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Chapter One

 


Ken ducked under the ornate door mantle of the firetrap they had just rented and stepped into the apartment. Five hundred square foot, one bedroom basement apartment with a carved mantle and a leaking toilet. “Lipstick on a pig,” he muttered.
 

Callie was sitting at the kitchen table, tapping something out on her phone.
 

He walked over, kissed the top of her head before setting his lunch box on the counter. She seemed lost in whatever it was she was doing on her phone. He peered over her shoulder to see her messaging app open, her fingers flying as she typed out a message. It was unusual not to get a “hello” from her when he came home. “Who ya’ textin’?” he asked.
 

“Hang on a sec…” she muttered.
 

Strange but he didn’t want to pry. “Everything okay?” he asked.
 

“Fine, fine,” she said, sounding a little impatient. “Just hang on a second.” She shooed him away with a wave.
 

He shrugged and walked to the bathroom to relieve himself. It had been a long day and he’d only had time for one bathroom break in the afternoon. Two months into his new job at the cell phone shop he had come to the realization that retail did, indeed, suck as much as everyone had told him it would. Every day he worked he came home exhausted. People were shit when they were paying you for something. Everything seemed to be generally shit these days.
 

Still beat living in his mom’s basement.
 

As he flushed the toilet, the banging started upstairs. Followed almost immediately by the high-pitched “yes! Yes! Yes!” and low rumble of the guy doing the shagging. “Fuck,” Ken muttered, glancing at his watch. Seven–thirty right on the dot. Every night. No train in the world ran as on-time as the guy living upstairs. Thanks to the paper-thin walls, him and Callie had a very intimate relationship with the upstairs couple’s sex life.
 

He glanced in the mirror and smoothed a stray hair before heading back out to the living room and sitting down at the table with Callie.
 

She smiled, put her phone down and walked around him. Put her hands on his shoulders and started giving him a nice rub.
 

“Babe. That feels amazing,” he groaned.
 

“I’m sorry I got snippy,” she said, leaning over him and kissing his cheek.
 

His heart warmed. He smiled and looked up over his shoulder at her. This made it all worthwhile. Seeing Callie every night with her beautiful smile, jet-black hair framing her pretty face. No matter what happened during the day he knew everything was going to be alright when he came home to her at night. “Everything good?” he asked.
 

She bit her lip and glanced to the side. She looked…mischievous?
 

“Babe?” he said, flashing a confused smile.
 

“I have some news,” she said.
 

Unusual. He turned in his chair to face her. “News? What sort of news?” he asked.
 

She took a step back and hooked two fingers together in front of her lap. “I…got a job. Sort of.”
 

His eyes widened. He shot up off the chair and his hands shot up to her arms. “Babe? Are you serious?!? That’s amazing!” Relief flooded through him. The tension about their finances he’d been silently shouldering for the last two months eased ever so slightly.
 

“Don’t get too excited,” Callie said. “It’s a little…I hope you don’t get upset,” she said, her expression turning to worry.
 

“Upset? Sweetheart why would I get upset? This is amazing news? What is it? You’re killing me here!” he said, laughing. “What sort of work is it?”
 

She bit her lip again and the worry turned sheepish. “I answered an ad on a website. It’s not for a company or anything.”
 

“Okay. Are you going to freaking tell me what it is?” he nearly shouted, then burst into laughter again.
 

“Don’t be mad,” Callie said.
 

“Cal!”
 

She let out a little huff of air. “It’s cleaning house.”
 

A moment of silence passed between them. Just slightly too long to be positive.
 

His heart sank a bit. Not at the revelation of what the job was. Hell, any job was great news. More so at the fact that his sweet wife of a year and a half had to go and clean other people’s houses. Because he’d insisted on a degree in history instead of computer science or a trade. Because they were riddled with debt and the only thing out there these days were retail and service jobs. He forced a smile. “That’s wonderful,” he said softly.
 

“You’re mad,” she said, her face falling.
 

“I am not mad, baby,” he reassured her. “I am absolutely totally tootedly not mad,” he said, lifting her chin with a finger until her eyes met his.
 

“But you’re disappointed. I can tell. I can see it in your eyes.”
 

“Listen to me,” he said. “Listen hard okay? Okay?”
 

She nodded.
 

“You promise you’re listening?” Getting a little goofy always got her giggling and it worked the same this time.
 

She laughed and shook her head.
 

“Okay. Now I’ve got your attention. I am thrilled, thrilled about this news. The only reason I hesitated is…” He paused, wondering if he should tell her. She’d only worry. About him and how he was feeling. She was such a nerdy little worry-wart. She’d always find something to worry about. Still, he didn’t want her thinking he was mad. That would be worse. “The reason I hesitated is that I just feel bad. Not about your job. About the fact that you have to go do that. Because…because I can’t provide for you the way I should be able to.”
 

Her brow furrowed. “Ken don’t say that,” she said, shaking her head.
 

“I mean it. I want to be able to keep you barefoot in the kitchen. Pregnant one day, too. Of course I don’t want you cleaning houses but…”
 

“Now you listen, mister,” she said, her face flushing with the cutest look of fury he’d ever seen. “We’re in this together. It’s the twenty-first century. You think I don’t feel terrible that I haven’t contributed anything in the last two months?”
 

He sighed and pulled her into a hug. “Let’s just forget about it,” he said, resting his jaw on top of her head. He closed his eyes and breathed in the scent of her lemony shampoo. “I’m happy for you,” he said. “I’m happy for us.” He released her and looked into her eyes again. “This is temporary. This isn’t forever. I’m gonna’ come up with a plan. We’re going to come up with a plan and we’re going to work our asses right out of this shit hole and into a real life. Okay?”
 

She smiled, then giggled. “It’s such a shit hole, Ken,” she said, looking around the place.
 

He put his fists on his hips like he was Superman and surveyed their surroundings. Peeling wallpaper. A leaky faucet. A fridge from the nineteen fifties that he suspected was coal-powered. “It is a massive shit-hole,” he said, turning to look at her again. “But it’s our shit-hole. And. It’s always better than?” He put a hand up to his ear and cupped it.
 

“It’s better than living in your mom’s basement.”
 

He gave a solid nod.
 

She laughed again. Took his hand and led him to the beat up old couch his mom had given them when they moved out. Plunked herself down on it and dragged him down with her. Put her feet on his lap and wiggled her toes in her socks.
 

He grabbed one and dug his thumb into the arch.
 

“That’s nice,” she said, smiling.
 

A slight pressure started in his groin. If he played it right sometimes a foot rub would lead to more intimate expressions of affection and he liked that.
 

“I’m actually kind of excited,” Callie said.
 

“Oh yeah?” he asked, raising an eyebrow.
 

“Yeah. It’s been kind of depressing here. Sitting on the laptop browsing job listings. Sometimes it felt like we were never going to get out, you know?”
 

He drew in a breath then sighed. Gave her a few nods. “Trust me. I know. But babe,” he said, eyeing her. “We’re getting out. Soon as you start making a little more I’m gonna’ start looking around for something better. A guy at work the other day told me about this free coding course online?”
 

“Oh yeah?” she asked, her eyebrows rising.
 

“Yeah. I think I could get into something like that. I’m kicking myself for not doing the computer science thing. Every day I got to the bathroom and kick myself multiple times in the bum.”
 

She laughed. She loved the kooky Ken act.
 

He loved that she loved it, too. She was adorable. So wholesome when she laughed. He’d had to temper some of the snarkier barbs his sense of humour often dished up but he didn’t mind one bit. Sweet Callie didn’t like mean and she didn’t like dirty. She liked sweet and fluffy. Teddy bears and flannel pyjamas. She was the most wholesome woman he’d ever met and that’s why he’d married her.
 

“Anyways this is going to be a game-changer, Cal. I am so, so, so grateful that you’re willing to do this. I’m sorry it has to be cleaning toilets but it’s not forever.”
 

She shrugged. “Meh. I don’t even mind so much. Like, whatever, you know? Everyone’s got to start somewhere. And besides I could have pursued something more useful than urban studies, right?”
 

Callie’s bachelor’s in urban studies had proved as useful as his history degree.
 

“You know what? Doesn’t matter. If either of us had done that who knows if we’d have met. And you’re the best thing in my life.”
 

“Aw,” she cooed.
 

“It’s true,” he said. He lifted her foot and kissed her big toe. Her sock was a little smelly but he didn’t mind. Almost kind of…liked it. She was so pure and sweet and always smelled like she’d just stepped out of the shower. A little dirtiness was kind of…hot.
 

“Ew don’t! I didn’t change my socks today!” she said, bursting into a laugh. She tried to pull her foot away but he set it back in his lap and went back to rubbing it.
 

“So who’s your new boss?” he asked.
 

“His name’s Mr. Dixon,” she said. “His house is up on West Hill. Fancy, huh?”
 

He raised an eyebrow. “Mr. Dixon up on West Hill, huh?” he said. He narrowed his eyes and glared at her. “He’s not some rich pervert who’s gonna’ ask you to dress up in a maid’s uniform is he?” he growled.
 

Callie scowled. “Ew, Ken! Don’t! That’s so creepy!” she said, looking actually cross with him.
 

“Baby I was just kidding,” he cooed.
 

“Not funny,” she said, pouting like a toddler.
 

Those were the parts of his sense of humour she didn’t like and he should have known better. Not wanting to risk kissing her toe again he leaned sideways toward her. “I was joking. I’m sorry. That was rude. I won’t do it again,” he said.
 

“Thank-you,” Callie muttered. She leaned in and kissed him gently on the lips.
 

The feeling of her lips against his got him hardening. He adjusted his other foot so she wouldn’t feel his erection. She didn’t like talking about sex outside of the bedroom and even there she didn’t talk about it. It was a thing they did with the lights off, not talked about. “You want to watch a movie or something?” he asked.
 

She let out a sigh. “Actually I’m so tired for some reason. I think it was all that time hunched over the computer. Do you mind if I just go to bed and read?”
 

His heart sank but he hid his disappointment with a smile. “Of course I don’t mind,” he said. He gave her foot a final squeeze and released it.
 

She swung her legs over the edge of the couch and stood up. Bent over and kissed him again. “Don’t stay up too late or you’ll be tired tomorrow. It’s almost the weekend. Let’s do something fun on Saturday?”
 

“Absolutely,” he said, rubbing his nose against hers. “Dinner and a movie? Or the opera?”
 

She laughed and it stung him a bit. Knowing she was laughing because they both knew all too well that after rent and groceries were paid for they didn’t have a spare dime between them. But that was all going to change now.
 

“I was thinking maybe a walk in the park?”
 

“Sounds way better than those other things anyways,” he said, smiling.
 

Callie patted his cheek and walked back to the bedroom.
 

He watched her as she left, enjoying the pleasant roundness of her ass.
 






Chapter Two

 


She stood in front of the wide double doors chewing on her lip. For some reason she was nervous and she couldn’t quite pinpoint why. It was a house-cleaning job. No big deal.
 

Except this wasn’t exactly where she’d expected to find herself at this point in her life. She’d been adamant that she wasn’t going to move back in with her parents after college. She hadn’t expected to meet the love of her life, either. It was a lucky thing Ken’s mom had let them move into her basement after they’d graduated because otherwise they would have ended up on the street. Ken was her hero for taking that retail job and finding a place for them to rent. A shit-hole, as he called it, sure. But it was their shit-hole.
 

She smiled at the memory of the first time he’d said that. That made her realize what was making her nervous. She really needed this. Needed it more than she’d needed anything in her life before. Needed it to help Ken, to help them. And that meant she could not mess this up. No matter what.
 

As she raised a finger to the doorbell she swore to herself she was going to take whatever this job threw at her. And then maybe Ken really would have a chance to do that coding course. Maybe get a better job. Then maybe he’d be making enough that she could find something better. They could leapfrog their way into a better life like that.
 

Inside a loud bell ding’ed, then dong’ed officiously.
 

She stood with her hands folded across her lap, shoulders twisting slightly. A fidget she’d had for as long as she could remember. She was just about to raise her hand to try the doorbell again when the door swung open. Her eyes widened as she looked up at the man that stepped out.
 

He was tall with a barrel chest and salt and pepper hair. Wearing suit pants and a white dress shirt with french cuffs. The cuffs were folded up exposing his hairy forearms. He had a square jaw and a low brow and wore what seemed to be a perpetual scowl. He was…very manly. Not really the kind of manly she liked. Fresh and funny like Ken. This guy was…boss manly. Alpha manly. Intimidating manly. It twisted something funny inside of her.
 

“Morning,” the man said. “You Callie?” His voice was deep and booming.
 

She imagined he was the sort of guy who talked loudly in stores and restaurants. Not caring at all who heard him or who he offended. He was obviously rich. Probably powerful. That made her a little more nervous. But a tiny little slice of her was drawn to it. Like she wanted to step closer and let him know she wasn’t a threat. That she’d be a good employee for him…or something. “Hi. I’m Callie, yeah,” she said, shyly, looking off to the side. She didn’t like looking straight into anyone else’s eyes but Ken’s.
 

She didn’t, however, miss the way his eyes raked over her. Surveying her like he was appraising whether she would make a good maid. Behind that look lay the typical checking-you-out gaze that all men who looked at her had. So, all men. She’d grown accustomed to it as she got older. So much that she mostly ignored it. Not this time. This time it got her stomach fluttering and a funny feeling going in her soft places. Almost like she didn’t mind it.
 

Then he stretched out his burly hand. He was wearing a gold watch and had a thick ring on his ring finger. Not a wedding band. An engineers ring or something. His fingers were thick and muscular.
 

She reached up to shake his hand. Couldn’t stop staring at how small hers was as his closed around it. His weathered skin so rough and aged compared to her spotless complexion. Of course he had a strong grip. He pumped her hand up and down a few times. “You can call me Mr. Dixon,” he said. “You’re not what I was expecting but pleased to meet ya’,” he said.
 

“Nice to meet you, too,” she replied, pulling her hand back as he released it. Her eyes moved side to side to avoid his stare.
 

He stepped back and to one side. “Come on in, Callie,” he said.
 

She squeezed between him and the door frame. Walked into a spacious foyer. There was a grand staircase leading up to the second floor. It was a new build, sleek and modern. Thousands upon thousands of square feet that she’d be cleaning. She stared at the large mirror’s hanging on the walls, reflecting the grey light pouring in through the big bay windows at the front of the house.
 

Mr. Dixon closed the door behind her. He stepped around her and started walking toward the back of the house. “Follow me,” he said.
 

A shiver raced down her neck and back. There was no sign of children. None of the telltale signs of a feminine touch on the decor. She realized she was most likely alone with him in this big house. And that got her a little frightened. Should she have thought this through more carefully? Should she have asked more questions? She’d wanted this job so badly she hadn’t been thinking straight. Now she was here, alone, with a man she didn’t know and didn’t know if she could trust.
 

She remembered her promise to herself before he’d opened the door. To take whatever this job threw at her.
 

A few dozen feet ahead of her, Mr. Dixon turned. “You comin’ or what?” he asked.
 

She balled her hands into fists at her side and nodded. “I’m coming,” she said and leaned into a brisk pace to catch up with him.
 

He led her through a huge kitchen, then through a sun room that looked out onto an enormous lawn behind the house. Back into a large office filled with beautifully crafted built in book shelves and a large oak desk in the center with a computer on top. He sat down in the leather office chair behind the desk and gesture for her to sit opposite.
 

She took a seat, pressing her knees together and putting her hands on her lap and felt very small in the large room with this large man.
 

He put his elbows on the desk, one hand over the other and leaned forward. “You ever clean house before?” he asked.
 

“Um, no,” she said, giving her head a few quick shakes.
 

He smirked. “Figures,” he said.
 

She blushed, not sure what he meant by that.
 

“What are you a college kid or somethin’?”
 

“Graduated last year,” she said.
 

“Yeah. What’dya major in?”
 

“Urban studies,” she muttered.
 

“Oh yeah. How’s that workin’ out?”
 

A rage flared inside her at the rude question. This time she glared right at him. What a jerk. “I’m here, aren’t I?” she shot back.
 

He drew in a deep breath, folded his arms over his chest and leaned back in his chair. He looked mildly annoyed.
 

A panic shot through her. What am I doing? Two minutes in and she was already messing things up. “I’m sorry. I didn’t mean it like that,” she said, putting her hands on the desk as some gesture of apology or submission or something.
 

“Yeah. Sure ya’ didn’t. Look I’m gonna’ be straight with ya’. I’ve had chicks like you in here before. Educated. Clean like shit and two weeks later run home crying to their mommies. I don’t need that shit. I need a solid broad who ain’t afraid to scrub a fucking toilet.”
 

Her panic deepened as she felt the job slipping out of her hands before it had even started. “I’m not like that!” she blurted. Her throat tightened. Tears stung the corners of her eyes. Oh god please don’t cry! she thought.
 

“Sure you’re not,” he said.
 

She sucked her lips between her teeth and bit down to keep herself from crying. “Please. I really, really need this. I’ll do anything you ask. I won’t run home crying. My husband and I…we’re just trying to make ends meet and it would just mean the world to me if you could give me a chance. Please.”
 

He glanced down at the tiny wedding band around her ring finger. Then his eyes rose lazily back up to hers.
 

Her heart sank when he shook his head. A tear rolled down her cheek and she sucked in a sharp breath to keep a sob in.
 

Mr. Dixon drew in a deep breath and sighed, then reached over to the box of tissues sitting on the corner of his desk and moved it to where she could reach them.
 

