemed nervous as hell. When I glanced at him, I saw Steve was anxious, too.

I frowned so hard that the furrows on my brow hurt. Our situation was affecting me and not at all the way I expected. I gasped and pulled my bottom lip with my teeth because Tiffany’s tongue plowed my creamy furrow, and she made slurping noises going down on me, driving me crazy.

“I’m close to an orgasm, Emma.”

“I saw Tiffany doing great work. I wish I could.”

“Oh fuck, we can’t.”

“I know.”

I squealed, gasping for breath, grabbing at my words while Tiffany devoured my pussy, but there were things I needed to know, even if I consumed the answers at my most vulnerable time.

“You both must have discussed this for some time, sister.”

“We did.”

“Are you in love with my husband?”

“No, but we have a great friendship, and making love feels like the proper next step. Steve wants more than just to fuck another woman, Emma?”

“I’m in shock right now, babes.”

“I know. This is my first gig as a hooker, and I wanted it to be with Steve. Can you consent before you lose control?”

She wants my permission.

Oh fuck… what now?

I can’t.

Can I?

Our marital Pandora’s box was flung wide open anyway, and we couldn’t cram our sex lives back inside. My infidelity had been such an incredible experience I knew it wouldn’t end even if I vowed to be faithful again. It seemed selfish to deny my husband what he desired since he’d had a hand in making my fantasies come true.

“I can’t think of anyone else I could share my husband with, sweet sister.”

“Thank you, Emma.”

“I consent, so you’d better get started.”

I nodded at Chloe and settled in to lick Tiffany’s pussy while she strolled off hand in hand with Steve. The opposite sofa was positioned nicely in my peripheral vision, so I watched Chloe slowly undress my husband before sitting him down and kneeling in front.

Tiffany moaned like a whore when I clawed her fuck hole wide open and buried my tongue deep inside her creamy sweet slit. For the second time in one evening, I found myself licking and sucking a mouth full of delicious pussy while an expert tongue plowed mine.

For a while, I ignored the mildly distracting slurping of a cock being vigorously sucked nearby, suppressing all manner of jealous and aroused feelings. When I eventually glanced over, Chloe’s head bobbed cutely up and down my husband’s shaft while he grinned at me.

Watching them felt better than I imagined, and I closed my eyes, looking for answers not written on the back of my eyelids. Sharing my husband was not how I thought this day would end, but I had always loved Chloe, and it seemed more straightforward to let her enjoy Steve than I had imagined.

I stared at them for a full minute, inhaled sharply, counted to ten, and then fully accepted that my husband and sister looked spectacular together. Steve must have felt the same because he’d cupped the back of Chloe’s head and guided her lip speed and depth up and down his gnarly shaft while moaning noisily and stretching his legs out.

Tiffany’s pussy tasted salty, tangy, and sweet all at the same time, intoxicating me. Her flavor differed significantly from Hannah’s, although no better or worse, because both women tasted delicious. I slid my lips over her trembling, sticky clitoris, clenching its base tightly, sucking gently until she fully engorged in my mouth, eliciting a deep, satisfied groan from my best friend.

I felt happy, but I couldn’t explain why. Relationship no-man’s-land agreed with me.

Another glance towards my husband revealed his solid veiny cock was gripped in my sister's fist as she stood, shuffled forward, and straddled his lap before lowering herself and feeding Steve into her pussy.

There is nothing we haven’t shared now, sis.

I dragged Tiffany’s sticky, swollen clitoris up and down with a flattened tongue, almost rubbing it out while watching my sibling slide my husband’s cock inside what appeared to be a tight, wet pussy.

Chloe rode Steve’s cock hard, moaning for a while, then screaming and tossing her hair wildly when bottoming out on his pubic bone. When they kissed, I saw the same passion of a husband and wife, sparking some crazed hedonism inside me.

When her pussy was fully impaled on my husband’s cock, my sister ground her clitoris back and forth in his pubic bush, much as I did in the same lap. I saw thick white lather striating Steve’s solid shaft, lathering more richly every time Chloe slid her pussy up and down, creaming more of her hormones onto his skin.

Each time Chloe descended, another glistening, snowy white ring of cream was forced into my husband’s pubic bush.

Chloe’s pussy looks fucking tight.

Tiffany was as expert with her tongue as you’d expect an experienced madam to be. She hauled my legs backward, prising them wide open with her elbows until I was bent double and splayed apart. My best friend sat partially upright on my face, queening her throne, purposefully pressing fleshy, creamy, sweet labia against my lips.

I was in a semi-meditative place where my senses were overwhelmed by aromas and flavors, and my brain was hard-wired to enjoy. I traced a fingernail along Tiffany’s back from her tight ass crack to the soft nape, causing my girlfriend to arch wildly, tremble uncontrollably and scream.

When she descended into my pussy again, Tiffany flattened her tongue, spread my pussy lips wide, and plowed diligently up and down my slit, collecting any morsels along the way while brushing my clitoris on each pass. I shuddered vigorously, lost in a nebulous mind fuck of overwhelming pleasure and powerful emotions as wave after wave of gratification rolled over me.

I licked my finger, daubing its tip with extra saliva, and rubbed Tiffany’s puckered anus counter-clockwise, preparing to fuck her back passage. My sister tousled her hair with bony fingers and rolled her head in a wide, ecstatic circle. Chloe rode my husband’s cock cowboy style, so I couldn’t see everything that was happening, but her position and my husband’s smile told me everything I needed to know.