Her face flushed with emotion and embarrassment as she pulled a Kleenex from the box and dabbed at the corners of her eyes. It took a couple of minutes but she pulled herself together enough to feel like she could speak again. “Mr. Dixon please,” she repeated. “I’ll do anything you ask. I really need this. I’ve been looking for months.”
 

He stared at her intently. His eyes moved from hers, down her body to her chest, where they lingered. Up and down her arms before meeting her stare again. “You’re sexy as fuck,” he growled.
 

She gasped and clutched her hands to her chest. No one had ever said anything so crass to her before in her life. It jolted her at first. Then a warm, soupy feeling started in her guts. Maybe from the way he was looking at her? Maybe from the crude compliment? She couldn’t be sure but the feeling was enough to keep her seated and not bolting towards the front door.
 

He sat there eyeing her for a minute that felt like an hour. When she didn’t move or say anything he opened the drawer in his desk, pulled out a crisp fifty-dollar bill and laid it on the desk. “Good for you. You didn’t run. Takes guts. I like it.”
 

She stared at the money like it was food and she hadn’t eaten in weeks. It was so much money to her and Ken. Fifty dollars? For what? For not running from his stupid, boorish compliment? Was he really giving her fifty bucks for that?
 

In a different time in her life she would have chosen her dignity over fifty dollars. When she had her scholarships and the monthly stipend from her parents she might have smacked him across the face and told him to shove his fifty bucks up his butt. Times had changed, though. If listening to this big jerk talk to her crudely got her fifty bucks so what? She wasn’t doing anything with him. “Wh—what’s that for?” she asked, like she had no idea.
 

“You know what it’s for. Come on. You’re pretty and you’re smart. Aren’t ya’?”
 

She stared at him. Right into his eyes. What was his game? Because now that it had started she kind of wanted to play. For fifty bucks? Heck she’d do it for a lot less. Holding his stare she reached over top the desk and peeled the bill off of it. Stared at it for a moment before tucking it into her jacket pocket.
 

He smirked again. “Yeah yer’ smart alright,” he said. “Stand up.”
 

Her heart was beating fast and furious. Somewhere in her mind danger signals flashed. But not loud enough to drown out the voice wondering how much he’d give her if she stood up? Putting her hands back on the desk she stood up, then straightened and let them fall to her sides.
 

This time when his eyes raked down her body he took his time. Pausing and admiring the way her breasts rounded out her jacket. Tilting his head as he regarded her thighs. He rested his arms on the desk and leaned over it. “Turn around,” he said.
 

Blood rushed to her face. Turn around? For what? Of course she knew for what. So he could look at her butt. He was a totally creepy pervert and so what did that make her? Selling her body for money? Was that what she was doing? It was a horrible thought that got her insides churning. She would not do that. If that’s what this job was going to throw at her then she would throw it right back. She wasn’t a prostitute. She wasn’t a whore.
 

But.
 

He wasn’t asking her to be a whore. He just wanted to gawk at her ass. That wasn’t the same thing, was it? It was completely different. She knew guys looked at her butt all the time. She’d learned to ignore it. None of them gave her fifty bucks.
 

She thought of Ken. Her heart squeezed. What would Ken think of this? Would he hate her? She thought of how happy he’d been that she’d gotten a job. What if she just did this, made some quick cash, then went home with a stack of it to tell him Mr. Dixon had turned into exactly the pervert he’d joked about and that after she’d rejected his advances he’d given her hush money? Maybe they could actually do something other than take a walk in the park this weekend?
 

The whole time she thought Mr. Dixon sat there staring at her. Like he was daring her to make a decision. Finally, he reached back into the drawer, drew out another fifty and laid it on the desk.
 

She closed her eyes and swallowed her pride. Turned around to face the other way so he could look at her ass.
 

“Lift yer’ jacket,” he growled.
 

She lifted it, exposing her butt covered in nothing but comfortable tights she thought would be good for the job.
 

“Fuck that’s nice,” he muttered. He stared at it for a few minutes.
 

Her face burned with shame and humiliation. But somehow that funny feeling returned to her core. A weird warmth that she almost never felt unless Ken was looking at her a certain way at night and got handsy. Except this was different. More intense, somehow. More raw.
 

“Alright turn back around,” he grunted.
 

She let her jacket fall down, turned around and sat back down in the chair. Eyes on the desk, her embarrassment at what she’d just done keeping her from looking straight at him.
 

“Alright princess I’ll make you an offer,” he said.
 

She gasped and her eyes shot up to meet his. Her mind started racing, wondering if he was going to make her an offer she had to refuse. Because there were some places she would just not go. It would be too wrong.
 

Instead of making the offer he slowly stood up from the chair. Walked over to a wardrobe standing in the corner of the office. Twisted the key in the lock and pulled it open. Reached in and pulled out a hanger with an outfit on it.
 

Callie gasped and her eyes went wide as he laid it out on the desk. She stared at it, unable to believe what she was seeing and what it insinuated. A tiny black and white french maid outfit with a low cut V-neck and a skirt that barely was. She turned her eyes up to look into his.
 

“You like it?” he asked.
 

“I…I’ve never worn one,” she replied.
 

“Wanna’ give it a shot?”
 

She swallowed to try and ease the tension in her throat. Her mind darted back and forth. From what he would possibly remunerate her for this act, to Ken and what he would think of her if she did it. Ken. Sweet, loving Ken. Would he be jealous? Mad? Would he divorce her about it? She had no idea. “What, exactly, is the offer?” she asked, voice shaking.
 

He settled back into his chair, laced his fingers together on the desk and spun his thumbs in slow circles around each other. “You put the frilly dress on. Maybe do a little light dusting. I sit here and watch.”
 

Her eyes darted to his as she tried to figure out if that was all he’d be doing. “Just watch?” she asked.
 

He gave a single nod. “Just watch.”
 

She sat staring at the dress and thinking for a moment. “How much?” she finally asked.
 

“Hundred bucks an hour,” he said.
 

Her stomach hollowed and her head started to spin. A hundred dollars an hour?!? That was insane. That was ten times what she thought she’d be making here and it wasn’t even hard labour. A little light dusting? But could she? This was so perverted. So wrong. Prancing around in a skimpy dress in front of this pervert creep? Was he…was he really just going to watch? Or was he going to, like, do something about it. “Really just watch?” she asked nervously.
 

One corner of his mouth turned up in a smile. A sinister smile that was not at all reassuring. “Hundred bucks an hour,” he said.
 

She’d already made a hundred letting him leer at her. She could come home with two hundred dollars. Two hundred dollars! Almost half of Ken’s weekly paycheck for a couple of hours of…what was this? It was gross, that’s what it was. But two hundred dollars?
 

She glanced up at him again. She realized that whatever she decided there was no way she was going through with it today. She had to ask Ken. She couldn’t risk hurting him. He was always so kind, so supportive, but this had the potential to derail their relationship. She couldn’t risk that. “I’d have to ask my husband,” she said quietly.
 

“What’s your husband do?” he asked.
 

“He…he works in a cell phone store,” she replied.
 

Mr. Dixon gave another nod. He reached into the desk and pulled out another fifty and placed it on the dress. “You go tell him you made a hundred and fifty bucks letting an old pervert stare at your ass. Tell him there’s lots more where that came from. Might help you two decide.”
 

Her eyes went wide as she looked at the money. Her hand darted out and she snatched it up before he changed his mind.
 

“Alright princess,” he said, flicking his fingers towards the door. “Go on and get outta here. I got work to do. Text me what you decide.”
 

“Uh…yes. Okay. Fine,” she said, standing up.
 

“Fine, Mr. Dixon,” he corrected.
 

She lowered her eyes. “Yes. Fine, Mr. Dixon. Thank-you, Mr. Dixon,” she said before scurrying out into the hall.
 






Chapter Three

 


He was exhausted as he stepped through the door, as usual. Didn’t even care. He’d been thinking of Callie all day and how things were going. Didn’t want to text her in case her employer was strict about that kind of stuff. She hadn’t known how long she’d be working so he’d decided to wait until he got home to find out about her day.
 

He found her sitting on the edge of the couch, hands balled in her lap, looking a little flushed and staring intently at the nasty carpet. “Callie? Cal? You okay?” he asked.
 

When she looked up she looked like a deer caught in headlights. Scared the bejesus out of him. He tossed his lunch box on the couch and knelt down in front of her. “Baby. Baby. You okay? You look…have you been crying?”
 

She furrowed her brow and shook her head. Looked all kinds of out of sorts.
 

“Callie please. Tell me what’s wrong?” he begged, grabbing her hands.
 

She let out a frustrated sigh and shook her head. “Nothing’s…nothing’s wrong. Really. Not really. I mean really. Just…sit down,” she said, patting the couch next to her.
 

He got up off his knees and sat down, put an arm around her shoulder and hugged her. “Okay. Then tell me what’s up.”
 

She bit her lip and sighed, eyes wandering around the room as she searched her thoughts for what to say.
 

He gave her time. Sometimes she needed that. Had to arrange her words and the order in which they’d come out. He was patient even though her silence was killing him.
 

Finally, finally she drew in a breath. “So…the job was…a little weird. More of an interview today, I guess,” she said.
 

“Okay. That’s okay. Did you get it?”
 

“I…I don’t know,” she said, turning to meet his gaze.
 

“You don’t know?”
 

“I told him I had to ask you.”
 

Her expression and weird reply twisted something inside him. Something…wasn’t right about this. Something was off. “You told him you had to ask me what?”
 

Her lip started trembling.
 

Punched him right in the gut. Seeing her like that he knew she’d been through something. Something bad had happened. All because he couldn’t afford not to send his wife out to work for some random dude up on West Hill. His guts hollowed as his imagination ran away from him. “Callie?” he whispered. “Just tell me.”
 

A tear rolled down her cheek. She sniffed. She turned her hands up and opened them.
 

He looked down and his eyes went wide. Three fifty dollar bills unfurled in her palms. His mind darted to a very dark place. A place that twisted his insides even more. A terrifying place where Cal had done something horrible for that money. “Holy shit,” he muttered.
 

“Don’t swear,” she said, then sniffled again.
 

“I’m sorry. Holy crap. A hundred and fifty cash?” He turned his eyes up to hers.
 

Her pale skin was flushed even hotter. She wiped a finger under her nose.
 

His mind took an even darker turn. To Callie doing something utterly horribly terrible for that money. To Cal performing a degrading act and coming home feeling guilty and used and admitting to him what she’d done. A thick arousal somehow pushed through all the horrible feelings. His cock hardening, balls tightening as he thought of the terrible thing Cal might have done. He couldn’t help but imagine Cal with her legs spread wide open, feet in the air, head twisted one side enduring some sort of…
 

Oh god…
 

“Cal,” he whispered. “You have to tell me now. Please.”
 

She sniffed again. “It was the thing you said last night,” she whispered. “The thing you joked about.”
 

His mind raced back to the previous evening on rewind. The foot rub. Hope of some sexy times. The crude joke he’d made about…
 

His jaw dropped. “He wanted to…”
 

“He pulled out a maid outfit,” she whispered.
 

His guts wrenched in the other direction. Mind spinning up an image of Callie in a sexy French maid outfit, her thighs bared, her abundant cleavage on display for some creep in West Hill. Why was this turning him on? Why was his cock getting hard? “Did you?” he said.
 

She sniffled and sighed and shook her head.
 

Relief washed through him. Flushing out all the poisonous thoughts he’d been entertaining. Untwisting his insides and softening his organ. A good relief. He was happy she’d done the right thing. But that feeling. That feeling before he knew what was going on? What a rush. “Okay. That’s okay,” he said, a little breathless. “That’s good, right? You did the right thing.”
 

She nodded.
 

Something wasn’t adding up. He looked down at her hands again. “So what’s with the hundred and fifty bucks?” he asked.
 

She looked at him sideways. “It was for looking,” she admitted. Tears ran down her cheeks and her bottom lip jutted out.
 

Looking? Looking. He looked at her? Jesus. He paid her a hundred and fifty bucks. The feeling swooshed through him again. A jealous fire. Some other guy had paid to look at his wife. A hundred and fifty bucks to look. And Callie had taken it. Had she been naked? Boom! A battering ram to the gut. Callie naked while some old pervert stared at her soft bits. Parts of her he barely saw in the dark bedroom at night. He had to breathe deep to keep from hyperventilating. “What kind of looking?” he asked.
 

“Just…at my body,” she said, drawing a circle around her chest area. “And my…and my butt.”
 

His jaw tightened, teeth grinding. “You took your clothes?” he asked.
 

“No!” she shot back. “No! No, no! You think I would do that?” She looked deeply hurt.
 

The relief flooded through him again. It was like riding a wild roller coaster in the dark. “Oh god, sorry. No. No! Of course I wouldn’t think you would do that. I don’t know what I was talking about. I’m sorry.”
 

“It’s okay,” she said. She wiped the corners of her eyes with the backs of her hands.
 

Ken gave her some time to settle down again. He could tell this had done a real number on her. But as he watched her a very shameful thought formed in his mind. This guy had given her a hundred and fifty cash just to look at her ass? Through her tights? No cleaning? Just standing there and letting him look?
 

He felt horrible even entertaining the notion. But that was some serious moolah. A regular gig like that? That wouldn’t just let him do a coding course for free on the internet. With that kind of money he might be able to afford a new laptop. Maybe a nicer apartment.
 

“I have to tell you something but I really don’t want you to get mad,” she said, her voice strained and sounding like she was going to cry again.
 

He put her hands on her hot cheeks and kissed her. “Cal I swear to you that nothing you say will make me mad. I promise.”
 

She swallowed. “This last fifty he gave me wasn’t for looking.”
 

And he was back up. Here it was. The punch line. The gut punch. She’d really done something bad. He braced himself for it, riding up the wave of emotion and puzzling lust that was churning inside him at possibly hearing Cal had been bad. “Okay,” he said, nodding.
 

“When I told him I had to ask my husband he gave me that fifty. Told me to tell you there’s plenty more where that came from. That maybe it would help us decide…” she trailed off.
 

He stared into her eyes, shocked by what she was saying. Even more shocked at the fact that she might be contemplating doing this. Oddly aroused that his sweet Callie had come home and decided to tell her husband she could make a hundred and fifty letting a pervert stare at her. Was she really thinking of doing this?
 

That got him so hot it made his head start spinning. Cal? Callie? Callie was asking him this? Callie who wouldn’t even shower with him? She was willing to let a strange man stare at her while she wore a maid outfit?
 

Suddenly all he wanted was to jump her. Tear her clothes off, spread her legs and fuck his dick so deep into her she’d scream and they’d get back at the upstairs neighbours for once. His cock was pulsing so hard he could hardly think. “What are you saying Cal?” he asked quietly.
 

Her eyes darted side to side. She let out a quick breath through pursed lips, her lips vibrating. She did that when she was stressed. When she couldn’t make a decision. Which meant there was an actual decision to be made here. At least she thought there was.
 

That got his motor running again. Thinking of Callie going to “work” to let a rich guy stare at her. A hundred and fifty bucks. It was so dirty. Whorish. Somehow that made it exciting, too. That she was actually thinking of doing it. “I’m not sure what you want me to say here, Cal.”
 

She looked at him and her jaw jutted out. “Well…are you mad?” she snapped.
 

“Do you want me to be mad?” he asked.
 

“No! I don’t want you to be mad at me!”
 

“Okay. Is this, I mean, are you actually thinking of…” He couldn’t bring himself to say it.
 

“I don’t know!” she said, her hands flapping out to her sides in desperation.
 

Holy shit.
 

Not only was she actually thinking of whether to do this, she wanted him to decide for her. She did that all the time. Hated making decisions because she hated doing the wrong thing. She was pawning this off on him.
 

It was so dirty but it intrigued him. A side of Cal he’d never ever in a million years thought would exist. Letting a stranger stare at her in a French maid outfit for money? Totally depraved. So outside the bounds of Callie’s comfort zone. And yet she wanted him to prod her into it. “Promise you’re not going to hate me?” he asked, putting a hand on her thigh.
 

“Why would I hate you?” she asked, looking at him with suspicious eyes.
 

He stared at her. “Because I think you should do it,” he said.
 

Her chest puffed up and her eyes went wide. There was something wild in them. An excitement. Like she was somehow aroused about this herself but didn’t know why or if it was wrong or what. “What?” she whispered.
 

“I think you should do this,” he repeated.
 

“Are you serious?” Callie asked.
 

Oh she was turned on for sure. He could smell it now. Sweat and lust, wafting up from between her thighs. If he touched her pussy right now it’d be coated in the oily grease of her excitement. Callie was fucking turned on about this.
 

Something inside him snapped. He leaned in and kissed her roughly. Plunged his tongue into her mouth as he reached up and copped a feel of her breast. And when she didn’t resist him, when she didn’t ew gross! her way out of there he kept going. Tucked his hand into her tights and underwear. Slid his middle finger down her slit to find it exactly as he’d suspected. Sticky and slick. Callie didn’t even know why she was excited.
 

She let out a whimper but let him push her back onto the couch. Even spread her thighs a little and moaned when he pushed his finger inside her.
 

He wasn’t too sure what he was doing himself, or why. All he knew is he really wanted her right then and he was going to have her. He yanked her tights off at the same time he tugged his pants down. His cock sprang out. He spread her thighs apart and for the first time since they’d met got a full-on view of her snatch. Outer lips turned in like a rip peach. Covered with a soft fuzz.
 

“Oh Ken,” she mewled, trying to push him away. Now she was embarrassed. Her face was burning up. She wanted to get away.
 

But he felt like an animal and not a man. He crawled up between her thighs, staring into her wild eyes.
 

“Ken this is weird,” she whimpered.
 