When she rose up his veiny shaft, the tight, pink seal at the entrance to Chloe’s pussy, gripped Steve’s cock hard, letting go reluctantly.

Every time my sister seemed ready to orgasm on my husband’s cock, they slowed down fucking or paused for a few seconds, panting, kissing, and whimpering while Steve kept her close to the edge. When Chloe calmed down, they fucked harder.

My husband is edging my little sister.

Holy fuck, how did we get here?

How did I start fucking people for money?

I was caught in multiple layers of a taunting dilemma, trying to ease them apart, compartmentalize, and make sense of everything. My head buzzed with passion and fire; reluctance and inhibitions were swept away, and a tiny orgasm deep inside begged me to relax and accept this night was a journey, not a destination. 

I pressed my finger harder on Tiffany’s tight elastic anal sphincter, slowly breaking the seal until I slid one knuckle deep inside her warm asshole. She gasped, licking my pussy harder, a sign of her approval and desperate need for more finger.

I pushed my finger deeper inside my best friend’s back passage, reaching up to the second knuckle, enjoying how Tiffany wriggled and moaned while I dragged her sticky clitoris from side to side with my tongue. Chloe was in the throes of her first orgasm, screaming intensely on the end of my husband’s cock, and I imagined her pussy tightly clenching, milking his semen.

The thought Steve would soon fill my sister’s womb with our marital seed hit a kink I never knew I had. I was suddenly a cuckquean to my cuckold husband on a day I’d earned five grand and was still fucking my boss. The sheer forbidden decadence of our stormy tryst released heady emotions that flooded my brain with relaxing, loving hormones.

I smiled at my sister, who eyeballed me while sliding her pussy down the length of my husband's cock. I grinned back at Chloe, then forced my eyes away to focus on my lover, pounding Tiffany’s asshole with the entire length of my finger while licking her clitoris.

My best friend and employer found my anus with a slender digit, sliding it inside my back passage much more quickly than I’d care to admit was possible. Tiffany sucked my swollen pussy lips much more vigorously than I did hers, an act of desperation in her desire to get me off.

I inserted another finger deep inside Tiffany’s pussy, impressed by her tightness, but I resisted rating my friend as she had done to me. She ascended like a queen, reached for the ceiling, and sat fully on my face, spreading both knees wider and grinding her wet lips down hard on mine. My finger slipped out of her pussy, but it didn’t matter because my best friend was happy, screaming, and trembling in her tumultuous orgasm that wreaked havoc on tensed muscles and stretched ligaments.

When Tiffany squirted unicorn pee at the back of my throat in short, powerful jets, I gulped but could never swallow the entire torrent. Once my mouth filled with her sweet and bitter nectar, the seal of my puckered lips on her pee hole ruptured, and her orgasm dribbled, soaking my cheeks, nose, and chin before spilling off my face.

When Tiffany raised her ass cheeks higher, quivering and screaming madly, I sucked her pussy lips entirely into my mouth, cleaning, rinsing, and swallowing sweet, heavenly cream. I savored the taste that was more copious and earthy than Hannah’s. As her reproductive organs celebrated my tribute, a raging tsunami shuddered deep inside Tiffany’s pussy.

When intense flutters of her orgasm calmed, Tiffany carefully clawed her way around the couch and slumped into my arms, kissing me lovingly.

“I’ve wanted this for such a long time, Emma.”

“Me too, sweetheart.”

My sister's passionate screams drew our attention, and we watched my husband fuck her like a beast unleashed. When Steve stood up, Chloe wrapped both legs tightly around his waist, spurring her heels into his ass cheeks while impaled on his cock.

My husband staggered across the gap, urgently waving us aside. Steve perched my sister on the seat of the sofa, and I got a close-up view of his cock embedded balls deep inside her.

“When I lift Chloe onto the sofa back, can you take a leg each and spread her wide apart so that I can fuck her harder, please?”

“I can’t believe I’m helping you to fuck my sister.”

“Chloe is incredible, like you.”

“I’m glad.”

Am I?

Tiffany and I darted behind the sofa, taking each ankle and prising Chloe wide apart. My friend placed a hand on my sister’s back, and I leaned my shoulder in, preferring to ensure she didn’t fall while my husband reamed her.

Chloe and I locked eyes; she grinned, mouthed a heartfelt thank you, and wrapped her arms around my husband’s neck when he jumped up on the sofa seat, sliding his cock back into the warm wet hole he’d already fucked for at least fifteen minutes.

My sister shuddered against my shoulder, leaning her weight on me when my husband slid his cock balls deep inside, gripped her ass cheeks, and fucked her. Chloe tossed her head, flailing long, whiplash hair in my face, moaning whoreishly.

I saw Steve’s cum face when he stared at me momentarily before half-sharing it with my sister. When he smiled at Chloe, I knew he’d flooded her womb with the seed that belonged to me. I felt jealous and mildly humiliated while enjoying a minor, trembling, orgasmic wave of joy shuddering through my entire body. I crossed my legs to force as much friction as I could, hoping to assuage immense sexual tension, but to no avail.

When Chloe bowed her head, descending from a massive orgasm, I watched Steve’s cock slide out of her creamy hole as he staggered backward. My sister slid down the couch back onto its seat cushion, leaving a creamy trail of my husband’s cum behind her.

Tiffany darted around the couch, kneeled, then hurriedly parted my sister's legs and dove in like a starving lioness onto her prey. For a moment, as I watched the lewd and surreal scene of my best friend eating my husband's semen from my sister’s pulsating, gaping hole, I wondered how we got here.