He copped another feel of her breast. “I’m gonna’ fuck you Cal,” he panted.
 

She gasped, her mouth falling open.
 

He slipped his cock into her pussy, watching it disappear inside her.
 

Her body tensed and for a moment he didn’t know which way she’d go. Thought she might start crying or something because she didn’t like how weird it was. His cock throbbed inside her when, instead, she looked down her body to the spot where it entered her. She chewed on her lip. Locked her ankles behind his knees and wiggled her hips a little, urging him on. Couldn’t bring herself to look at him but it was clear she wanted it.
 

He started thrusting. In and out, deep as he could get inside her. Up against the front wall of her vagina where he knew she liked to feel him sliding.
 

She closed her eyes and turned her head. Put her hands on his back and wiggled her hips in time with his thrusts.
 

His eyes darted between her flushed face and his dick jamming into her cunt. She was hot and tight as ever but the sight of it made it even hotter. He felt his cum bubbling in his nuts. Bent over her and pressed his cheek against hers. “Can I come inside you baby?” he panted.
 

Her eyes flew open. “Ken, no!” she hissed.
 

“Okay. Okay,” he said, his breath coming in heavy gasps. “I want you to come.”
 

She squeezed her eyes shut tight again and wiggled her hips.
 

He squeezed his too and tried not to focus on the pleasure throbbing between his legs. He managed to hold out until he heard her telltale squeak and felt her walls close around him. Yanked himself out just as the first rope of cum shot through his shaft. Grabbed his cock and started jerking hard, spraying Callie’s black shirt with stripes of white semen. His vision blurred as his mind sank to the squeezing between his legs. The orgasm was incredible.
 

As it ebbed he drained the last of his emission from his cock. Caught Callie’s eye.
 

Her hand flew over her eyes. She bit her lip.
 

“Baby,” he said, leaning in to kiss her. “That was so hot.”
 

“Oh!” she squeaked. “This is so embarrassing!”
 

He pulled her hand away from her eyes. “Baby no,” he said, forcing her to look at him. “It’s not. That was so hot. I know you thought it was. I saw you looking. You came, right?”
 

“Oh don’t ask me that! Let me up!” she whined. “I have to go to the shower.”
 

He relented. Stood up and let her up off the couch. Watched her scurry down the hall trying to yank her tights up as went. Snagged a view of her delicious ass. He slumped down onto the couch after she’d disappeared trying to parse his own thoughts. What the hell had that been? Wanting to fuck her so bad and not caring what she thought? And she’d let him. Why? She never did that. They weren’t like this.
 

The noise of the water hitting the tub drifted in from the bathroom. He sat there with his cock hanging out wondering what the hell he’d just done and staring at the three fifty dollar bills Cal had dropped on the carpet.
 






Chapter Four

 


“I take it your husband was fine with it?” Mr. Dixon asked.
 

She was back in his office, sitting across the desk with the dress in between them. “He thought it would be alright. If it’s just looking,” she said.
 

He eyed her for a few moments. “Aren’t you forgetting something?” he asked.
 

“Forgetting?”
 

“Mr. Dixon. You call me Mr. Dixon.”
 

“Oh. Yes. Sorry. Sorry, Mr. Dixon.”
 

“Better,” he said. “You love your husband, Callie?”
 

She nodded. “Yes. Yes, Mr. Dixon. I love him very much.”
 

“And you don’t feel guilty? Getting dressed up and letting another man stare at you?”
 

Her eyes darted side to side. She hadn’t thought about that. Why should she feel guilty? It was Ken who’d sent her here, after all. He’d told her to go. To go make more money getting looked at. “I don’t think so, Mr. Dixon,” she replied.
 

Another silence passed between them.
 

“What did your husband say when you told him?” he asked.
 

A blush rose to her cheeks at the question. She hadn’t even talked to Ken about it after it happened. She hated talking about all that icky stuff. Could barely believe she’d let him do that with the light on and everything. Why had she let him do that? She knew why.
 

Because after she told him he got all…powerful and masculine and not sweet and loving. He just…took what he wanted. And dirty as it was she’d kind of liked it. It shamed her to think about it even now but she’d liked getting used like that by him. She’d even had an orgasm which didn’t always happen when they did it.
 

“Listen to me, Callie,” Mr. Dixon said. “You want to come here and make money you’ve gotta’ be straight with me. That’s part of the deal alright? You understand?”
 

“Yes, Mr. Dixon,” she said with a nod.
 

“Go on then. What’d your husband say after you told him?”
 

She blushed again. “He said it would be alright. If I did this. Mr. Dixon.”
 

“Anything else?” he pressed.
 

Her cheeks got hotter at the memory.
 

“No, see. Now I can see you’re holding out on me. It’s part of the deal, Callie. If you don’t want the deal you can still go home.”
 

“I want the deal, Mr. Dixon,” she said quickly.
 

He raised his eyebrows and put his hands out. “So?” he said.
 

She swallowed back her embarrassment and looked off to the side. “He…w—we…we did it.” The silence that stretched out was long and even more embarrassing.
 

“Say it.”
 

For a moment she wasn’t sure she could do this. Submit to this intense humiliation of talking about the most personal, private parts of her life.
 

Mr. Dixon reached into the drawer and pulled out a crisp fifty. “That’s your tip if you say it,” he said, placing it on the dress.
 

“I just said it.”
 

“Nah. Say it dirty like. What’s his name?”
 

“Ken,” she whispered.
 

“Ken? Like the Barbie doll?”
 

She blushed hotter. She’d never thought of that. She liked Ken’s name.
 

“I’m just kiddin’ with ya’,” he said, grinning. “You gonna’ say it or what?”
 

Anger was brewing inside her. There was something wrong about this. About the way he was treating her. She shouldn’t be taking money for this. It was almost dirtier than putting the dress on and letting him stare at her. She glared at him. “Ken fucked me on the couch,” she snapped.
 

A slow smile spread across Mr. Dixon’s lips. A low chuckle rolled out of him. “That’s better. You liked it, too. Didn’t ya’? Bet your pussy was nice and greasy for him, too?”
 

She glared harder. “This is not just looking, Mr. Dixon,” she shot back.
 

He leaned back in his chair. “No. It’s not. But you always knew it would be about more than just looking, huh?”
 

She looked away, uncertain if she’d known it or suspected it and not wanting to confront whether she had.
 

“Go in the bathroom and put the dress on,” he ordered.
 

She snatched the fifty off the top of the dress, grabbed the hanger and stormed out into the hall.
 

She stole glances at her reflection in the mirror as she changed. Getting almost naked in a strangers house gave her a funny feeling. Not exactly bad but one she couldn’t understand. It felt…dangerous. But in a good way if that was possible. She donned the dress over her panties and bra. Adjusted it on herself and turned to look in the mirror. Her jaw dropped. It was scandalous. More scandalous than anything she’d ever worn.
 

Her butt practically stuck out the back it was so short. Her whole legs were on display. And the way it squeezed her breasts together and pushed them out was…slutty. Only slutty girls wore dresses like that.
 

She reassured herself that she was doing this for money and that only one person would see her. The pervert Mr. Dixon who’d hired her to do this very thing. God what would her mother think if she ever found out? It was a horrible thought she had to wrestle back into her mind. She jumped as a knock came at the door. “Yes?” she snapped.
 

“You decent? I forgot something,” Mr. Dixon said.
 

She walked briskly to the bathroom door and opened it a crack.
 

Mr. Dixon’s big hand poked through. Dangling from his fingers were a pair of four-inch heels with straps that went around the ankles. “Put these on,” he ordered.
 

She took the shoes and closed the door. Sat down on the edge of the tub, poked her feet into them then did up the straps around her ankles. Stood up and looked at herself in the mirror again. “Oh god,” she whispered. The heels put the finishing touch on the outfit. They made her look utterly slutty. Not only that, they made her feel totally slutty.
 

What was most confusing was that she did not hate the feeling as much as she’d thought she would. She turned and regarded her rear. The heels made it jut out even more. They arched her back and made her breasts protrude farther from her chest. She was even more shapely than usual. And now she was going to go out and let a man stare at her in that outfit.
 

Something warm began bubbling in her insides. A weird sort of pride. She did look good. She’d always known she was an attractive person. But she didn’t flaunt it. She hadn’t been raised like that. Now she looked totally slutty and hot and she didn’t hate it.
 

She liked something about it. She even liked that she was going out there to show off.
 

She opened the door and walked down the hall, the heels clacking on the expensive tile. She stiffened as she walked into the office. As his eyes settled on her her unease returned. This was wrong. This was immoral. This was like being a prostitute. A whore. Her mind spun around these thoughts.
 

“Perfect,” Mr. Dixon grunted.
 

Her eyes fell to the desk. A feather duster had been placed on it.
 

Mr. Dixon waved a hand at it. “For you,” he said.
 

Her back stiffened. She walked up to the desk and picked up the duster.
 

“Why don’t you start with the bookshelves?” Mr. Dixon said.
 

She held her chin a little higher trying to preserve a tiny shred of dignity. “Yes, Mr. Dixon,” she whispered. As she walked to the shelf and started dusting she heard Mr. Dixon emit a series of low grunts behind her. A stolen glance over her shoulder revealed that he wasn’t doing anything obscene but the sounds made the whole thing feel even dirtier. She tried to put it out of her mind and focus on dusting. Or, rather, pretending to dust. There wasn’t a spot of it anywhere on the bookshelves.
 

“Bend over now. Get the one’s down below,” Mr. Dixon grunted.
 

Waves of hot humiliation crashed over her. She knew what he wanted. It was what every creepy, pervert of a man wanted. Which was every man in her experience. Even Ken. He hid it well. He was sweet but she knew there was a creep lurking beneath that kind exterior.
 

Mr. Dixon wanted her to bend over so he could ogle her behind. Her behind and the delicate mound of her womanhood pressing against her underwear. It was completely humiliating. Being turned into nothing more than an object of a man’s desire.
 

“Go on now,” Mr. Dixon urged. “Bend down and get the low one’s.”
 

Something strange happened as she bent at the waist. That funny warmth that had been bubbling inside her when she’d looked at herself in the mirror returned. It came back even hotter. She had no idea why. Something about having a man’s undivided attention the way she had. From the way she looked, too. Her body commanding a powerful, rich man’s gaze. She would’ve bet money that he couldn’t look away from her right now even if he tried. It made her feel powerful.
 

So instead of having to hold back tears, like she thought she’d have to, she instead felt that pride inside her swelling.
 

A glance over her shoulder revealed that Mr. Dixon had his eyes glued to her rear end. Even though she’d expected it, it startled her. Not in a bad way, either. In a funny, warm, sort of tingling way. She felt an ache in her core. Something like longing. Or hunger. Her face flushed and she sucked in a quick breath when she felt a dribble of liquid seep from between her center lips. The whole thing felt very close to…arousal. The way she felt when Ken started pawing at her in the bedroom in the darkness.
 

More liquid came oozing out. She felt her panties getting sticky. She’d worn red ones because it had seemed to be the colour that…an attractive colour. She wondered if Mr. Dixon could see that a dark stain was forming on them?
 

“That’s reeeeal good, Callie,” he growled. “You’re being a real good girl right now.”
 

She was shocked when the compliment went right to her head. This powerful, rich man telling her she was doing a good job. She’d always liked hearing she was doing a good job. Now — even though this was the dirtiest of work, far dirtier than cleaning toilets — she got a potent shot of good feelings at hearing how he approved of her. He was, no doubt, a demanding man. And here she was pleasing him doing a thing that did not come very naturally to her. “Thank-you, Mr. Dixon,” she dared to whisper.
 

It was a risk. She didn’t know if this was part of his game. If he wanted her to say things like “thank-you, Mr. Dixon,” or if he just wanted her to keep quiet. Felt kind of dangerous even saying it. What if he got mad and flew into a rage?
 

“Oh I like the way you said that, Callie,” he grunted behind her. “You’re better at this than I thought you would be. You’re a natural.”
 

Her eyes went wide. Another warm shot of pleasure went to her brain. This time it fell to her core as well. Heating her lady bits and making them leak a little more. She was sure he could see the stain now. There’d be no missing it from where he was sitting.
 

“Good. Now stand up and come over here and dust the desk.”
 

She stood up slowly. Arched her back a little more than usual. Turned and walked daintily over to his desk. The way she thought he’d like.
 

His lips cracked into a greasy, lecherous smile. “Right here,” he said, pointing at the spot in front of him.
 

She turned to walk around to where he was sitting.
 

“Nope. Right from where you are. Lean over. Yeah. Just like that.”
 

Her chest flushed. Right at the spot he was looking at. Her breasts smashed together by the dress, the deep cleave of flesh drawing his eye and holding his gaze. She’d never had a man look at her like that. Sure, other men looked. But this was leering. That’s what she was being paid for. To be leered at.
 

And to her great surprise she didn’t really hate it all that much. Couldn’t even say she minded.
 






Chapter Five

 


He got out of the car, slammed the door and jogged down the stairwell to the door to their apartment. His heart was beating hard. Had been on and off all day. Every time he thought of Callie walking around in a skimpy maid’s outfit in front of the old geezer. Showing off her assets for money. It stoked a fire in a very deep part of him. A part he made sure to keep under the tightest of wraps. The part Callie didn’t like. The part she probably didn’t even know he had. The dirty part.
 

He shoved the key into the deadbolt and twisted. Pushed the door open and ducked inside. His eyes darted around the room. Callie was nowhere to be seen. His heart jumped. Was she still there? Still entertaining Mr. Dixon with her body? That took his thoughts in another direction. What if it had turned into more than “just looking?” What if he’d offered her a wad of cash for some touching? Would she have taken it?
 

A hot arousal swept through him. His cock started hardening. “What the fuck?” he whispered. But his mind snapped back to imagining it. Imagining and old man’s hands pawing at Callie the same way he did when he was trying to get her in the mood. Old, wrinkled hands grabbing at Callie’s breasts. Squeezing the nipples and making her pant. He threw his lunch box on the couch and made for the bathroom. If Cal wasn’t home yet maybe he’d have time to take care of…
 

He froze in the center of the living room as Callie came sauntering out of the bedroom. Froze because she was wearing a flannel cut-offs that showed off her delicious legs. That and an old ratty t-shirt. And no bra. His eyes dropped to the peaks of her breasts. Her nipples were hard and poking through the fabric.
 

Callie never dressed like that.
 

“Oh hey,” she said quietly, then smiled.
 

“H-hey,” he whispered back. He still couldn’t move.
 

She walked over to the counter and set down the mug she’d been holding. Then she turned and stared at him across the room.
 

Didn’t flinch or try to hide or put on a hoodie when he took in a too-long look at her boobs. Just stood there watching him. “How was your day?” she finally asked.
 

He shook his head, trying to shake the dirty thoughts out. “Fine. Exhausting. How…how was it?” he asked back.
 

Callie looked off to the side then up to the ceiling. She turned her shoulders this way and that. Bit her lip. “It was kind of dirty.”
 

He gasped. Who was this person? This person he thought he’d known so well? Why wasn’t she crying? Why wasn’t she on the couch curled up and in tears about how terrible it had been? That’s what he’d expected. He expected her to be home with a wad of cash swearing she’d never go back. Here she was acting like a…dressed like a skank. Acting like she hadn’t really minded? What the fuck? “Dirty?” he asked. “What did he make you do?”
 

Callie locked eyes with him from under her brow. “You know. What he said. What I told you. He made me put on a short dress. Like the maids wear in the movies, you know? It was almost too small. Made my…made my boobs go all…” She pressed her arms against her breasts, smashing them together and drawing his gaze to them again.
 

“Are you alright?” he asked. “He didn’t…he didn’t try anything did he?”
 

A bolt of nervous energy shot through him at the way she shrugged.
 

“Did he?” he asked, his voice a little shaky.
 

“He didn’t touch me,” she said, shaking her head. “But at one part he started touching his wiener through his pants.”
 

A jealous lust flared through him. Thinking of another guy touching his cock as he stared at Callie in a skimpy outfit made his cock extra hard. Now he wanted details. What had she done, exactly? “What…what kind of stuff did you have to do?”
 

She shrugged again. “You know. Dirty stuff. He made me dust some shelves way down low. So I had to do this.” She bent her knees a little, then bent over and made like she was dusting, eyes on his the whole time.
 

“Jesus,” he whispered. “How short was the dress?”
 

She put a hand against her thigh, nearly at her hip. “About this short.”
 

His eyes bugged. “So he could, like, he could see your…”
 

She nodded. “I’m pretty sure he saw it.”
 

His whole body was pulsing with arousal. Fuelled by jealousy with the angry part taken out. What the hell were they doing here? Why on earth had he let his wife go to some stranger’s house to be gawked at? “You didn’t care?”
 

Another shrug. “It was pretty embarrassing at first. I guess I kind of got used to it by the end. Or something.”
 

He thought of what that might have looked like. Callie showing off her ass and the pretty pussy he’d only seen in full just last night, to some stranger. How could she have done that? Sweet Callie? “Are you going back?”
 

She stuck a hand into the pocket of her shorts. Pulled out a wad of bills that made his jaw drop and dropped them onto the table next to the laptop.
 

“Holy shit!” he gasped.
 

“Don’t swear!” she said.
 

“Sorry. But holy crap. How much is that?”
 

“Two hundred and fifty dollars,” she said.
 

“What?!? How long were you there for?”
 

“Two hours. He made me do some other stuff so I got a little extra.”
 

Another pulse of jealous lust shot through him. Extras? “What’s a little extra?” he asked, breathless.
 

“He made me stand real close to him. So he could smell me. That’s when he touched his wiener.”
 