It started with a gangbang.

While Tiffany and my sister indulged in all manner of disgraceful and lewd behavior, I discretely dipped a finger in the trail of slick, salty semen Chloe had dribbled onto the leather. I checked to see if anyone was looking and, convinced I was in the clear, sampled the decadent dessert.

While Tiffany licked my sister’s pussy, Steve slumped into a chair. I strolled over to join him, and since his creamy cock was too delicious to pass up, I knelt in front of my husband and slipped my puckered lips over his swollen glans, sucking and licking him clean.

After everyone was done, we queued for toilets and shared the massive rain shower in Steve’s master bedroom, bathing each other, laughing and joking as though we’d just been to the funfair. In a tender, loving moment, I leaned against my husband’s chest under the rainshower while he planted soft kisses across my neck.

“What happens next, Steve?”

“It’s up to you, Emma.”

“I never imagined we’d go this far.”

“What would have happened if you’d tried explaining your new job to me?”

“I hoped for some version of this would result, but I was willing to live with the consequences either way, honey. The heart wants what the heart wants. You desired Chloe, and if I stood in your way, somehow, someday, you would have had her.”

“I think I would have tried, but she only made love to me because you consented.”

“What might be, what should be, and what is Steve? We are where we are, and I am glad we got here.”

I turned and studied my husband with renewed and much-invigorated love. We dried off and slipped into fresh underwear, wore dressing gowns, and lay entwined in a pile of love and lust on a massive bed with a movie playing on a wall-mounted sixty-five-inch screen.

It was the oddest tryst one could imagine. Two sisters, one husband, and a best friend sounded like an excellent title for a tawdry tale.

My husband tapped me on the shoulder, grinning.

“You’ll take over running the girls while I work on business development, finding clients, and figuring out how we go International.”

“Are you serious, Steve?”

“This is our family business, Emma.”

“What about-.”

“You can please every indulgence.”

“Then, I accept this partnership.”

“Tiffany works for you now, I guess.”

We watched a movie and ordered late-night room service while Chloe and Tiffany helped me choose the interior for our new BMWs.

I woke through the night when someone gently nudged me. It was Tiffany, and she wanted me to see that my husband was fucking her doggy style. She pointed at my pussy, beseeching my indulgence.

“May I please?”

“Of course, babe.”

I pressed my palms against both knees and spread my legs wide open. Tiffany crawled a few inches with my husband’s cock buried deep inside her pussy. Steve grinned and waited until his fuck buddy settled, then raised onto his haunches, stared down, opened her ass cheeks wide, and fucked her steadily.

With Tiffany’s head nestled between my legs, my best friend and employee lowered her mouth and began licking my pussy.

“Good girl, Tiff.”

It was then I knew that our life had changed for the better.


Chapter Six

Getting On Top Of It

◆◆◆

We woke in an entanglement, luxuriating in each other's heat, silken nakedness, and body fluids. Through the night, we changed fuck partners many times, although my sister and I kept a safe distance apart.

That was a taboo too far for either of us.

When I strolled out of the shower, drying my hair with towels I intended to keep, Steve was balls deep in my sister, frantically shunting her along our bed. I smiled at Chloe’s cum face and whispered you’re welcome, in her ear as I passed by on my way to the living and dining area.

“Good morning, Tiffany.”

“Hi, Emma.”

“I can’t believe what we are doing.”

“Do you mean the orgy?”

“Do three girls and a guy qualify as an orgy?”

“Call it what you will, Emma. It was the best fun I’ve enjoyed in ages.”

“My husband is fucking my sister while I towel dry my hair. I think I’ve gone off the rails.”

“Do you want pain au chocolat or croissant?”

“What?”

I sat down at the dining table next to Tiffany and stared in disbelief because she had been listening to me as a sideshow to another conversation she was having with someone from room service. I scowled at her and wagged a disapproving finger.

“Are you talking to room service, Tiffany?”

“Yeah. I’m ordering breakfast… I answered you, but I need to know something important right now, please.”

“What is it?”

“Do you want eggs?”

“What the fuck? No! Steve would like some if he hasn’t already had my sisters.”

“Pain au chocolat or plain? Boiled, poached, or fried?”

“Plain croissants, Tiff, because chocolate is too much at breakfast.”

“Okay… eggs? Boiled, poached, or fried?”

“Scrambled for Steve. Like my brains.”

“Done.”

She lowered the phone as though it were radioactive, glowering at it and shaking her head.

“What’s up with you, Tiffany.”

“Ordering breakfast was a fucking pain in the ass. There are no set buffet menu options. I’ve just ordered about twenty different items.”

“It’s so they can charge more.”

“I don’t know what we’ll end up eating, Emma.”

“Sounds like last night.”

Tiffany giggled and slid closer, cuddling me. I enjoyed her warmth and leaned in, relaxing in her arms. When Chloe screamed out her orgasm, I scowled, and my best friend looked at me for a reaction.

“I’m fine about Steve fucking Chloe, Tiff. I cheated, and now, he needs something to balance things between us.”

“Are you sure?”

“Letting Steve have my sister wasn’t such a leap to make after what I did. I’d prefer to cuckold him, but cheating was wrong. We’ll talk today and reach an agreement about our marriage.”

“Steve doesn’t love Chloe. At least, I don’t think he does. I do know he has a massive cuckold kink. That guy can sexualize humiliation for sure.”

“What does that mean, Tiffany?”