His pulse was pounding in his ears. Felt a little lightheaded. Still couldn’t move. Just stared at Cal’s big knockers, the nipples even stiffer than before. When she moved it startled him out of his stupor.
 

She walked around the table, looking a little shy. Came up to stand in front of him and took his hand in hers and looked up at him with her wide, questioning eyes. “You’re not mad, are you?” she asked.
 

He blinked a few times and shook his head. “I’m not mad. I told you to do it remember?” He caught a whiff of her sex smell that made his cock twitch. She was turned on by all this. Callie was lubricating just from telling him about it.
 

“So it’s okay if I go back tomorrow?” she asked.
 

The money on it’s own probably would have been enough for him to say yes. The fact that she was aroused, and the way he was made it an unequivocal “yes.” “Of course. If — if that’s what you want.”
 

“The money’s going to help us so much,” she said.
 

“For sure. No, for sure. I think that’s…if you’re up for it? Then yeah. As long as you feel comfortable. I don’t want you to feel like you have to.”
 

“I think I can handle it.”
 

He nodded. “Okay. Yeah. Hey have you eaten? Are you hungry?”
 

She looked off to the side. “Not yet,” she said.
 

“You want me to make you something?”
 

Her eyes wandered over the other way. Towards the couch. “Not yet,” she said softly.
 

“Okay. Is there something else you wanted to do?” he asked, the eternal flame of hope that flickered in his mind that she’d want what he wanted, getting brighter.
 

“Go on the couch,” she said.
 

“Okay,” he shot back. Faster than a cowboy in a western drawing his six-shooter. He shuffled over to the couch and sat down.
 

Callie pulled her phone out of her pocket and started typing something. “Take your clothes off,” she said.
 

His eyes went wide. Was she serious? Just like that? They were going to have sex with the lights on two nights in a row? He was horny enough that he knew not to ruin it with any questions. Well, maybe one. It was driving him a little nuts. “Who’re you texting?” he asked, pulling his pants off.
 

“Mr. Dixon,” she replied, staring down at her screen.
 

His heart skipped a beat. Jealousy snaked through his veins. They were about to have sex and she was texting her pervert boss? “Why?”
 

“He asked me to tell him if you’d let me go back tomorrow. He’s a pretty busy guy. He wanted to make sure he wasn’t wasting his time waiting for me.” She finished the text and set it down on the table. Turned to look at him. “Take your shirt off,” she said.
 

He pulled his shirt off over his head. Now he was sitting completely naked on the couch, save his socks. And to his shock Callie stood there for a while staring at his body. Her eyes drinking in the sight. She’d never looked at him like that before. So unashamed suddenly. So hungry. She sauntered over and stood in front of him. Pulled her shit up over her head. Her big boobs came tumbling out, grabbing at his attention again. She pushed her shorts down off her hips and down her legs.
 

His eyes ran down her body. He’d stolen glances at her in the shower a few times. He’d never seen her this naked in this much light. She was even more gorgeous to him now. This shameless Cal who was going to go make some more money letting a dirty guy leer at her.
 

He stared at the patch of hair above her pussy and her plump labia. His cock throbbed in his lap.
 

She stepped forward, bent down and got onto her knees on the couch, straddling him. Crawled forward until her breasts were just inches from his mouth. Sat down on his lap and gazed into his eyes.
 

“Callie?” he whispered, not knowing what to do with her.
 

She let out a soft giggle. “I’m just really happy about all that money. I want you to be happy, too,” she said.
 

“Mission accomplished baby,” he replied.
 

She giggled again. Her hands fell between them, fingers running up and down the shaft of his cock. They felt amazing. She stared at it and blushed. “You like that?” she asked.
 

He nodded, mesmerized by her fascination with his organ.
 

She wrapped her fingers gently around it, lifted one leg, then touched the tip against the soaked lips of her pussy. Worked it side to side, lubricating it and opening herself. Then she sank onto it.
 

He groaned as her tight walls gripped his organ.
 

She was sopping wet and he slid in up to the hilt in no time. She put her hands on his cheeks, leaned forward and gave him the sloppiest wet kiss with lots of tongue. Grabbed him by the wrist and pressed his hand against her tit.
 

He squeezed and kneaded it, the softness of it making his cock lurch inside her.
 

Cal started rocking back and forth. Staring straight at him like she wanted to devour him.
 

“God baby you’re so hot,” he whispered.
 

“Yeah?” she asked.
 

“So hot. I can’t stop staring at you,” he said, panting.
 

She smiled with one corner of her mouth. Suddenly she liked it. She liked his lecherous attention. Seemed to like him pawing at one breast and staring at the other. When it occurred to him that this, obviously, had everything to do with what she’d done that day his cock hardened inside her.
 

Callie got turned on by what she’d done. A switch had flipped inside her brain, it seemed. Flicked by the dirty old pervert who’d hired her to be stared at. It should have been disgusting. Shouldn’t he be furious at her? Instead he was even more turned on than he had been the night before when she’d come home to tell him about Mr. Dixon’s offer. And two hundred and fifty bucks? His hands slid down to her hips and rocked her back and forth harder on his lap. “Oh fuck Callie,” he grunted.
 

She didn’t even chastise him for swearing.
 

His eyes darted back and forth between her face and her pussy and her boobs, then back to her face again. This was a meta-arousal he was feeling. Like there were two of him fucking Callie. Double the pleasure.
 

“Hey I have a surprise for you,” Callie whispered.
 

His eyes popped wide as he looked up to hers. “You do?” he said.
 

She bit her lip and nodded. “I used some of the money I made last night.”
 

“You did?”
 

“I did,” she said. “I bought one of those rubber circle things and put it up inside me.”
 

His eyes opened wider still. “You did?”
 

She focused on him with a laser stare for a few seconds then leaned forward. “You can finish inside me tonight,” she whispered.
 

Caught him like a freight train screaming out of a tunnel. The thought of filling her sweet pussy up with dirty jizz smacked him in the base of his brain and kicked off the reaction. Signal racing down to his dirty parts. Balls coming up. Muscles clenching and his cock pumping inside her like an artillery cannon. Pumping hot seed deep inside her channel. He groaned and stared at her as she blushed and smiled. His head spun from the hard climax.
 

She rode him, pelvis grinding against his shaft until it started to soften. Then she slowed and finally stopped, smiling at him the whole time.
 

“Oh man I’m sorry Cal,” he said, blushing with embarrassment at his quick release and her not having an orgasm.
 

She shrugged. “It’s okay. I liked it. I liked seeing you do it the first time.” She leaned in and kissed him gently on the lips. “Let’s get some food and then maybe we can do it again?”
 

“Oh Cal,” he groaned, over the moon with happiness.
 






Chapter Six

 


She had her knees bent and was dusting the lower shelves on the bookcase. This time it hadn’t been so weird. Felt more like a job than the day before. A funny and kind of exciting job. Not a lot of girls had jobs like she had. Making more than her husband just for showing off a little skin. She could feel his stare on her rear. She didn’t mind that at all anymore. Kind of made her smile.
 

He’d made her dust the desk first this time. Then the window sill. There wasn’t any dust there at all, either. Had he already found another housekeeper? So fast?
 

“Hey. C’mere,” he grunted.
 

Callie stood up slowly. She thought he liked that. Liked the way her body moved. Like she was confident of it or something. Truth was she was a little more confident. She had a rich, powerful man paying to look at her. What sort of girl wouldn’t gain a little confidence at that? She walked around the desk and stood next to him. This time she knew what was going to happen. Just like yesterday he was going to smell down by her crotch then touch his wiener. She didn’t really mind. It was funny how quickly you could get used to a thing that bothered you so much before.
 

He did just that. Leaned sideways and sniffed her. A deep breath that made his nostrils flare and hairs come poking out of them. Then his hand fell off the armrest of the chair and into his lap.
 

This time Callie didn’t just stare straight ahead like she had the previous day. This time she glanced down. Her eyes went wide as she saw the outline of his monster. Even through his pants it looked…very different than Ken’s. It was fat and longer, too. He rubbed the head of it and twitched a little.
 

“Hey,” he grunted. “What’d he say when you told him?”
 

“Hm?” Callie asked, eyes snapping up and staring straight ahead. She didn’t want him thinking she was a pervert or anything.
 

“What’d Ken doll say when you asked him if you could come back here?”
 

She scowled. “Don’t call him that. Mr. Dixon,” she muttered. “Please,” she added.
 

He smirked. “I’m only kidding ya’. What’d he say?”
 

“He said it was up to me. Said I could make the decision.” She’d liked that, too. It was pretty big of Ken to trust her. Especially with something like this. She could tell he was a little jealous. But not jealous enough to give up the money. There was something dirty about that but fun, too. Ken being jealous made her feel good. She’d loved the way he’d stared at her the night before. The same stare Mr. Dixon was giving her right now. What was it about attention that made it so nice?
 

“That’s good. Good kid. Not all traditional like. Let’s his wife make her own decisions. I like it.”
 

“He’s the best, Mr. Dixon,” Callie said. She stole another glance at his wiener. It was even bigger now. Stretching the fabric of his expensive pants.
 

“You buy the thing I told ya’?”
 

“Yes, Mr. Dixon,” she replied.
 

“Get it in alright?”
 

“Yes, Mr. Dixon.” At the end of yesterday’s session he’d asked her to tell him about how her and Ken…fucked. His words. She’d tried her best even through her embarrassment. Even told him Ken had to pull out because they couldn’t afford any sort of protection.
 

He’d given her another fifty and told her to go buy the rubber thing.
 

She’d thought that was sort of sweet, for a pervert.
 

“He finish up in your pussy?”
 

A fierce blush rose to her cheeks at the question. She swallowed back her shame. “Yes, Mr. Dixon,” she dutifully replied.
 

“Say it,” he grunted, rubbing the stiffening rod against his leg.
 

She hesitated. Good girls didn’t say things like that. But all of this had her feeling very confused. Her job with Mr. Dixon and how she didn’t mind it. Doing it with Ken with the lights on. Almost made her wonder if she wasn’t as good a girl as she thought she was? “He…he finished up in my pussy, Mr. Dixon,” she said.
 

Instead of shame she felt an exhilarating thrill. A sort of freedom. Like she’d been in a cage and the door had finally opened and she’d just flown out and stretched her wings.
 

Mr. Dixon cackled. “’Atta girl,” he grunted. “Husband should be able to blow it into his wife when he likes. You get off?”
 

She hesitated. This was getting very personal. Somehow she didn’t mind nearly as much as she had the day before. “Not really, Mr. Dixon,” she replied.
 

“What?” he barked. “Now you listen to me. You go home tonight and you fuck him again. How’d you fuck him last night?”
 

“I…on his lap,” she said.
 

“You go home tonight and you get on his lap. He blows inside you before you get off you make that motherfucker eat your pussy you hear me?”
 

She gasped and her fingers shot up to cover her mouth. Gross!
 

“You hear me? You gonna’ do what I say?” he demanded.
 

She felt cornered. Couldn’t exactly say no but would Ken really do that? He had his gross side but he wasn’t that gross. Still it was Mr. Dixon and she was making all this money. She nodded. “I’ll…I’ll do that Mr. Dixon,” she said quietly.
 

“That’s better,” he grunted. His rubbing had slowed a little. “Hey you want to make a little extra?” he asked.
 

Her insides warmed. At the prospect of more money, certainly. But also at the thought that Mr. Dixon was nudging their little game in a dirtier direction. “Maybe?” she whispered.
 

He reached into the drawer and pulled out a fifty. “Take your tit out. That one,” he said, pointing at her left breast.
 

She gasped. Her mind started racing. This hadn’t been part of the agreement. Or had it? Technically it would still be just looking. Wouldn’t it? “What…what are you going to do to me?” she asked.
 

Mr. Dixon didn’t reply. Instead he pulled another fifty from the drawer.
 

Her eyes went wide. She’d already made two hundred dollars. This was another hundred on top of that. Ken would be so happy. They really could do something fun that weekend. An actual thing you had to pay for. Her heart started beating harder. “Just looking though, right?” she asked.
 

“Come on princess,” he growled. “You trying to make me go bankrupt?” he said, chuckling.
 

A hundred extra dollars just to look at her breast was very generous. Her hand was shaking as she tucked it into the dress and bra. She hauled her heavy breast out. It sagged over the front, the nipple pointing straight at Mr. Dixon’s nose.
 

“Fuuuuuck that’s nice,” he growled. His hand started rubbing harder. “Squeeze it a little.”
 

Her face felt like it was burning up. Her coochie was aching, too. It was all she could not to touch herself it was that bad. She gave her breast a gentle squeeze.
 

“Nah not like that. Really squeeze it. Like you’re milkin’ a cow.”
 

She did as he asked. Squeezed her breast so the front of it got fatter and the nipple pointed up toward the ceiling.
 

“Oh fuck, fuck, fuck. Go on,” he said, waving toward the door. “Get outta’ here. I gotta’ finish up some business. Go get changed.”
 

She stared in horror as he doubled over his desk. Was he having a heart attack? “Is everything…”
 

“Get outta’ here!” he yelled at her.
 

Snatching up the two fifties on the desk she skipped out, teetering on the high heels, duster still in hand.
 



***

 


She couldn’t stop checking the time on her phone. Ken would be home any minute now. She had her instructions from Mr. Dixon but that was the least of her worries. After she’d left his house a terribly heavy guilt had descended on her. Taking her breast out had maybe technically been “just looking” but it wasn’t what her and Ken had discussed. The agreement with Ken had been that she’d be wearing the maid’s outfit the whole time. What if he got jealous? What if he got really jealous? She’d have to cry and apologize and beg for forgiveness. She didn’t like doing that with Ken. Preferred when he was the one doing that.
 

But she knew she had to tell him. She couldn’t lie to him. They never lied to each other. Trust was the most important thing in a relationship. They both felt that way. She’d put on the same pair of shorts and the same tattered T she’d worn the night before. Because of the way he’d looked at her. That feral, masculine attention. His full attention on her body. Just like Mr. Dixon.
 

She jumped when the door opened and he stooped to step inside.
 

He stopped, frozen, on the doormat.
 

“Hey,” she said.
 

“Hey,” he replied. “How’d it go today?”
 

She tucked her hand into her pocket and pulled out the three hundred dollars she’d made and let them fall to the couch.
 

“Holy…holy smokes,” Ken said, pressing a hand to his forehead. His eyes darted to hers. “You made all that today?”
 

As his eyes wandered back to the money she stole a glance at his groin. A pleasant satisfaction filled her when she saw he had a stiffie. She knew it was because of the way she was dressed. He’d probably thinking about it on the way home. Wondering if she was going to be dressed like that again. But a part of it was because of the money. Which was so slutty. Being turned on by your wife going out and selling her body for money. In a way. Even though it was just looking. It tickled her in funny places, though.
 

This time instead of inviting him to come join her she stood up, slipped her pants off, then peeled the dirty T off over her head and threw it onto the ground. No insinuation. No innuendo. Just following the laws of animal attraction to capture his attention. His undivided, un-distractable attention with her body.
 

She really liked that. Loved the way his eyes sank to her breasts, then her coochie. Her pussy like Mr. Dixon had called it. She felt a little light-headed from the way he was looking at her. Something gripped her and she raised a hand to her mouth. She ran her tongue against her fingers then lowered her hand and dipped them between her legs, rubbing her vagina.
 

Ken’s jaw dropped as he stared at her.
 

“Come here,” she ordered.
 

He walked over and put his hands on her shoulders and gazed into her eyes.
 

She unhitched his belt and started working with his buttons, returning his longing gaze with one of her own.
 

“Baby you’re so hot,” he said. “What’d he make you do today?”
 

That part was a little gross. She wasn’t sure why. But Ken being turned on by Mr. Dixon the pervert was…weird. She really liked the way he was looking at her though. Liked that he got turned on, too. Worry flickered in her stomach at what revealing her secret would do. An idea presented itself.
 

“Baby? Can you tell me? What’d he make you do?” he asked. His hands fell to her breasts and he squeezed them a little.
 

It was kind of dirty. So base. So animal. Squeezing her boobies because he didn’t have his own to squeeze. It was kind of funny, really. Without answering she got his pants off, then unbuttoned his shirt and got that off, too. When he was naked she turned him around and pushed him down onto the couch. Straddled his lap and slipped her pussy over his cock then slipped it inside herself.
 

Made a little moan as he entered her. That was one of her favourite parts. Feeling him stretching her. Feeling a part of his body going into her. That was kind of dirty, too, but the pleasure from it was so nice she didn’t mind.
 

“Baby?” he asked, staring up into her eyes.
 

She started rocking back and forth on him. “I have to tell you something,” she said.
 

He gave an excited nod. His cock flexed inside her which drove some air out of her lungs. “Tell me, baby. Please. I want to hear it.”
 

She rocked back and forth, biting her lip as she mashed her clit against the root of his cock. “It was still just looking…” she said but leaving the end of the sentence hanging.
 

His cock lurched inside her. It got so hard she had to slow down. It nearly made her climax. “He gave me an extra hundred dollars to…” She paused studying his reaction.
 

His face almost looked pained with anticipation. “Baby pleeease,” he begged.
 

She loved that. “He made me take my tit out,” she said.
 

He gasped and his cock flexed again. His eyes darted to her breast, then back to hers.
 

She cupped her tit and squeezed it the same way she’d done for Mr. Dixon. “He made me do this,” she confessed.
 

His hands fell to her hips and he started rocking her harder back and forth. As if he liked it. As if he liked hearing stories about dirty Mr. Dixon and all the naughty things he’d made her do for money.
 

Her mouth fell open and she sucked in a breath. He was so hard and felt so good inside her. She could feel her climax closing in. But she’d been thinking about the dirty thing Mr. Dixon had told her to do all day. At first it had really grossed her out. But as the day wore on she couldn’t stop thinking about it. Got kind of obsessed about it. Now some weird part of her kind of wanted it to happen.
 

“Oh god baby,” Ken barked, shoving her back and forth along his cock.
 

She felt it start twitching. If she hadn’t been paying attention she would have tipped over the edge, too. Instead she stayed on the tightrope, the chasm of a climax on either side of her. She let Ken use her pussy until he started getting soft.
 

“Shoot I’m so sorry,” he muttered.
 

She smiled. “It’s alright,” she said, shaking her head. “Don’t worry about it.” Then she leaned in closer. “Can I ask you something?” she whispered.
 

“Of course. Anything,” he replied.
 

“Can you…” She thought of saying it nicely. The way a good girl would. But Ken would probably enjoy it if she said it nasty. “Can you lick my pussy and make me come?”
 

His eyes shot open and he sucked in a small breath of air into his lungs. Turned and looked at her, obviously shocked by the request. “I…sure, yeah. If that’s what you want,” he whispered.
 

She nodded. “It’s what I want,” she said. A powerful feeling gripped her. It was nice when Ken had been all rough and hungry the night before. But this was different. This was empowering. She felt like she was taking hold of something important. Something she deserved. She lifted herself off his cock, swung a leg over his lap and laid down. Splayed her legs in a lewd way, her pussy lips coming unglued. She felt a trickle of his seed spill out of her.
 

Now he had her attention. She couldn’t stop looking at him as he got down between her legs. His chin disappeared under her. He pressed up close and kissed her pussy.
 

It sent a wild thrill rushing through her. Feeling naughty she worked her fingers through his hair and pressed his mouth against her sex. “Lick it,” she whispered. “Lick my pussy, Ken.” She moaned as he started lapping at her. Licking her wet lips, maybe even some of his own seed. She closed her eyes and for some reason thought of Mr. Dixon instructing her to do this very thing. It was all so dirty but somehow she loved it. “Suck it. Suck on my clit,” she ordered.
 

Ken’s mouth immediately slurped up to the engorged nub of flesh. He sucked it between his lips and rolled his tongue around it. Then his cheeks hollowed as he sucked it deeper into his mouth.
 

She moaned and stared at him. Her cheeks and chest were hot. She grabbed her tits and squeezed them, then pinched one of the nipples between finger and thumb. The shot of pain was enough to trigger her orgasm. She moaned loudly and arched her back, pleasure throbbing from between her legs and through her whole body as Ken sucked and licked her dirty parts.
 

Three waves racked her. Each time her body arched then coiled, then arched again. Her thighs shuddered against his cheeks and she let out another loud, wild moan. Then suddenly it was too much. Too intense, almost painful and she was pulling him away by his hair instead of pulling him closer. She let out a heavy sigh.
 

Thump-thump-thump.
 

“Hey!” came a muffled voice from upstairs. “Keep it down down there!”
 

She and Ken both burst into raucous laughter.
 






Chapter Seven

 


It went on like that for the rest of the week. Every day she arrived at Mr. Dixon’s place at ten o’clock. Put on her maid outfit and pretended to dust for a few hours. Then she’d stand next to him as he smelled her odour and rubbed himself. He’d give her an extra hundred if she took her tit out so she did every time. By Friday it had all started to feel so ordinary.
 

She and Ken had sex every night after he got back. Sometimes twice. It kind of felt like they were in love all over again.
 

On Saturday they actually did go to dinner and a movie. On Sunday they went out and looked at laptops, though she hadn’t saved enough money to buy him one yet.
 

On Monday she showed up at Mr. Dixon’s house again at ten o’clock. Same as usual he opened the door and invited her inside. Walked into his office as she disappeared into the bathroom where the maid’s outfit now had a permanent place on the towel rack. She changed, checked herself out in the mirror then walked to the office and stepped inside. Felt a pleasant blush rise to her cheeks as Mr. Dixon checked her out. Was kind of surprised that she felt happy to be back.
 

“Hey sweet cheeks. I missed you all weekend,” he said.
 

She smiled. “I’m…happy to be back, Mr. Dixon,” she said. And she meant it.
 

He cracked a grin at one side of his mouth. “Why don’t you start with the window sill today, huh?”
 

She walked over and bent her knees a little as she started dusting because she knew he liked that. Dusted in silence for about twenty minutes while he ordered her around to various parts of the room. Enjoyed knowing he was staring at her. Started feeling a little tingly in her lady parts and thinking of what her and Ken would get up to that night when he got home.
 

“Hey come over and dust the desk next will ya’?” he asked.
 

She did her slow turn and pranced over on her heels. Bent over the desk the way he liked. Started dusting the edge closest to him, the feather duster almost grazing the front of his pants. She got a little puzzled when he reached into the desk and pulled out two fifties and laid them on the center. They didn’t normally do that part until the end and she hadn’t even been there an hour.
 

“Hey,” he said. “You mind if I jerk off?”
 

Her lips parted and she gasped. How crass. Jerk off? Like bring his wiener out? That was getting a little too…intimate. Wasn’t it? “I…I’m not sure about that,” she said then quickly added a “Mr. Dixon.”
 

“Eh what’s not to be sure about? You watched me do it all last week through my pants. What’s the difference if I take it out? For a hundred bucks princess? You don’t have to look at it if you don’t want.”
 

She bit her lip and thought. Technically this was still “just looking.” He would just be…masturbating as he did it. Out in the open. She’d known he was masturbating last week.
 

“Come on doll. My dick’s all chaffed from my underwear. Whaddya say? I’ll let you go home early.”
 

She frowned. She still wasn’t sure about this. What would Ken think? He’d been so turned on by her stories last week. But would this be different? Would he be mad? Should she check with him first? She knew there was no way she wouldn’t catch a glimpse of Mr. Dixon’s cock. Truth be told she was a little curious about what it looked like.
 

Mr. Dixon rolled his eyes and let out an irritated sigh. “Alright,” he said, dipping back into the drawer. He pulled out two more fifties. “Two hundred extra bucks.”
 

Her eyes went wide. This guy was loaded. She’d made almost fifteen hundred dollars last week. Which was insane. Would he give her four hundred a day if she let him take his penis out? “I guess it’d be alright,” she said.
 

“’Atta girl,” he said, smirking. He undid his belt and the zipper of his expensive pants. Tucked his hand in and hauled his penis out.
 

Callie’s jaw dropped as she laid eyes on it. It was huge Probably eight inches semi-hard. The skin was leathery thick and a crooked vein crawled along the side. He wasn’t circumcised and the skin at the tip was wrinkly and greyish. She couldn’t stop staring at it.
 

He grabbed the monster and peeled the skin back. As it retracted a mushroom shaped head, purple and thick, was revealed. He watched her watching him as he started to stroke it. “You like it?” he grunted.
 

“I…I…”
 

“Ken got a big one like this?” he asked.
 

She shook her head, still unable to look away.
 

“Look at it all you want. But take your tits out for me. Both of them this time.”
 

Mesmerized she didn’t feel a shred of shame as she pulled her boobs and hung them over the front of her dress. Didn’t get that same buzz when his eyes sank to them. But there was a different sensation playing at her lady bits now. An aching tickle and a curiosity at what it would feel like to be filled by something that big.
 

Don’t even think like that! she chided herself. She started dusting the desk to try and distract herself from it but it didn’t work. Watching it engorge and harden was half-disgusting and half-arousing. Once it had fully hardened it stood up straight from his lap, the slightest bend upward making it point at his chest. He worked his hand up and down the whole length, staring at her chest. “Yeah, princess,” he said. “Squeeze those big milkers for me.”
 

She squeezed them harder, glancing down at the way they changed shape and the nipples wiggled up and down. She noticed her nipples were so stiff they were aching and that the now familiar slick feeling had formed between her legs. Her upper lip curled as Mr. Dixon started making dirty grunting noises, his hand slapping up and down in quickening rhythm.
 

She balked when a clear fluid started to seep from the little pee-hole at the tip of his penis. It ran down the shaft, coating it and giving each stroke a slick wet sound.
 

“Pinch your nipples, princess,” Mr. Dixon grunted.
 

She bit her lip, taken aback by her own excitement, but did as he asked. Pinched both nipples between fingers and thumbs pointing them at his hungry eyes.
 

He let out a choked harrumph and shook in his chair. His cock flexed and a moment later a thick blast of yellowish semen shot from the tip.
 

She gasped as she watched it fly up almost to the eye-level before it arced and fell in a thick glob all over the front of his shirt. She found it extremely difficult not to let go of one nipple and push her hand against her panties.
 

Mr. Dixon expelled four more of those fat bursts of ejaculate, coating the front of his shirt in a disgusting mess that immediately soaked into the rich fabric. Finally he settled against the back of his chair with a loud groan and sighed. “Oh fuck that was good, princess,” he muttered.
 

It suddenly became very awkward for Callie. She was standing with her boobies out, still pinching her nipples but the intoxicating fog of watching him jerk off for her had vanished. Her cheeks heated again in embarrassment.
 

Mr. Dixon cracked a smile. He nodded his head toward the door. “Go on and get yourself off in the powder room, doll. Whole room smells like pussy stink. Don’t get me wrong, I love it. But you’re probably aching to rub one out, huh?” He followed this up with a lewd cackle. “Go on.”
 

She glanced down at her breasts, viciously embarrassed by what she’d just done. Spun around and jogged all the way to the bathroom. Slammed the door shut, pressed two fingers in between her pussy folds. Three circles around her clit had her legs folding over, falling to her knees and convulsing as an orgasm shook through her entire body.
 



***

 


He’d been so distracted the whole day he’d blown two sales. His boss, Jerry, had noticed, too. Took him aside for a talk. Something about not bringing his personal life to work. He’d been in such a daze he barely paid attention. Now he found himself driving home faster than usual, eager to hear another story about Callie’s latest escapades at her “job.”
 

He parked the car and darted to the door. Unlocked it and swung it open to find Callie in the place he hoped she’d be. On the couch in her dirty shorts and t-shirt, scrolling through her phone. Her face flushed as he walked in and closed the door.
 

“Hey baby,” he said, walking to the couch and sitting down next to her. “How’d it go?”
 

She looked a little sheepish when she smiled.
 

Got excitement churning in between his legs. Had she gone further than before? Dirtier? Had it turned from just looking into something more? She didn’t seem upset, which was good. But the his curiosity was killing him.
 

“It was a little different today,” she said.
 

“Oh yeah?” he asked. “How? What was different?” It came out too fast and he knew she could tell it excited him, aroused him to hear about the dirty things his sweet girl had done. He couldn’t help it. Felt like he might never be able to live without this rush again. “Tell me, baby? Please?” he urged her.
 

“Okay but don’t get mad,” she said.
 

“Did he touch you? How much did you make?” It was terrible how desperate he was. Desperate to find out if his wife had actually whored herself out. Desperate to know how much richer they were because of Callie’s dirty deeds.
 

She reached into her pocket and pulled out some crumpled up bills and dropped them on the couch.
 

He picked them up and arranged them, counting as he went. “Oh my god,” he muttered. “Four hundred dollars. That’s…baby that’s amazing. Did you have to…I mean, did he…” He didn’t want to say it. But he wanted desperately to know. Not just because of the jealous lust buzz-sawing his insides either. Sometime last week his curiosity about these strange feelings had transformed into something different. Now he actually wanted Cal to go for something more. Dirtier and more taboo. He wasn’t sure he wanted her to go all the way, maybe just a touch or something.
 

“He asked if he could jerk himself off.”
 

“Wasn’t he doing that anyways?” he asked.
 

“No, like, if he could take it out and stuff.”
 

“Did he?”
 

“I said it was alright,” Callie replied. “I hope that’s okay,” she added, acting sweet and shy.
 

“Yeah, yeah. Fine. I’m fine. It’s fine. Did he…did you see his dick, er, I mean, his penis?” He sounded frantic. Callie never liked it when he called body parts by anything but their proper anatomical names.
 

She nodded.
 

“Oh god,” he said, hands going to his stomach as it squeezed.
 

She looked at him sideways. “Are you jealous?” she asked.
 

If he didn’t know any better he would have said she sounded like she wanted him to be. But that wasn’t his Callie. Callie was sweet and kind and would never want someone to feel an emotion like jealousy. Would certainly never do anything to inspire that. “No. I mean…you know. It’s weird. I don’t really know how to describe what I’m feeling.” His dick was hard and he knew how to describe that. He was desperate to get back inside her again. “So did he like…what did he do?”
 

She bit her lip, as if wondering if she should share more.
 

It drove him insane. Waiting for another morsel of detail was excruciating.
 

“He made me take my tits out. Both of them this time. Then he pulled out his huge penis and jerked it off while he stared at my nipples,” she said. She curled a hand and made a stroking gesture.
 

“Oh god,” he said again as he doubled over. Tits. So crass coming from her pretty little mouth. And yet it made him want her even more.
 

“Are you sure you’re not jealous?” she asked, frowning.
 

“Actually, yeah. Kind of. A little bit.”
 

She made a pouty face. “I don’t have to go back you know,” she said.
 

“No it’s not that!” he said, his hand darting to her arm. “I mean whatever you want. It’s just, well, it’s a little hard, I guess, to hear about it.”
 

Callie reached over and pressed her palm against his prick which made him huff. “I know something’s hard,” she said, looking wicked.
 

He stared at her long and hard. It was almost like her face had changed. Like there was a sliver of malice in her eyes. Was there? The question floated slowly to the top of his mind. A worry gripped him. “Are you…do you want me to be jealous?” he asked.
 

Callie pondered that for a moment, eyes drifting away from his. She was excited. He could see it by the blush on her cheeks. And he could smell it wafting up from her vagina. The lemony-vinegar smell of her arousal was intoxicating. She looked at him again and put her hand on his shoulder. Shoved him against the back of the couch and swung a leg over his lap.
 

He gasped as she straddled him and stared deep into his eyes. “Cal?” he whispered.
 

She didn’t reply. Looked down between them and hooked two fingers into the leg of her shorts. Pried them away from her thigh and peered lower at her vagina, then back at him. She grabbed his wrist and brought his hand to her sex. “Feel it,” she said. “I’m all leaky.” She mashed his fingers against her cleft and shuddered as they splayed her lips and her wet ran onto them. “Oh Ken,” she purred. Letting go of his wrist she tugged his belt open, unbuttoned his pants and drew down his zipper. Reached right into his underwear. So sure of herself. She dragged out his stiff prick and stared at it.
 

“Cal what’s happening to you?” he asked.
 

“I don’t know,” she mewled, jerking his cock for him. She shoved it between her legs until he felt the tip touch her slit. A confident smile sprouted on her lips as she sank onto him.
 

“Oh my god that feels good, Cal,” he groaned.
 

She was as tight as ever and oh so wet. She rocked back and forth, his cock gliding in and out of her pussy and twitching at the pleasure that gave him. Then she stopped and stared into his eyes. “I’m gonna’ get myself real close, okay? And then I have another secret to tell you,” she admitted. She put her hands on his shoulders. Her ass started thumping against his legs as she lewdly twerked on his lap. Her pussy squished and squirted hot juice onto his balls.
 

He put his hands on her hips and stared at her. She had her eyes closed and who could know what the hell she was thinking about? Each time she sheathed him fully in her pussy he inched closer to a climax. But he was committed not to finishing before her this time.
 

It had been a little weird last night when she’d asked him to go down on her after he came inside. Not too gross but definitely what would have been waaaay out of Cal’s comfort zone a week ago, even. Now he had this sexual goddess on his lap, his cock deep inside her, demanding coitus every night.
 

He knew it before she said it. He knew the reason for her transformation. It was the Dixon dude. It was showing off for him that had done this to her. First wearing the dress. Then taking a tit out for him. Then two and letting him jerk his big penis until he came. Dixon had done that to her.
 

He wasn’t sure if he’d have reacted the way he was if this had happened at any other time. Like, if they’d been in college and Cal had told him she was making a little something on the side showing her tits to strangers. Back then he probably would have been very upset. But they were down and out. This had started as a harmless, if dirty, little side-hustle. It had turned into so much more.
 

He looked down at the cash under Callie’s shin. Crumpling and crinkling as she rode him. Four hundred fucking dollars that she’d made that day. He could buy his laptop soon. But that wasn’t sexy. What was sexy was that Cal had turned into this she-beast. This succubus who needed a hit of Ken-seed every night to stave off her growing hunger for sex. That really worked him up. He put his hands on her ass and smack one of her cheeks. “You little slut,” he growled out of nowhere.
 

Her eyes shot open and her jaw dropped.
 

His did as well. He couldn’t believe what he’d just said. She was not into that sort of thing. At. All.
 

“What did you just call me?” she asked, glaring but pounding her ass even harder atop him.
 

“Shit, Cal, shit. I’m sorry,” he said, shaking his head. “I didn’t mean it.”
 

But her apparent anger melted, her mouth twisting into a wild grin. “Say it again!” she barked.
 

“Wha—”
 

“Say it again!”
 

He gritted his teeth, his arousal soaring at the fact she’d liked it. “You’re just a little slut, aren’t you? Taking your tits out for dirty old Mr. Dixon. You should be ashamed of yourself.”
 

She threw her head back and let out a lewd moan. Grabbing her shirt she hauled it up her chest. Her tits fell out. She grabbed them and started squeezing them like she was trying to milk herself. “This is what I did for him,” she panted. “This is why he came.”
 

“Oh fuck!” he grunted, sure he was going spill.
 