“It means you’ll need to cuck him occasionally to keep your man happy. I know he wanted Chloe because she’s your little sister, and that has a certain taboo.”

“But he did the same to me last night. He fucked you too, which means my husband isn’t a cuckold.”

“Steve will be anything you want, Emma. He’s been waiting for you to take control, and he never had a problem with you fucking those guys at your gangbang, or Josh.”

“And Carl?”

“I think that was Steve’s limit because you really were into him.”

“Only as a lover. I caught no feelings.”

“How did you feel when Chloe fucked your husband.”

“I’m not a cuckquean, and I don’t mind sharing Steve, but I wanted us to enjoy cuckolding for a while. I couldn’t get off on watching my sister and husband without fucking someone myself.”

“Someone like me?”

A doorbell ring saved me from admitting I enjoyed making love to Tiffany. She let two servers in, who went straight to our bar area to prepare coffee, tea, and fresh juices. They were our in-house dining experience team, an advance party for the main buffet event.

I sipped coffee, staring through the panorama windows at a beautiful sunrise. Eventually, after showering and donning robes, my husband and sister joined us, giggling. There was a moment when Chloe’s hand slipped from Steve’s, and he drifted toward me like a baton was passed.

“Did you have a good time with my sister, honey?”

“Yes, thank you, Emma.”

“That’s an end to it for now, okay.”

“Of course.”

“What happens now? It’s hard to believe everyone splits after we leave here, and things go back to normal.”

Tiffany was hiding something, almost screwing her face up like a dam was about to burst. Steve and Chloe waited, probably nervous and wanting more meat on the bones of our conversation before asserting an opinion. They all seemed wary of me since I’d been the unwitting participant in their delightful game. My husband, lover, and sister couldn’t be sure how I might react in the cold light of day.

Tiffany looked at me, hopefully.

“Will you stay on my roll-call of girls, Emma? You’re the most sought-after in our current catalog.”

“As your hooker or boss?”

My best friend looked sheepish while Steve ducked for cover behind a pastry, sniggering. Tiffany thought about it, shrugged, and went for broke.

“As business partners?”

Steve cleared his throat and finally seemed prepared to join the discussion. We all looked to the mastermind for an answer.

“I think a partnership is fair, and to include Chloe in that. If you agree, I’ll give up ten percent of the share to her and Tiffany, then split the other eighty percent down the middle with you.”

Steve was being very reasonable, which spurred my hopes that we could move forward as a team, continuing to deliver a very profitable business. I was surprised but pleased that nobody carried any emotional baggage from our night of debauchery. I’d read of similar trysts in antiquity among Roman and Greek dignitaries, for whom sharing bedroom playtime was the norm.

What a team, though.

“Do I continue working as a hooker, then Steve? Being fucked for money, I mean?”

I tested my husband’s boundaries, seeing where they were or if he even had any. He looked thoughtful, cut a slice of toasted muffin piled with butter-rich scrambled eggs, then devoured them as though it were his first meal in years.

“That’s your choice, Emma.”

“Really?”

“Yeah, I trust you to do the right thing and not jeopardize our marriage.”

“Tiffany mentioned you want me to cuckold you?”

It was a bombshell sexual revelation, and my husband looked like a rabbit caught in the headlights of a speeding truck, with his eyes bulging and cheeks flushing bright red. He glanced at Tiffany, who continued tearing up a croissant as though it were a toy designed to help rid her of sexual tension.

Chloe averted her eyes in one of those awkward moments, but I knew what I was doing. Steve leveled his gaze at me and composed himself.

“Is now the time and place to discuss this, Emma?”

“Honey, if we can’t talk about our kinks in a room where one hundred percent of the three women in it are carrying your semen in their bellies… well, I don’t know anywhere we can.”

“Okay, but-.”

“You had a conversation already with Tiffany. If you can share with her, why not me, sweetheart?”

I grinned disarmingly at Steve. If I was sharing him with other women, he needed to come clean to everyone about his sexual proclivities.

“Yes.”

“Yes, what?”

“I want you to cuckold me.”

“That’s good to know. It means you can’t fuck other women, though. Is that clear?”

“Yes.”

“Or it isn’t cuckolding.”

“I understand, Emma.”

“And when you want to stop cuckolding and try some other kink, you’ll say?”

“Yes, of course.”

I sipped coffee, studying each of my new business partners. The sexual gratification of sharing one another was shelved for now, and I felt much more serious… five million bucks more serious. I wanted to express my point of view as a newcomer to the management team, although, being the business owner’s wife, I couldn’t afford to be a shrinking violet.

“We must be honest among the four of us. We’re breaking the law, and huge sums of money are at stake. Our sexual matters cannot become business problems.”

They all nodded, but I felt surrounded by group-thinkers hiding their genuine opinions. I was pleased when Steve snuck his fingers into my palm, which I gladly squeezed, feeling anxious.

Tiffany lifted another croissant, split it, and handed me half.

“What’s this?”

“A sign of my commitment. I’m breaking bread with you.”

“That sounds very Godfather-like, Tiffany.”

“Steve already said you are running the show, Emma. I have no problem with that, and as for sexual discretion, I have a husband, too, and he knows nothing about my extracurriculars.”

“What does he think you do for a living?”

“Joe believes that I arrange holidays and sometimes act as a tour guide.”

“In which case, what do you have planned next for the housewives?”

“We are going on a tour of the UAE, where the big money is.”

I was surprised that something so ambitious had already been planned; Steve noticed my shocked expression and waved a hand.