Her eyes widened and a wicked light filled them. “There was soooo much of it, Ken. He sprayed so much of it all over himself.”
 

“Ah!” he said, ass tensing, lifting her off the couch.
 

“No!” she shot back. She stopped and buried his cock deep inside her snatch. “Not yet. Not yet!”
 

“Urgh…” He closed his eyes and braced himself against the coming tide of pleasure. Somehow managed to resist it. Not yet? Not yet? What else did she have in store for him?
 

“I have to tell you something,” she whispered, peppering his lips and cheeks with kisses. “I have to tell you something else.
 

“Oh Cal,” he groaned.
 

“Listen. Listen to me. After he finished…”
 

He opened his eyes and looked up into hers.
 

“After he finished I ran to the bathroom and…I ran to the bathroom and…”
 

“What? Cal what?!?” he begged.
 

“I touched myself. He made me so leaky. It made so leaky looking at him. I touched myself and I…I had one, Ken. I had a climax right there in his bathroom.”
 

His erection hardened to steel.
 

“But there’s more.”
 

“No. No.”
 

“Do you want to hear it?”
 

“God please yes,” he hissed.
 

She leaned in close, lips right next to his ear. “I think he’s going to want me to touch him next.”
 

Bam!
 

Callie started bouncing at the first flex of his cock within her. Riding him like she was on a bucking bronco. She pulled her head back and threw it against her shoulders. Let out a wild, high-pitched scream that filled their whole rat-trap of an apartment and made his orgasm even more intense.
 

He felt his cock pulsing, pumping seed into her pussy. Felt her lips tightening around him as she came herself. He wanted to stay like that forever. Locked in that moment of mutual pleasure where there was no one and nothing else but them.
 

But it ended like it always did. Callie slowing, his cock softening inside her. She fell forward, her sweaty forehead falling against his as she struggled to catch her breath.
 

Thump-thump-thump came from upstairs. “Shut the fuck up down there!” the muffled voice roared.
 

Callie smirked at the shared revenge they were getting.
 



***

 


He’d been lying there for two hours now. Staring through the darkness at the ceiling with Callie on her side next to him. He’d thought of rolling over and seeing if she was awake a dozen times or so. Each time he’d changed his mind. The sex lately had been wild. But Callie didn’t like talking about these things. It was just he didn’t know if he could not talk about it.
 

Finally, he made the decision. Reached over and gently rubbed her upper arm. “Callie? You awake baby?” he asked.
 

“I’m awake,” she replied right away.
 

He rolled over, got up over her and kissed her cheek. “Can I talk to you?” he asked.
 

She rolled onto her back and looked into his eyes. Hers were silver from the sliver of moonlight slicing through the basement window drapes. “Sure,” she whispered.
 

He gazed at her for a while, his heart filling with love for his beautiful wife. What were they doing? What the hell was this? The money was amazing, for sure, but letting his wife take her tits out for another man? And letting him touch her? Well, that was something else entirely. That really was…slutty. “It’s about what you said earlier. On the couch,” he said.
 

She looked sideways for a moment like she was trying to remember. Like she could actually forget something like that. “What about it?” she finally said.
 

He watched her face trying to gauge her intent. Whether she really didn’t know what he was about to bring up? And whether she had any opinions about it herself. Or did that simple stare she was giving him just then mean it’s up to you, Ken?
 

“You’re not…I mean, you wouldn’t really…do that sort of thing. Would you?”
 

Her expression was sincere. None of the shame or embarrassment or ew gross on it that he knew so well. She really had changed. It looked she might actually be contemplating it. She waited a long time before saying anything. Studying him the same way he was studying her. Then, finally…
 

“How much?” she asked.
 

“How much?” he asked, aghast. He knew exactly what she meant. Just couldn’t believe she was saying it.
 

“How much would you want for it?” she asked, eyes narrowing.
 

“Callie, oh my god, holy crap, I can’t believe you’re…”
 

“I’m your little slut aren’t I?” she asked, wriggling closer to him and dead serious. “How much would you whore me out for?”
 

He gasped. His eyes fell to her chest as she pulled her shirt up and revealed her breasts. “Oh god, Callie. Oh my god,” he said, eyes glued to her tits. His mind started racing. How much? How much?!? What price would he set to whore out his wife? What amount would be enough to satisfy him to let her stray from him? To spread her legs for another man?
 

She took his wrist and pressed his palm against her breast.
 

He groaned at the soft warmth of her flesh. “I can’t believe you’re asking me that,” he muttered.
 

Callie wriggled closer. “You’re hard again,” she whispered, nudging his cock with her knee. “You really like this.”
 

He groaned, shame washing over him. He looked away from her, unable to bring himself to meet her gaze.
 

“Don’t feel bad about it. I like it too, I guess,” she said.
 

His eyes shot back to hers at that. Now he had her where he wanted her. Where he could pry into her brain and figure out what, exactly, it was about this that she could possibly like. Didn’t young women, young wives, hate dirty old men leering at them and saying dirty things. “Callie? Why?”
 

She hesitated, looking puzzled. “What do you mean why?” she said.
 

“Why…why would you like this?”
 

Her nose wrinkled and her brow furrowed. “I…I don’t know,” she said, shaking her head. “It’s just…sexy. Isn’t it? Isn’t that what you like about it? You say it like it’s a bad thing,” she added, the corners of her mouth turning down.
 

“Oh Cal,” he murmured. “It’s not…I’m not saying it like it’s a bad thing,” he reassured her. Though he couldn’t be a hundred percent himself. It was supposed to be a bad thing, wasn’t it? It sure would have sounded bad to anyone else who learned about it. What would happen if Callie’s mother ever found out? She’d probably faint on the sp…no. No, it would be much worse than fainting. Something unimaginable.
 

But lying there with Callie staring up at him, making him paw at her breast, it seemed like the most exciting, most exhilarating thing that had ever happened to them. Life seemed to buzz now. Each day hummed with the anticipation of the unexpected. Not knowing how it would turn out, not knowing what Callie would share with him once he got home.
 

He glanced at her and realized she was still waiting for an answer to the question she’d posed.”I do like it, Cal,” he said softly. “But I’m just the guy hearing about this. You’re actually doing it.”
 

She thought on that for a while, eyes wandering. “Yeah. So?” she finally said.
 

“So? So doesn’t it make you feel bad? Doesn’t it make you feel dirty? Doing this for another man for money?” he asked.
 

She scowled. “Are you trying to make me feel bad? Because if you are, it’s working,” she muttered.
 

“Oh shoot, no!” he shot back. “No, baby, no. I didn’t mean it that way. God I would never want you to feel bad. Not about this. Not about anything.” He put a hand on her cheek and caressed it with his thumb. “It’s all just a little confusing is all. You being so…dirty. You’re just not usually like that. It’s just so…bad but in, like, a bad girl way and it’s just so not you. I guess I’m just trying to figure it out to…to not, I don’t know, feel bad about it myself, or something.”
 

She thought some more. A good few minutes. Bit her lip and gnawed at it a little. “Dirty, yeah,” she said. “Bad? Kind of. I guess. But…not in a bad way.”
 

He frowned, not sure what she was trying to say.
 

She huffed, pushed his hand away and pulled her shirt down over her tits.
 

His heart sank. That had been the last thing he wanted. He’d pushed her away. Pushed her into her own head instead of drawing her back into the fantasy. Back into the magic of it all. “Don’t be like that,” he said softly.
 

He tipped her head so she was looking at him again. “You don’t be like that,” he replied. “You know I’m not trying to do anything but make sure we’re on the same page, right? Are you sure about this? Really sure?” A thrill sizzled through him. He was pretty certain he knew what her answer would be. Still had no idea about her motivations, though.
 

“It’s just naughty, is all,” she said after a while. “And naughty’s kind of…fun. You know?”
 

He gave an eager nod. “I know. I do know, Cal. And I know that I love you so, so much. I’d never want you to do something you didn’t want just ‘cause you thought it’s what I did want. I’m just trying to make sure.”
 

She thought on this for another while, then gave a nod. A long silence stretched out between them, her eyes wandering around the room as she tried to avoid his. Then, finally, she met his gaze again. “How much?” she asked softly. She picked his hand up again and brought it to her mouth. Slipped his thumb past her lips and sucked on it.
 

He groaned as his cock started hardening again. “Oh Cal…”
 

She popped the thumb out. “How much do you think I’d be worth as a real whore? Not one for just looking?” she asked.
 

“God, Cal, I don’t even know if I could…”
 

Before he could finish she was on him again. Stripping her shirt off over her head. Pressing her boobs together, showing them off for him like she’d never done. Slipping off her pyjama bottoms and sliding her damp snatch against his cock. “You’ve got to tell me or I’m not going to do it,” she whispered. She pulled his underwear down next, pressed two fingers against the head of his prick and slipped him into her.
 

He groaned at the familiar tightness. Humped his hips up into the air, driving himself deeper into her fleshy crevice.
 

“How much?” she repeated, grinding back and forth on his hard prick. She dropped down, her warm breasts squashing against his chest, plunged her tongue into his mouth and swirled it against his before staring at him intently.
 

“You’re priceless to me, baby,” he whispered.
 

She ran her delicate fingertips over his lips. “You’re sweet and that may be,” she said. “But what am I worth if you’re whoring me out to Mr. Dixon?”
 

His cock flexed inside her, another ejaculation already churning at it’s base. He groaned as she traced around his nipples with her fingers.
 

“You like this so much, don’t you?” she asked.
 

He stiffened inside her again. “I love it. So much,” he muttered, eyes closed.
 

“Then how much should I ask him for? Tell me and I’ll make you come again. You can come up in me. You can fill me up.”
 

“Oh Cal…” His mind was racing. Numbers banging around, each time he thought of one a counterpoint presenting itself. Five thousand? Ha! Five thousand. Callie was beautiful and priceless but would some old rich guy really pay five thousand to get inside her? His cock lurched three times at the question. His eyes fluttered open to find Callie studying him carefully.
 

A thousand? Would she be insulted? The guy was paying her almost five hundred bucks to steal a glance and cop a feel. Was a thousand to low?
 

When she squeezed him with her pussy he knew he’d be a goner soon.
 

“Two grand,” he grunted.
 

She drew in a quick breath and her eyes widened. The room went still.
 

He couldn’t help but wonder what she was thinking. Was it too low? Was she insulted? Was she going to slap him for putting such a low price on her? He should have said three. Shouldn’t he? Her eyes were darting side to side and he couldn’t read what her expression meant. They finally settled back on his with a deep, penetrating gaze.
 

“You really think he’d pay that much for me?”
 

His stomach clenched again. Why was that so disturbing to hear? Is that all Callie thought she was worth? How could she be surprised by that number? She was young and beautiful and would have probably made even more if she were and actual high-class call-girl. A deeply unsettling feeling gripped him by the guts. “Callie you’re priceless to me,” he repeated.
 

“I know, I know…I know, sweetie. Thank-you. You’re sweet. But you really think we could make two grand?” she asked, a nervous excitement in her eyes.
 

He realized then that she was excited by this, too. It had nothing to do with fucking another man, either. Maybe, somewhere, in the back of her mind that part titillated her. But mostly it was the money. And that was dirtier than sin. “You’d be a fool to take a penny less,” he whispered.
 

She gasped again. Pressed her hands against his chest and started riding him. Up and down this time. Pulling her pussy all the way to the head of his cock before sinking back down onto him again. Hard enough that the mattress bowed beneath him each time she banged his cock into her pussy. “I’ll be a good little whore,” she said, pounding harder. Her tits started smacking against each other as she rode him.
 

He reached up and palmed them, the nipples stiff against his sweaty palms. His expression hardened. They were back in the game. Callie, he realized, was ready to fully embrace the role-playing. If he did the same it would only make things more exciting. “Damn fucking right you will,” he growled.
 

Her jaw fell and her pussy squeezed him. But she rode him even harder. “I’m gonna’ make you as much money as you want,” she panted. “I’ll fuck until we’re rich.”
 

He wasn’t sure why that made him the slightest bit angry. Wasn’t sure why that anger hardened his cock, either. All he could be sure of was that they were in the wrong position for this sort of dirty talk. He was the one who should be on top. Dominating her and telling her how it was going to be. She seemed to want it.
 

In a swift motion he brought his knee up, tipping Callie off balance and sending her rolling off onto her side next to him on the bed. He got up over her and started crawling between her thighs then had another idea. Grabbed her shoulder and rolled her onto her stomach, then swung a leg over her ass and settled on the backs of her thighs.
 

She gasped at the rough treatment. Spread her hands out on either side of her head, as if bracing herself for more.
 

He reached down and grabbed her ass with his hands. Spread her cheeks apart until he could see the cleft of her vagina. Above it the tiny speck of darkness of her forbidden entrance. A place inside her body he’d never been. He suddenly felt a desperate urge to enter her there. Like that would really stake his claim. Show her who her boss was.
 

He faltered. They’d never done anything like that. Never even talked about it. What if she ended up disgusted instead of aroused? She may have turned into a different woman but everyone had their limits.
 

So, instead, he pressed the head of his cock against her fleshy lips and pushed himself in.
 

Callie raised her ass, easing his entrance. Lubricant spilled from her as he pushed in.
 

“You want to be a whore?” he growled.
 

“I want to be your whore,” she panted.
 

He gritted his teeth and started stabbing his prick in and out of her.
 

She whimpered. Then her body responded, her hips rising and falling with his thrusts, meeting his need to penetrate her with her own need to be penetrated. To be owned. To receive him and be shown what a dirty little slut she was being.
 

In a fit of passion he grabbed a fistful of her jet-black hair and yanked her head back.
 

She succumbed. Staring at the headboard, she kept pumping her hips in rhythm with his thrusts until he felt the involuntary spasms of her cunt coming grip his prick.
 

He drove harder and let the feeling take him. Hot pleasure burst up from the point where their bodies met. Erupted and shot up through his torso and neck until it doused his brain. He grunted as his cock began twitching and he felt himself spilling into her. “Take it,” he growled. “Take my fucking cum, slut!”
 

She mewled and shook again as another climax racked through her.
 

He sank into the hot tension of his climax. Rode each wave and savoured the delicious squeezing in his loins. Gave another half-dozen thrusts until he was empty and his cock started shrivelling.
 

As soon as the dopamine receded a pang of worry and regret gripped him. He fell forward, pressing his body against Callie, lips against her ear. “It was just dirty talk, baby,” he whispered. “I didn’t really…”
 

“Shush,” she said. She turned her head and kissed the corner of his mouth. “I know it was just dirty talk,” she said. “It was hot. Don’t spoil it with apologies.” She smiled. A real smile he knew meant she knew it had all been part of the game.
 

He eased out of her, rolled onto his side and kissed her cheek. Their eyes met. “If that was all just a game I get it,” he reassured her. “It was fun but we don’t have to…”
 

There was a glimmer in her eye and a smile toying with the corner’s of her lips. It blossomed into a wide grin. “Two grand’s more than just a game, Ken,” she whispered. “Two grand’s a game-changer.” She put her hand on the back of his head and pulled him into yet another wet kiss.
 






Chapter Eight

 


She was so ready for it. She’d been ready for it from the moment Ken had agreed. Maybe even before, for whatever reason. It had started out as a scandalous, dirty way to make a little extra. Now she was absolutely hot for it.
 

Sometimes her mind got in the way. Threw up the same questions that Ken had the night before. Tricky questions she didn’t really want to deal with or answer. It was easy enough to turn them off, though. Easy enough to summon the naughty feeling between her legs and the heat that made her whole body burn and forget all about tricky questions, whether it was her asking them or Ken.
 

Now, walking up to Mr. Dixon’s big house, where he was probably sitting behind his big desk with his big cock resting in his lap, she felt the heat come in. It started in her sex and spread out through her body all the way to the tips of her fingers and toes and she couldn’t help but wonder if this was going to be the day she did it.
 

She didn’t want to be too forward. She needed to keep playing hard to get. She realized that now. Maybe partly through talking to Ken. She wasn’t sure. There was something else men wanted though, more than just a tight, wet place between a girl’s legs where they could put their wiener. They wanted a girl to want it and not want it when they did it. They wanted her to want it as much as they did but act like she was “oh-I’m-not-so-sure” about it.
 

That’s what Ken wanted. That’s what Mr. Dixon wanted.
 

And for two grand? It was sure as shit what she wanted, too. She just had to go about getting it the right way. She had to make sure to be the same innocent Barbie-doll Mr. Dixon had propositioned that first day. Had to pretend like there might still be a chance that he wouldn’t get his way no matter how much money he put on that desk. That’s what he wanted, too. He liked how powerful it made him feel. She understood that now as well. What was that saying she’d read once? Everything in the world was about sex? Except sex. Sex was about power. And both Mr. Dixon and Ken liked the feeling of having power over her.
 

And what had dawned on her that morning as she got dressed was that that gave her power over them.
 

So as she rang the doorbell to Mr. Dixon’s mansion she wiped the smug grin off her face. Glanced at her reflection in the window to make sure she was wearing the same, slightly helpless, slightly confused expression she remembered seeing for so many years in the mirror. Arranged herself to look a little scared. Shoulders hunched, hands folded across her stomach. A little worried. Because now she understood men liked fucking that as much as anything.
 

“Hey princess,” Mr. Dixon said, smirking as he opened the door for her.
 

“Good morning, Mr. Dixon,” she replied, making her voice waver ever so slightly. Like she was still unsure of herself and what she was doing there.
 

“Come in. Come in,” he said, waving her in and stepping aside like he did every day.
 

She shuffled in trying to appear as submissive as she could. Wordlessly made her way to the bathroom as he watched her. Closed the door and slipped into the maid’s outfit. Took off her street shoes and donned the strappy heels he’d given her. Glanced at her reflection in the mirror and primped herself here and there, tucking a stray tress of hair behind her ear, sucking in her already skinny tummy and arching her back in a way she knew would please Mr. Dixon.
 

Two grand.
 

With any luck, after she was finished here, her and Ken would be two thousand dollars richer. That was almost two months of rent and more money than they’d ever had between them. It would change everything.
 

Or so she’d recited to herself over and over throughout the night when she couldn’t sleep. It was all about the money. Except it wasn’t and she knew it. Because there were things she could hide from herself that bothered her. Questions her mind threw up that she could mute. But she couldn’t hide from the fact that a part of her wanted this for more than just the money.
 

A big part of her.
 

The part of her that hadn’t let her sleep hadn’t been thinking about the two thousand dollars. It had been thinking about what it would feel like to spread her legs and let Mr. Dixon slide that monster of a wiener between her legs. What it would feel like to be filled by something so long and thick.
 

It wasn’t that she was unsatisfied with Ken. She loved Ken. She loved it when they did it. She loved the connection between them. She loved seeing him happy and loved her body could do that for him.
 

This was about something different. This was about letting a man who only wanted her for one thing into her. Letting a dirty old man who only cared about her coochie, have it. Pay her money for it. It sent a warm shiver racing down her back. That was her power. Power she could wield over any man, she now realized.
 

One last glance in the mirror and she slipped out into the hallway. Click-clacked her way to Mr. Dixon’s office and stepped in.
 

He was seated behind his desk as usual. Eyes glued to her as she walked to the center of the room. The duster was positioned in front of him, ready for her to pick up.
 

She bent down to do just that.
 

He held out a hand over top of it.
 

She looked up and met his gaze.
 

It was dark and full of need and sent a thrill racing through her. She had him. She could feel it. Like a fish on a hook. All she had to do was reel him in. “Mr. Dixon?” she asked, putting on as puzzled an expression as she could muster.
 

“I thought we’d skip that part today,” he said.
 

“Skip it?” she whispered.
 

He leaned back slowly in his chair, taking the duster off the desk and sliding it into the drawer.
 

She straightened and let her arms fall to her sides.
 

“Your husband like his stories last night?” he asked.
 

She stared at him, not sure where he was going with this. This was…unexpected. Tipped her off her game a little bit. Mr. Dixon tilting the balance of power she’d felt had been firmly in her favour, back to himself. “Stories?” she asked.
 

“Don’t play smart with me,” he snapped.
 

She drew in a small breath, a little startled by his severity.
 

“Never mind. Don’t take it personal. I got an eleven o’clock conference call. Don’t worry you’ll still get what you came here for. Now answer the question. Your husband like his stories last night?”
 

A funny, tingling feeling started in her abdomen. Her mind started racing, trying to figure out what it was he wanted to hear. This wasn’t the game she’d come here to play. She’d been ready, but for something else. The usual thing. “He…he did,” she finally said.
 

“That’s good. What’s his name again?”
 

“Ken,” she whispered.
 

“Oh yeah,” he said. Pondered that for a minute. “Ken likes having a dirty wife, doesn’t he?”
 

She swallowed back the knot that had formed in her throat. Not tears but nerves. “I think…I think he does, yes,” she said.
 

He smirked. “Come on. Come on over here.”
 

Her heart started racing. Same way it had before all of this had become so normal. That scared excitement worked it’s way through every last nerve in her body as she rounded the desk. A nervous curiosity at what he was going to do next. “Yes, Mr. Dixon?”
 

He reached into his drawer and this time pulled out two hundred-dollar bills. He set them on the desk and slid them over to the far edge. “That’s your usual,” he said. “Now I gotta ask you a question.”
 

“Yes, Mr. Dixon?” she said, her voice tighter this time.
 

“You like suckin’ on a dick?”
 

Her eyes shot open wide. She saw, by his expression, that this was the correct, if unintentional reaction. This was what he wanted to see. He wanted to shock her. Knock her off balance. See her worry and nervousness, that deer-in-the-headlights expression she was giving him. That’s what he was paying for. “D-do I like it?” she stammered.
 

“Yeah,” he said, spinning his office chair so he was facing her, tilting back in it and tucking his fingers into his belt. “You like the feeling of it in your mouth and such?” he asked. He spread his legs apart and his thighs sagged against the armrests.
 

Her eyes darted to the outline of his hardening penis. A wild hunger gripped her. Something about Mr. Dixon being so forward, so depraved, asking her if she liked sucking a dick. Not a penis. Not a wiener. Nothing cutesy about it. He called it the way a man called it. Rough and gross and vulgar. A dick. “I…I guess?” she whispered.
 

He smirked. “Yeah, you guess,” he said. “Get on your knees, doll,” he said, unzipping the front of his pants and reaching in for his dick.
 

That startled her too. All of a sudden this had all turned very raw and real. No more pretending that she was there for just looking any more. No. She was there to be used. Mr. Dixon was going to use her mouth for his own pleasure. A shiver raced up her spine. “I…I…” she stammered, not sure where to look.
 

“Come on princess. Don’t fuck around with me. I know you want it. I can smell your fucken’ wet from over here. I bet if shoved two fingers into that cooter of yours they’d come out dripping wet. Amiright? Get over here. C’mere.” He reached out with his big paw and swiped at her. Spun her around until she was facing the window, then pressed his hand against the small of her back until she bent over.
 

Adrenaline and lust and a little bit of fear surged through her. This wasn’t at all what her and Ken had talked about at the beginning. She wasn’t just prancing around for a dirty old man any more. This was far more perverse. Far more wrong. She was doing the work of a…prostitute.
 

She gasped as Mr. Dixon pulled her skirt up, then pried her panties aside. Teetered forward on the high heels as she felt his fingers press against her bare flesh. A hand shot over her open mouth.
 

Mr. Dixon twisted his fingers against her vagina then, without warning, shoved them into her. “What’d I tell ya’?” he asked. “Huh? You hear me? You’re fucken’ sopping wet down here. Look at that.” He yanked his fingers out of her and spun her around to face him.
 

Her eyes bugged as her gaze settled on his two glistening fingers. As fat as two baseball park hot dogs and covered in her own wet lubricant.
 

Mr. Dixon’s lips split in a sleazy grin. “Get on your knees like I told you,” he said.
 

She lowered herself to her knees, unable to take her eyes off the two sticky fingers he was holding up. She sucked in a breath when he brought them to her lips. Scrunched her nose up against the smell of her own lemony-vinegar stink.
 

“Nah, you like it. Don’t pretend you don’t,” Mr. Dixon said, chuckling. He cupped her jaw with his other hand and leaned forward in his chair. “Open your mouth. Your gonna’ lick yourself off my fingers. Gimme a preview of what that pretty little tongue’s gonna’ feel like on my dick.”
 

Another thrill rushed through her. This was so, so wrong. She was letting him be so dirty with her. She’d never let Ken do anything like that. Ken wasn’t like that anyways. Sometimes he wanted to be dirty, sure. But he’d never be this dirty. Making her suck her own juices off his fingers? Only dirty old men like Mr. Dixon did things like that. She looked up into his eyes and parted her lips. Then, as his grin widened and she saw she’d pleased him, she stuck her tiny pink tongue out, ready to receive him.
 

Mr. Dixon started chuckling. “Oh you dirty little whore,” he said. “You act like this for your husband? He’s the luckiest guy in the world if you do.”
 

She shook her head. “I only do this kind of stuff for you Mr. Dixon,” she whispered. Then she leaned forward, eyes still locked on his, and wrapped her lips around his two fingers. A hot pulse of arousal shot through her as she sank over them and licked at them with her tongue.
 

“Holy shit,” Mr. Dixon growled. “Yer’ a fucken’ angel.” He watched her intently, purring as she licked every last drop of herself off his fingers, then pulled her mouth away. Got a wild and hungry look in his eye as he leaned back in his chair and hauled his dick out.
 

It was already half-hard, the fat head flopping side to side as he jerked it to make it stiffer.
 

She stared at it as he pumped. Even the shape of it was dirty. All dicks were dirty but Ken’s had a pleasant shape. And Ken was young. The skin was taut. Looked polished, almost. She liked looking at Ken’s sometimes. This one was wrinkled and slightly greyish. Like an elephant’s leg. An old elephant, too.
 

“Come on, baby,” Mr. Dixon said, putting a hand on the back of her head. “Get your mouth on it. Get that pretty tongue licking it.” He pulled her forward.
 

She put her hands on his thighs as her mouth came up to the tip. She caught a whiff of his musty scent, mingled with his expensive cologne. She wondered if he put cologne on his dick? Glancing up she found him staring at her.
 

“Go on, doll,” he muttered.
 

Still holding his gaze, because she understood now that men liked that too, she wrapped her little hand around his shaft and pulled his foreskin back. Licked the underside of the helmet-shaped head, then wrapped her lips around it and plunged it into her mouth.
 

Her underwear soaked through as she started bobbing up and down on Mr. Dixon’s fat hog of a penis.
 






Chapter Nine

 


He’d been devastated when the text had come in. If you don’t come in today don’t bother coming back. He’d called in sick and Jerry had texted him a few minutes later. He thought of changing his mind and going in. He just couldn’t.
 

Couldn’t stop thinking about Callie and all the nasty things her boss would make her do. Couldn’t imagine trying to sell cell phones while that was on his mind. He’d get another job. Now that she was making the big bucks they wouldn’t be so tight for money any more. And this just wasn’t something he could miss. He didn’t know if he’d be able to live with himself if he did.
 

So he’d followed her. All the way across town. Up to this huge mansion of a house. He’d walked around peering in all of the windows until he’d found Mr. Dixon’s office. Had to crawl under a shrub and squeeze right up against the wall.
 

And now he was staring at it. He’d never felt his heart hammering so hard inside his chest. He felt dizzy. Had to cling to the window ledge to keep from falling over.
 

There was Callie. On her knees in her hot maid outfit. Mr. Dixon in his chair. Bear of a man. Had a hairy paw on the back of her head and was bent over watching her as she sucked on his dick.
 

He’d seen it all. Seen Callie get her pussy stuffed with Mr. Dixon’s fingers. Watched her lick her juices off of them. Then watched as she went down on him.
 

Now his cock was throbbing in time with her head bobbing up and down in Mr. Dixon’s lap. He grabbed himself through his pants and rubbed. The pleasure was excruciating. Two weeks ago he would have probably flew into a blinding rage at the thought of this happening for real. Now he couldn’t get enough of it.
 

Callie was being…disgusting. Absolutely filthy. Licking her fluids off a dirty old dude’s fingers. Stuffing his big dick inside her mouth and blowing him like her life depended on it. And there was the two hundred dollars she’d already made. Lying on the table and ready for her to take home. How much more was he going to give her for this blowjob?
 

A whoosh sounded in his ears as Callie came up for air. His vision tunnelled as she continued pumping Dixon’s dirty tool with her slender hand. She was acting like a total porn star. He felt like he was falling in love with her all over again. Would she do the same for him? She had to. Now that he’d seen her like this he needed her to be his slut, too.
 

He gasped when Dixon put a hand on the back of her head and pulled her back onto his rigid cock. The thing was huge. How was she even fitting it into her mouth? That pretty little mouth that had said ew gross to him so many times. The mouth he’d kissed softly in the darkness, whispering sweetness into her ears to try and get her in the mood. A mouth now getting defiled by another man’s fat tool. It was beautifully disgusting. Magical.
 

He cringed as he saw Dixon’s features contort. Was he going to blow it in her mouth? Was she actually going to let him? He dug his nails into the window ledge and stared at the depravity, his hard-on so stiff it was painful.
 



***

 


She was dying to touch herself but she didn’t know if Mr. Dixon would approve. Her coochie was aching and drooling so bad it was dripping from her panties and making a mess on the floor. Mr. Dixon was working her head up and down hard. She felt so used. That was what was turning her on so much. The fact he was using her face like it was his to do with what he pleased. And for money, too.
 

She was a real prostitute now. A slut. A whore, just like Mr. Dixon had said. His little angel whore. A deep, hot satisfaction sloshed through her with each compliment he gave her.
 

Mouth of an angel. What a good little slut. Yer’ so pretty with your face on my dick.
 

Words that would have made her scream and run away before. But that was the old Callie. This was the new Callie. Taking every inch Mr. Dixon fed her. All the way back to her throat. Didn’t even make her gag, either. She loved having his big dick buried inside her mouth.
 

“Oh baby, you ready? You take it in the mouth? You don’t mind taking it in the mouth do you, angel?”
 

She’d always thought she minded taking it in the mouth. She’d only ever done it once. It had tasted so nasty. Bitter, almost stinging her tongue. But now she wanted to please Mr. Dixon. Couldn’t hurt to try again? She gave as much of a nod as she could, which wasn’t much. Enough for Mr. Dixon. His wide grin sent another satisfied feeling rushing through her. She was being a good, dirty girl for him and she loved it.
 

A squirt of something hit her tongue. Her eyes went wide with surprise at the taste of it. Wasn’t at all as nasty as she remembered. Almost sweet.
 

Mr. Dixon grunted above her. He put both hands on the back of her head and pushed her all the way down. All the way until her chin touched his wrinkled, old ball sack. His cock flexed and danced, the tip of it jammed into her throat. It shot hot globs of his sperm, which she started swallowing.
 

He groaned, holding her place until his dick stopped squirting and started to soften. He eased her up slowly. His penis flopped out of her mouth and toppled to one side, landing on his thigh with a wet smack. Mr. Dixon stared into her eyes and grinned.
 

She looked side to side, feeling a little strange about staring at him so intimately now it was over. She had one last dollop of his man-juice in her mouth. He’d spent so deep inside her barely any of it had touched her tongue. Now she was curious. Feeling a little sheepish, she brought it forward and swirled it around in her mouth.
 

“Hot diggity,” Mr. Dixon growled as he watched her. She was about to swallow when he put his hand on her throat. “No, no! Not yet. Let me see it. Let me see that whore mouth full of jizz,” he said.
 

Her eyes darted side to side and her cheeks flushed. This was really dirty. Making her show him what he’d given her. Her pussy squeezed. She was dying to have something inside it. A little disappointed he hadn’t taken her. She opened her mouth and stuck her tongue out. Just enough to display what was inside.
 

Mr. Dixon looked in like he was a dentist checking for cavities. He was so dirty.
 

Before she could react he stuffed two fingers into her mouth and scooped out some of his emission. “Look at that, doll,” he said, eyeing it.
 

She obediently stared at the creamy, yellowish liquid. Felt even dirtier for having swallowed so much of it.
 

Mr. Dixon grinned. He pressed his fingers against her forehead, then smeared them down her nose, rubbing the mess into her skin.
 

Her face flushed redder still. It was humiliating, what he’d done. Somehow it twisted together with the arousal pulsing inside her and made her even hotter. For him. For Ken. For anyone. She needed something inside herself or she felt like her ovaries were going to explode. A whimper escaped her.
 

“What’s a matter, doll?” Mr. Dixon asked. “Feelin’ hungry in the snooch?”
 

She wrinkled her nose. If Ken had said that she would have ew gross‘ed him right out of the bedroom. Somehow Mr. Dixon saying it was different. And for some reason she couldn’t lie. She whimpered again and nodded.
 

“Yeah I knew it,” Mr. Dixon said. He turned his wrist and checked that big fancy watch on it. Shook his head. “Not today, angel. Got that eleven o’cl…” His eyes focused on the window behind her and his jaw dropped. “What the fuck?” he grunted. Stood up with his dick still dangling out the front of his pants, kicked the chair back and charged out of the room.
 

“Oh! Wha…” she gasped. She spun around and clambered to her feet. Staggered to the window and pressed her nose against it just in time to see someone…a very familiar gait…running out of the bushes. She gasped and squealed when she realized who it was.
 

Mr. Dixon came racing around the corner just as Ken started bolting toward the street. Broke into a surprisingly fast run and caught up to him in half a dozen steps. Grabbed him by the scruff of the neck and started hauling him back toward the house, hurling obscenities at him.
 

Ken struggled but couldn’t break free of Mr. Dixon’s grip.
 

Callie realized she had to do something. Anything, before Mr. Dixon hurt Ken. Or worse. She skipped out of the office on tiptoes. Trying to run in heels was next to impossible. Got to the foyer just as Mr. Dixon hauled Ken inside and dumped him on the floor. His big dick was still dangling out of his pants. Ken was staring at it, his mouth agape.
 

“Mr. Dixon! Mr. Dixon!” Callie called out, waving her hands in the air.
 

Mr. Dixon looked up and glared at her. “What’s a matter?” he barked.
 

Callie looked at Ken, who was white as a sheet. “Uh…Mr. Dixon this is my husband,” she said. “Ken this is Mr. Dixon.”
 

Ken slowly turned his head to look up at Mr. Dixon, tearing his eyes away from his penis.
 

Mr. Dixon looked down and scowled.
 

Time stretched out, Callie’s heart racing as she wondered what Mr. Dixon was going to do. Why had Ken come here? Had he ruined everything? Why wasn’t he at work?!?
 

Finally Mr. Dixon cracked a sly grin. Started chuckling as he held his hand out.
 

Callie let out a sigh of relief. Her aching pussy intruded on her mind again. Unable to stop herself, she clutched at it with both hands and squeezed.
 

Still chuckling, Mr. Dixon reached down, extending his hand to Ken. “Name’s Dixon. You can call me Mr. Dixon. Pleasure to meet you, Ken.”
 

Ken, astonished, reached up and gave Mr. Dixon’s hand a few quick pumps.
 