“It’s a new initiative to raise revenues in a high net worth country where discretion is highly prized and appropriately remunerated.”

“When is this happening?”

“Umm, it starts today with our travel, Emma. A few of the housewife hookers are joining us on holiday for two weeks in Dubai. Tiffany booked a massive private villa where clients can be serviced, or we’ll use a limo to drop girls off and pick them up.”

“How were you going to cover this with me, Steve?”

“You are here with us, honey. This trip was booked after your inauguration as one of the housewives?”

“Do you mean I am already booked on the flight?”

“Yes.”

“You booked me on a flight to be sold into the bed of the highest bidder?”

“Yes.”

“Who is looking after our kids? I assumed you got a sitter for last night.”

“They are with your parents right now.”

“For two weeks?”

“I wish I could have been more honest with you, Emma.”

“One hundred percent honesty starts again from now. There are to be no more secrets between the four of us. Dubai is a fucking dangerous place to err from what they consider proper morality. Maybe there is some kinky undercurrent flowing around the city-state that we can swim in, but if someone decides they don’t like what we’re doing-.”

“We’re fucked… Emma, don’t worry. I have this covered.”

“When do we leave?”

“In six hours.”

“We’d better go shopping  now, pack, and get to the airport.”

Steve left to shower in the master suite while my sister headed for a spare room. I figured they might want to play, and maybe that could happen, but for now, my husband’s desire to explore cuckolding was at the forefront of my mind.

Rules were needed because cuckolding my husband would be impossible if he was getting pussy from elsewhere.

I eyed Tiffany across the dining table. She seemed relaxed and took everything in her stride. I guessed being a madam for some time helped build her confidence and develop the skills to beat down over-enthusiastic clients and bitchy hookers, so I was easy to deal with.

“This trip is worth big bucks, Emma.”

“It seems Steve has amassed a significant fortune already. He and I could easily retire.”

“Is that what you want?”

I let her question hang for a minute while drinking my coffee and staring out the panorama window. Something in me had changed overnight. It was a yearning that had been nagging for some time, probably years, culminating in my first approach to Tiffany when I asked to join her register of whores.

I glanced at my friend, feeling my heart wide open and all emotions laid bare.

“Why couldn’t you have been honest with me from the outset, Tiffany?”

“It was easier for you to find your way into this Hotel suite than for me to push you here. I believe this is what you wanted, including to share Steve with Chloe.”

“My part in this sordid story has been somewhat autobiographical.”

“I wouldn’t have hurt you, Emma, and I’ve had your back throughout.”

“I know, and I am thankful.”

“Will you answer my question, please? Is retirement what you prefer because it’s also important to Joe and me?”

“No. Retirement is not on the cards.”

“Let’s shop and pack then.”

With my kids parked at their grandparents for two weeks, I boarded a Boeing 777 to Dubai with twelve housewives, Tiffany, my sister, and my husband. We occupied most of the Business Class section, enjoying a last repose until the return flight.

Sitting next to me, my husband watched a movie with one ear on our conversation, and I began taking over his responsibilities. Tiffany seemed thrilled to deal with me, explaining that Steve rarely got involved with our hookers, preferring not to indulge in any of the messy emotional, menstrual cycle, or health details of managing a bevy of sluts.

I ordered sparkling water with ice and a slice of lemon, deciding to start as I meant to go on. There would be times for fun, but not while surrounded by my staff and husband. Tiffany drank coffee, and I was pleased to note that most of the other girls were off booze.

“Everyone is taking this very seriously, Tiffany.”

“The girls are all married, with kids, and need the money. They also enjoy the same adventure you do.”

I scanned the cabin, noting familiar faces and some strangers, but I also saw a common strand between them. Every beautiful woman was an experienced lover, wife, and mother. I got it completely. The reason so many men wanted to make love to these women was to enjoy inserting themselves into their lives, even if only for a moment.

“How are the bookings going, Tiff?”

“We’re at about seventy percent of capacity, with more inquiries piling in daily. Umm, I have a question, though.”

“Go ahead.”

“There’s been a request for a gangbang tomorrow. Four guys and two sex swings.”

“Okay, what’s the problem with that?”

“Well… the clients specifically asked for you.”

I instinctively glanced at Steve. He must have known about the inquiry because he shrugged, smiling as if confident I’d make the right choice.

“You’ll be cuckolded, Steve.”

“I know.”

“Are you sure about this?”

“I want you to be sexually free, Emma.”

“It’s dangerous.”

“You were already doing it.”

“Okay, but are you saying I can do anything I want?”

“Yes.”

I looked for any sign of repressed torment in his expression but saw none. It seemed my husband’s kinks were an open book, and right now, Steve wanted to be a cuckold. I smiled at him, and he returned to watching a movie and half-listening to me while I continued the strangest management meeting I’d ever had.

Tiffany shrugged and smiled. I felt her fingers slip into my hand, so I squeezed, glancing from Steve back to her.

“It seems my husband doesn’t seem to mind if I fuck other guys.”

“Steve trusts you, Em. He never touched any of the girls.”

“Except my sister.”

“Only after you consented and now that itch is scratched, they won’t do it again without speaking to you first.”

I imagined what that might look like in a scenario at home when my sister dropped by and asked if she might borrow my husband for a quick ride. Feeling strangely excited, I shook my head to rid the image of me opening my front door to Chloe.

“Okay, tell me about the gangbang booking tomorrow.

“They will pay a hundred grand.”

“Fucking, what?”

“They are four brothers. The guys won’t touch each other, but they all want you, Chloe, too. Hence, using two swings.”

“What the fuck kind of fantasy is this, Tiffany?”

“Sisters for brothers. It was my idea, so I floated it around the potential clients and got a few bites.”

“Jeez… you need help, girl. Have you spoken with Chloe about this?”

I scanned the cabin, looking for my sister, who sat a few rows away. I hadn’t realized she’d been watching and listening to our conversation. She tilted her glass at me in a salute, winked, nodded, and then turned to face the front.

“Two swings for two sisters, like we were at home in the garden?”

“There you are… it’s genius, but each brother wants to cum inside both of you?”

“Will they be wearing condoms?”

I knew the answer as soon as the words left my mouth. Tiffany also knew I hated condoms, so I don’t know why my tone of voice was surprised, almost insistent that condoms should be worn. Perhaps it was the last vestige of my broken morality fizzling out.

Tiffany shook her head, and I took that to be conclusive, so I dropped the matter.

“I’ll be there to clean you both up, help everyone as needed, and manage things as usual.”

I was still getting used to the workflow and massive volumes of cash involved.

“A hundred grand, you say?”

“Yeah… a hundred grand.”

“How much is this whole trip worth, Tiffany?”

“To Steve and you… at least two million bucks. I stand to make enough to sell our home and upgrade.”

“And Chloe?”

“She wants a Ferrari. A red one.”

“Of course she does.”

Shortly after we landed, six limos whisked our Olympic fuck team to the grand villa Tiffany had reserved in Palm Jumeirah. Such was the luxury of our temporary residence that our first event gangbang fee would cover the rent during a two-week stay.

I strolled outside and then inspected inside the villa, admiring each luxurious room, including all the bedrooms, while our housewives were claiming them. Steve followed discreetly behind me, and I felt confident it was because he was ensuring my happiness.

Since his revelation and my fuck theatre performance for his pleasure in London, my husband had been much more attentive. He sidled up behind me, wrapping his arms around me and placing his palms where Carl’s semen swam inside.

“I brought you a special gift, Emma.”

“Sweet husband, you have gifted me enough for a lifetime.”

“Are you happy, Emma?”

I turned and stepped into his arms, feeling my husband’s warmth and love. He was the guy I kissed goodbye the morning I first stepped out on our marriage; only now, every secret between us was finally revealed.

“I am happy, Steve.”

“Then come to our bedroom and see what I got you.”

We had the master suite, and I was pleased nobody else had tried claiming it. Order and respect would be essential if I took control of the girls to support my husband in expanding his venture. When he opened the bedroom door, I got the shock of my life.

“Carl. What are you doing here?”

“I’m a special delivery for you, sweetheart. At your husband’s request, no less.”

“I don’t understand.”

I stared at Steve, who suddenly looked on fire. His fingers trembled madly, and he shifted his weight from one foot to the other. This was my husband’s primary kink, and now was a moment when I could choose one path for our marriage or another.

“I won’t just fuck Carl, Steve. It will be a lot more than that.”

“I know you want him.”

“I do, but I don’t love him. I was being truthful about that.”

“You said he was a better fuck than me.”

“He is, husband. Carl is built to satisfy women. Lovemaking is his superpower. I’ve never enjoyed sex so much as I did with him yesterday. Are you sure you know what you are doing here?”

“I’m positive.”

“As a cuckold, I’ll let you watch Carl fuck me, Steve, but you can’t stay the night with us. I’ll be his tonight.”

“It’s your choice.”

“No more Chloe pussy for you either, Steve. That fun is one-and-done. It’s me and my used, cum filled pussy from now on.”

“Agreed.”

“Good boy, now… sit down please, don’t say a word or move an inch.”

Steve looked delighted, as though the whole process of my accepting his gift was in some way part of his enjoyment of the cuckold experience. I watched him take a seat; then, I appraised my gift.

Carl was fucking gorgeous, and I almost climaxed just thinking about him fucking me.

“I’ve missed you, Emma.”

“It’s been a little under twenty-four hours since you fucked me.”

“I’m really into you.”

I glanced at Steve and saw him holding his breath while staring goggle-eyed at my lover. The room’s atmosphere was meltingly hot, and Carl was equally smoking. My lover was naked and ripped from a recent gym session, I assumed, somewhere in the house.

“Your cock is almost solid, Carl.”

“I’ve been thinking about you a great deal.”

“My husband is right here in this bedroom. Do you feel ashamed professing your desire for me in front of him?”

“You want to fuck me, Emma, right?”

“Yes.”

“And right now, you don’t want to fuck your husband?”

“No.”

“Why are we discussing your husband then?”

“I don’t know.”

“Then forget about him briefly and focus on me, us, and your enjoyment.”

“Did you catch feelings for me, Carl?”

“No. That’s not my way.”

“What is your way?”

“I like fucking beautiful women who belong to other men.”

I undressed to my panties, occasionally glancing at Steve and enjoying his frisson of excitement. My pussy engorged, dampening my panties until the gusset gave way, and a trickle of my shame ran down my leg.

“Steve?”

“Yes, Sweetheart.”

“I have a minor problem. Would you help me, please?”

“Of course.”

He stood up and strolled across to me in a trance. I saw his absolute commitment to cuckolding and smiled.

“What is it, sweetheart?”

“My pussy is leaking down my legs. Would you mind cleaning her quickly before I spend the night with my boyfriend?”

“Boyfriend?”

“Yes, sweetheart. Carl is going to be a regular bull. I want him to mark his territory now.”

It was as though Steve’s wishes had come true at once. My husband dropped to his knees and slipped his thumbs into the elastic waistband of my Agent Provocateur Lorna Heart panties. The lingerie set was a gift from Steve last Christmas, and I saw he recognized them when I smiled down lovingly as he peeled them off.

I pulled seductively on my bottom lip while watching Carl unfurl on the bed, unwrapping his body like a giant roll of muscles before walking over to me. My panty gusset clung to the drenched, swollen pussy lips they were protecting. Steve tugged harder, and they dropped to the floor with a sticky slap.

When I stepped out of my panties, Carl was close, eagerly taking me in his arms. His kiss felt warm and exciting when it came and was precisely what I needed. I spread my legs wider and enjoyed the moment when my lover placed a gentle hand on my husband’s head, guiding him between my legs.

Steve’s flat tongue licked from my mid-thigh to my pussy as he traced the sweet, tawdry bead back to its shameful source. My lips pressed gently against Carl’s, sizzling in a moment of passion that drove me wild. His tongue sought mine urgently, and our kiss inflamed while my husband plowed his tongue between my pussy lips, cleaning, preparing, and losing me, at least for the coming night.

“Sit down, Steve.”

“As you wish, Emma.”

Carl lifted me into the cradle of his arms, and I wrapped mine around his neck, steadfastly maintaining our kiss. My pussy was soaked again, but Steve’s token effort was not in vain as I watched him sit on a leather easy chair and saw an erection tenting his pants.

We’re correctly cuckolding at last.

Definitions around sex didn’t enslave me, and I never imagined my husband’s state of being a cuckold would be our final say in the matter. Whether I was a hotwife, cuckoldress, whore, or hooker didn’t concern me. One thing was sure when I straddled Carl’s cock, ready to sink my swollen pussy down on it, Steve was the happiest cuckold in the world.

“Are you sure about this, Steve?”

“Yes, Emma.”


Chapter Seven

Dubai Playtime

◆◆◆

I stared deeply into Carl’s eyes and saw a youthful playfulness that once underpinned my life. I hadn’t been a promiscuous single woman, which might explain why I’d seemingly gone off the rails via Tiffany’s good offices.

I’d had a wonderful time at college, dating and fucking Mr. Right Now, but perhaps marriage came too soon for me, and I was catching up on lost opportunity.

“I am happily married, Carl. We must be honest about what we’re getting from each other.”

“I’m getting an exquisite woman in her prime, and I feel lucky for it.”

“I’m getting a young, virile lover who can satisfy the parts of my marriage that my husband can’t.”

“And what of your husband? What is he getting?”

“Your discretion about what happens between us.”

“You both have that.”

My body ached with desire as my muscles spasmed, overcharged, and desperate to begin. I felt a tiny tickle somewhere deep inside my womb, a place only Carl could activate with his smoldering eyes and the promise of lovemaking extraordinaire.

My pussy felt drenched, and I needed Carl’s massive cock to scratch a slutty itch somewhere around my cervix. His eyes drank in my curves, from a tightly pinched waist to my curvy breasts, before staring at my face, reaching up to move an errant lock from my right cheek.

“I feel your pussy lips kissing my cock head.”

“Not bad, huh?”

“It’s a mild sucking sensation that tingles all the way down my cock.”

“I can contract my pussy at will. I’m going to milk your cock and drain every drop of your seed.”

“I have a question, Emma. It’s deeply personal.”

“Go ahead, honey.”

“When we fucked at the hotel, did we have a moment… I mean, like a second or two?”

“What sort of a moment?”

“It was a snapshot when everything changed for a few seconds, and I wanted you to have my baby.”

“I felt it, too.”

Out of loving concern, I turned my head and saw Steve slack-jawed and wide-eyed, much as I had left him before attending to my big-cocked lover. From where he sat, my husband had a perfect view of my glistening slit. I glanced in a mirror behind me and saw swollen pussy lips draped over my lover’s cock.

“Are you okay, husband?”

“I figure there will be moments like you described with other lovers, Emma.”

“I can’t say, honey. As Carl just described, it was a few seconds, and I explained it earlier.”

“You did.”

“Carl feels very appreciative of me right now, Steve.”

“I should hope so.”

I wanted to move our conversation back to the matter at hand. Carl was right to ask his question, and I was pleased he did that with my husband present. The moment when I wanted to have my lover’s baby was fleeting, perhaps a lapse, or maybe it was my body taking a break from all morality and enjoying a powerful orgasm.

“Are you paying Carl to fuck me?”

“Nope. I made one phone call and sprung for a business-class flight that left a few hours before us. Carl couldn’t wait to see you again.”

“That’s nice. I like feeling appreciated by both men in my life.”

I took a final and careful look at my husband, judged that he still wholeheartedly consented, and smiled before blowing him a loving kiss.

Then, I turned to face my lover with no intention of not fucking him, regardless of my husband’s change of mind.

“I want you so much right now, Carl. Are you ready to show me the best of you?”

“I feel so much desire, and yes, I’m ready to make love.”

“Please don’t catch feelings, honey. Only one man lives in my heart, and he’s about to enjoy watching you satisfy me.”

“I won’t mess this up.”

I slowly sank my pussy onto Carl’s thick girth, enjoying how his cock head stretched my sphincter wide open. He gently kneaded my breasts, circling both nipples with his thumbs while I clenched hard, enjoying his startled expression and fiery eyes when I milked his glans.

It was my turn to ascend into a cuckoldress hall-of-fame, my time to shine like a sun, and Carl was here for me to enjoy. I would make sure my lover had the time of his life, but now, while his cock was buried deep inside my body, I could savor him like a fabulous Bordeaux.

I sat more heavily, spreading my knees wide, sliding my pussy further down Carl’s thick cock, enjoying every gnarl, vein, and his bloated urethra that pressed against my soft tissue walls, giving notice that they had passed through. Steve gasped from somewhere behind me, and I turned, looked in the mirror, and saw my pussy was beautifully clamped tight around my lover’s shaft.

I pushed down hard while relaxing, struggling to take all of Carl’s cock in my tight hole, wriggling slightly, easing myself down until I was thoroughly skewered. My lover filled my pussy in a way Steve could not, and I knew I didn’t need to say a word because my husband was captivated, as a tiny glimpse of him in my peripheral vision confirmed.

“How do I feel?”

“Tight and warm. Your pussy feels like home, Emma, a safe, warm place for me to deposit my seed.”

“Make yourself comfortable, honey. Perhaps we will have another moment.”

“I hope so. I feel you clenching my cock tightly.”

“I want to sleep with your semen inside me tonight.”

“I can do that.”

“I know you will.”

I stretched the top of my labia apart between an index and middle finger from one hand, peeling my very sticky, pink clitoris out of her protective skin pouch. Carl stared between my legs where his cock was fully impaled deep inside me while I wet a finger from my spare hand, pressed the swollen, protruded clitoris, and repeatedly dragged her in a full circle while tossing my head and moaning lasciviously.

My lover was instantly mesmerized, and I felt ecstatic, trembling from head to foot with a pussy full of cock and a firm finger strumming my clitoris. I gasped, moaned, and felt my first tiny orgasm rippling through my entire body like a warm sunrise, lifting my nakedness after a chilly night. I released my grip, stopped masturbating, and eased my ass back, rolling my body to ride Carl’s cock while rasping my solid, throbbing pink nub against his pubic bush.

When I leaned forward and rested my palms and body weight on Carl’s chest, he instinctively knew what I needed. Using immense strength in his abdominals, my lover rose and pressed his lips tenderly against mine. His need to kiss me was like that of a new, excited boyfriend, desperate for the slightest gift I would bestow, driven to obedience by hormones that fueled his every thought.

His tongue tingled like sprinkled sherbet, curling and electrifying mine deliciously, surging his youthful sexual power into and throughout me.

When Carl gripped my ass cheeks, reaching his powerful fingers deep into the cleft between them, he stared into my eyes, begging my permission. I saw an intense craving for me tattooed on his inside, reflecting my lover’s soul through scintillating hazel pools of addiction and desire.

“Yes, you may, sweetheart.”

“Thank you, Emma.”

With my permission, he prised my ass cheeks wide open, exposing my tightly clenched anal sphincter to Steve. I was pleased he had asked permission rather than beg forgiveness later. It was a vulnerable and crude position for any girl to be put in, more so for a wife allowing her cuckold husband to watch her fucking a lover.

I was sure Steve had an excellent view of both my love holes and the long, thick, excellent cock plowing the one that had birthed our children. Perhaps that was the taboo we three enjoyed. Carl was reaching proximity to our marriage’s most profound expression of love with his cock, and soon, a creamy wad of his baby-making seed would surge through me, hunting down an egg that could not be fertilized.

Carl lifted me, sliding my pussy slowly up his cock. I glanced behind and saw the pink rim of my sphincter dragging along his shaft, leaving behind a thin coating of my creamy lather. I gasped and stared at our reflection, admiring the bulging urethra on the underside of his cock. When I turned again, I glimpsed my husband’s thrilled expression and felt happy for all of us.

My lover relaxed his biceps, and I slipped down his cock until fully impaled, with Carl’s glans pressing an already delightfully aching cervix. He slid me up and down again, then again, and kept going until my pussy became his masturbation sheath while I squeezed and crushed his shaft, repeatedly bottoming out.

When my lover’s expression flinched from lust to undying love, I knew he was cumming and that the moment gripped him, so I rocked back and forth vigorously, milking the cock buried balls deep inside me. I screamed my orgasm in a moment of utter ecstasy, enjoying that it was just me and Carl, no husband, wedding band, or even Dubai.

And I had another moment when Carl filled me with his seed; I was his alone.

“Fuck, that feels so good, sweet lover.”

“Yeah. I’ve never felt anything like that, Emma.”

“Please don’t-.”

“I won’t.”

I turned around and studied my husband while Carl’s cock still twitched the last few drops of his seed inside me. Our moment passed, but Steve knew I’d shared it with my lover again. He looked satisfied and happy, so I nodded toward the door.

“Goodnight, honey. Wank all you like, but please don’t come back to my bed until I come get you.”

A cuckold’s dilemma rippled in his expression, and I saw his momentary regret laced with an ascension to some higher plane of joy as the overwhelming flow of my husband’s kink engulfed him.

I used the toilet after each time Carl fucked me, draining some of his semen, but in the early hours of the morning, after he had fucked me six times, my reproductive organs were saturated with my lover’s cum.

I took my leave of Carl with a light kiss, promising my return after a short visit to see my husband. When I opened a spare bedroom door, the shaft of light from the hallway flashed across his bed, waking Steve.

“Hi, Emma.”

“Hello, darling. Are you okay?”

“Never better. What’s the matter?”

“Are you hungry, Steve?”

“Yes, why?”

“I brought you dessert.”
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