Mr. Dixon yanked him to his feet. Realizing his dick was still out, he casually stuffed it into his pants before doing up the zipper. “Ya’ got some nerve comin’ over here and creeping through the window, kid,” he said, eyeing Ken with a stern gaze.
 

Ken looked down at the floor, looking like he wanted a hole to jump into. “Sorry, sir,” he muttered.
 

Mr. Dixon waved a hand in the air. “Ah forget about it. You like what you seen there? Wifey with her face stuffed full of old man dick?” he asked.
 

Ken blushed bright red, not daring to look up.
 

“Well? Did ya’?” Mr. Dixon barked.
 

Finally Ken nodded. “Yes, sir,” he muttered.
 

Callie’s face flushed and heated again. How dirty was that? Ken telling Mr. Dixon he liked watching him fuck his wife’s face? It made her want to take both of them. Got some very dirty, dizzying visions racing through her imagination. Ken inside her and Mr. Dixon in a place she’d never let anyone go before. Had no idea where they came from but she had to squeeze her pussy even tighter about it. She felt like she was going to pee herself.
 

Mr. Dixon glanced at his watch again. “Come on back to the office you two,” he said. He marched past Callie and disappeared into the office.
 

Ken looked up and at her. His eyes were wide and he looked astonished.
 

Her eyes darted to his lap. His dick was bulging out through his pants. She couldn’t wait to get on top of it. It was all she could do to keep herself from jumping him. “We better get back there,” she whispered. “He’s got an important meeting at eleven.”
 

Ken gave a few quick nods and fell into line behind her. They both walked into the office with their heads bowed.
 

Mr. Dixon was standing behind his desk. He pulled out a wad of bills and started counting them out.
 

Callie realized she hadn’t said anything about how much it was going to cost to let him use her mouth. Her heart sank, then soared again when he laid five hundred dollars down over the two hundred that were already on the desk.
 

“Five hundred bucks enough for fucken’ your wife in the face?” he asked Ken.
 

Ken was staring at the money, his eyes as wide as saucers. “Yes, Mr. Dixon,” he muttered. “Yes, sir.”
 

Mr. Dixon picked up the stack of bills and handed them to Ken. “That’s a good little whore you married,” he said. “My compliments. There’s more where that came from if you bring her back tonight. And this time come in and have a coffee instead of hiding in the bushes. Nobody likes a creeper.”
 

Ken took the money and stuffed it into his pocket. “Yes, Mr. Dixon,” he said, nodding.
 

A warm feeling rushed through Callie as she watched Ken getting paid for the sexual services she’d provided for Mr. Dixon. Dirtier than anything that had happened yet. Her husband, whoring her out. Like a pimp. She couldn’t wait to feel his big bone inside her.
 



***

 


He tried to wait until they got home but couldn’t. His dick was throbbing and he was sure everyone on the bus could see it. When they got to central station he grabbed Callie by the hand and dragged her off the bus.
 

“What are you doing?” she gasped, breathless.
 

He didn’t answer. Hauled her around the corner of the big bus station and into the alley behind it. In behind a dumpster full of restaurant trash that stank like it had been baking in the sun for a week. Checked to make sure no one was watching and pushed her onto her knees.
 

She gasped and her eyes went wide as he pulled out his cock. She looked up at him. Mr. Dixon’s cum was still caked on her nose and forehead. She grabbed the front of his shirt and stood up.
 

His heart sank. He needed her desperately. Was she really going to deny him after what he’d just seen? How could she act like that for Mr. Dixon and say no to him?
 

“I’m not sucking your dick behind a bus station dumpster!” she said. She swung her hand out, palm connecting with his cheek with a loud smack.
 

He gasped and staggered back, unable to believe she’d just slapped him. Slapped him? Callie? What had gotten into her? What had gotten into both of them? To his shock, she spun around, pulled her pants down, grabbed hold of the top of the dumpster and bent over. “I have needs too, you know?” she hissed. “Now get in me,” she said through gritted teeth.
 

Ken didn’t need to be asked twice. He shuffled forward and stuffed his stiff cock into her sopping wet twat. Groaned as he shoved in balls deep and started thrusting. Reached around and palmed her tit, his other hand on her hip.
 

“Oh fuck yes!” she squealed. She looked over her shoulder at him. “Sucking that cock made me so wet, baby.”
 

Anger roared through him, fuelling his lust. He thought of the seven hundred dollars in his pocket. It made his cock stiffen inside her. He took his hand off her breast and shoved two fingers into her mouth.
 

Callie mewled and started sucking them as he pounded in and out of her. Callie his whore who’d just spent twenty minutes with her mouth on another man’s prick. Callie the slut he’d pimp out again that evening for even more money. Would Mr. Dixon want to fuck her? Would he fuck her in the pussy Ken was buried inside that minute? Would he let him watch?
 

The thoughts sent him into a frenzy. He grabbed onto both hips and watched his cock disappearing into the furry gash of her pussy. The pleasure surging up from between his legs was exquisite.
 

“Ken!” Callie squealed. “Kenny! I’m gonna’…it’s coming Ken! Please! Can you blow it in my cooch? Please baby?” she begged.
 

The sound of her begging for his jizz was like a someone pulling a rip cord in his brain. His whole body squeezed as he slammed his cock deep into her tight slit. Held himself there and groaned as he felt it pumping and her pussy clenching around it.
 

Callie mashed her face against the dumpster and pumped her ass up and down as she came. She squealed again.
 

Through the fog of his euphoria, Ken heard a squeak. A door swung open on the other side of the dumpster. He ducked down behind it, rubbing out the last twitches of pleasure in Callie’s wet crevice.
 

A garbage bag flew through the air, hit the side of the dumpster, then landed on the rest of the trash with a wet squish.
 

The sweet relief of his release faded with the stench of old compost and mouldy pizza.
 

As the door slammed shut Ken stood up. He pulled his cock out of Callie. Watched a dribble of his ejaculate run down the inside of her leg.
 

She stayed in place, eyes closed, face pressed against the dumpster.
 

A bus roared by the entrance to the alley.
 

The silence that followed was interrupted by a rhythmic drip-drip-drip. Ken stared at his semen dripping out of Callie’s pussy and landing on the filthy pavement in fat, white plops.
 






Chapter Ten

 


“You lost your job?!?” Callie squawked, staring at him with her mouth hanging open.
 

He gave a slow nod.
 

“Ken what happened?” she said, coming over to the couch where he was sitting. She was only wearing a bra and panties and her soft skin and naked bits were infinitely distracting.
 

He did his best to look away. “Jerry said if I didn’t come in today then to not bother coming in again. I…I called in sick,” he muttered.
 

“Sick? But you’re not sick!” she said.
 

He looked up at her, giving her his best puppy dog eyes. Why the hell was she mad anyway? She’d made seven hundred big ones today. “Babe I’m sorry,” he said. “I couldn’t…I couldn’t stand the thought of…of not seeing it.”
 

She furrowed her brow. “Not seeing it?”
 

He sighed and looked down at the couch. “I needed to see you do it,” he said. He glanced up at her.
 

Her brow arched and her mouth made an “O” shape. “Oh Ken,” she purred, touching his cheek. “That’s so sweet.” She leaned in and kissed him.
 

His cock got the better of him. Stirring to life at her soft kiss and the strawberry smell of her freshly washed hair. He leaned in, reached up and cupped her breast with his hand. “Can we do it again?” he whispered.
 

She pried his hand away and giggled. “Not now,” she said. “We have to get going soon. Mr. Dixon’ll be waiting. I’d have to shower again.”
 

Ken looked up at her. He knew why she’d have to shower but he still wanted to hear her say it. “Why would you have to shower?” he asked.
 

“Ken,” she chided, getting up. “You know why. I can’t show up there all…all messy. That’d be gross. I don’t think Mr. Dixon would like it,” she said, shaking her head.
 

It squeezed him in the guts. That Callie was thinking more of what Mr. Dixon would be pleased by than pleasing her own husband. Wasn’t there something wrong to that? He felt like there should be but he couldn’t put his finger on what, exactly, it was.
 

He followed her into the bathroom and stared at her reflection as she applied her makeup. She hadn’t put on makeup in ages. As soon as it was on she looked stunning. Her lips fuller and redder. Her already big eyes looking even bigger and more innocent.
 

He leaned over her and put his hands on her tits. “I want it,” he grunted.
 

“Shoo,” she said, swatting him away. “You can have it later. After…”
 

His guts tightened. “After what?” he croaked, following her into the bedroom.
 

She looked off to one side, seeming suddenly shy. “After Mr. Dixon’s done with me,” she whispered.
 

His cock throbbed in his pants.
 

She must have noticed because she looked up at him. “He might want to have sex with me tonight, Ken.”
 

“Oh god,” he groaned.
 

“Promise it won’t make you jealous?” she whispered.
 

“It’s already making me jealous.” He walked up to where she was standing in front of the closet and grabbed her wrist. Mashed her hand against his stiff prick. “Come on just jerk me off? Please? I need you so bad,” he muttered.
 

She giggled, yanked her hand away and spun around to poke through the closet. “Jerk yourself off if you need it so bad.”
 

“It’s not the same,” he said.
 

“I can’t believe you lost your job!” she said, changing the subject.
 

He leaned in and kissed her neck.
 

She tilted her head to the side and let him peck at her soft skin. Pushed him away when he tried sucking on it.
 

“Who cares?” he said. “You’re making enough for both of us now,” he said. He rubbed his cock at the thought of whoring her out again.
 

She stiffened. Drew in a breath and held it.
 

“Babe? What is it? What’s wrong?”
 

Her eyes wandered side to side. After a pause she went back to looking for an outfit. “Well, it’s just…I don’t know if this is forever,” she said. “I don’t know if Mr. Dixon’s going to always be this generous. And…I don’t know. I don’t think I could…” She left the thought unfinished and shook her head. “I think you should start looking for another job tomorrow.”
 

“Okay. Yeah. Sure,” he said. He wouldn’t mind a few days off at least. As long as Callie kept the money coming in he could take his time. Find something he wanted to be doing not just something to get by.
 

“How about this?” she asked, twirling around, holding a red number he hadn’t seen her wear in years against her chest.
 

“Oh shit,” he whispered. “You’re gonna’ look so hot in that thing,” he said.
 

She took it off the hanger and pulled it on over her head. Stretched it down over her thighs as low as it would go, which wasn’t very low at all. She did look smoking hot in it. Her tits outlined nicely and her thighs barely covered at all. “What do you think?” she asked.
 

“Babe you look amazing,” he said.
 

She pushed him away before he could get too close again. Reached into the closet and pulled out a pair of old pumps she’d barely worn at all. Slipped them onto her feet and, together with the red dress, looked like a real professional.
 

He rubbed his cock again thinking of what Dixon was going to do to her that evening.
 

“Oh my gosh!” she gasped. “It’s eight o’clock! We’re going to be late, Ken!”
 

He pulled his phone out of his pocket and started dialing. “Relax,” he said. “We’ll just take a cab.”
 

She frowned, thought about it for a second, then nodded. “Oh. Yeah. I guess we can do that now,” she said. “But Ken we really shouldn’t get all spendy. Especially now that you lost your job. We should save as much as we can. Just in case.”
 

“Yeah, yeah. For sure,” he said, waving her concern away. He ordered the cab and a few minutes later they were sitting in the back on their way across town. He caught the driver glancing back at Callie in the rear view mirror. Got the idea that maybe they wouldn’t have to pay for their trip if Callie used her new ‘talents’ on the driver. Nixed it when he realized she’d probably say no, given they were heading to Dixon’s house.
 

Dixon probably wouldn’t be too happy if she showed up with a cummy-smelling mouth. Maybe on the way back, though? He reached over and pawed at her leg. “You look super hot, babe,” he said.
 

She smiled, clearly pleased with all the attention he was giving her.
 

He leaned in close to her ear. “Can’t wait to whore you out again,” he whispered.
 

Callie gasped, looked shocked for a moment, then giggled.
 

He grinned, thrilled at this game they’d discovered they loved to play together.
 

The trip across town only took fifteen minutes, instead of the hour and a half they would have spent on the bus. He felt like a real player giving the driver a ten dollar tip on top of the fare. Got stiff again as he watched the guy ogling Callie as she pranced up the driveway in her pumps and hot dress.
 

He followed her up and they stood in front of the door together waiting for Mr. Dixon to come answer it.
 

It swung open a few seconds after Callie pressed the bell. They both gasped.
 

Dixon was wearing a thin, gold-coloured house coat with an intricate print. What was shocking was that it was hanging open in the front. His old man belly sagging over itself. His big dick dangling between his legs, completely unashamed of himself. He was carrying a tumbler of what smelled like whisky with ice clinking against the glass. He grinned when he saw them. “Come in. Come in,” he said, stepping to the side. He seemed far friendlier than he had earlier.
 

They stepped into the house.
 

Dixon raked his eyes over Callie like he wanted to devour her. Waved his glass for them to follow him and turned to walk down the hall.
 

Callie shot him an excited smile and fell into line behind Mr. Dixon.
 

He walked them into a massive living room with three expansive couches and a TV blaring the evening news. Waved the remote at it. The picture changed and the lights dimmed at the same time. A jazz trio replaced the news anchor, a horn player bass and piano, instantly setting the mood.
 

Callie stood next to him looking slightly nervous.
 

Mr. Dixon spun to face them, his robe swishing around him. “Want a drink?” he asked.
 

Callie thought for a moment then shook her head. “I think I’m alright,” she said quietly.
 

Ken, feeling bigger and richer with each passing second, felt much bolder, too. “I’ll have what you’re having,” he said.
 

Mr. Dixon set his drink down on the table, walked over to a small hutch and opened it. Grabbed another tumbler, tossed some ice in from a bucket, then filled it nearly to the brim with whisky. Walked back over and handed it to Ken, who was having a hard time not staring at the big dick he’d seen Callie mowing down on earlier. He took a swig of the whisky, a pleasant warmth gurgling through him and felt like he was on top of the world.
 

Mr. Dixon turned to Callie. “You look spectacular, angel,” he said.
 

She blushed and grinned, looking up at the ceiling. Bent one knee in to display her pleasant shape for Mr. Dixon.
 

The whisky went right to Ken’s head and made him feel brave. “Uh, before we get started maybe we should talk about payment?” he said.
 

Mr. Dixon turned toward him, his back stiff.
 

Callie scowled and swatted at his hand. “Ken, shush,” she whispered. “That’s not how it works.”
 

“What? I’m just saying,” Ken shot back. “So we’re all on the same page.”
 

Mr. Dixon started nodding. “Oh yeah. Okay,” he said. He glanced at Callie and jerked his thumb in Ken’s direction. “This guy.”
 

“He didn’t mean anything by it, Mr. Dixon,” she said quietly.
 

“No, no,” Mr. Dixon replied, turning back to Ken. “You tell me then, rock star, what you were thinking?”
 

Ken sensed the bristling. But he knew the type. He knew the kind of guy Mr. Dixon was. You couldn't show weakness with a guy like that or he wouldn’t take you seriously. He puffed his chest out a little. “Two grand,” he said.
 

Mr. Dixon smirked. “Two grand,” he said.
 

“Two grand,” Ken echoed.
 

Mr. Dixon took a swig of his drink, eyeing Ken over the rim of his glass. “How much you make at your…what is it you do again? Retail?” he asked.
 

Ken faltered. He glanced at Callie who shot him a nervous look. “I…uh…I…” A painfully awkward silence followed.
 

Callie started squirming next to him.
 

“I, uh, I,” Mr. Dixon mocked. “You, uh, you what?”
 

“Ken lost his job today, Mr. Dixon,” Callie muttered.
 

“Oh did he now?” Mr. Dixon said, tilting his head to one side. “And you come in here and want to fleece me for two grand for some pussy?” he asked.
 

The urge to turn and shout “what the fuck?!?” at Callie nearly got the better of him. Instead he glanced to one side, then the other. Anywhere but staring into Mr. Dixon’s piercing eyes. “I-I…it’s no big deal,” he muttered.
 

Mr. Dixon gave a few curt nods and took another sip of his drink. “You know what? I don’t know how much I’m payin’ tonight. Haven’t decided yet. But I’m not payin’ two fucken’ grand to be your porn star, kid. Go have a seat. We got business here,” he said, turning to Callie and smiling.
 

She returned his smile with a nervous one of her own.
 

Suddenly the heady feeling that had been growing inside him all evening was gone. Stolen by being put in place by Mr. Dixon. The man who was about to fuck his wife and didn’t know how much he was going to pay him. A foul mood started descending on him. He pushed it away. None of this was going to be fun if he sat around being grumpy all evening.
 

They were in this rich dude’s house. He was about to watch Callie get fucked. And, if he played his cards right the rest of the evening, they’d leave with a hell of a lot more money than they showed up with. He resolved not to spoil the evening for himself. For both of them. Took a seat on the couch and watched as Mr. Dixon leaned in to nuzzle Callie’s neck.
 

Mr. Dixon turned and looked at him. “Not there. I can’t have you front and center. This ain’t some menage-a-trois. Go put yourself on that chair in the corner,” he said, waving his glass at the chair.
 

A slight humiliation wormed through Ken. He didn’t like being talked at like that. Sure, Mr. Dixon had money and maybe power. Didn’t mean he had to be a dick about it. Still, he wasn’t going to ruin their evening with his wounded pride. He picked up his glass, picked himself up and walked over to the chair in the corner Mr. Dixon had pointed at. Sat down and immediately started feeling a lot smaller than when he’d walked in.
 

Mr. Dixon brushed Callie’s hair back behind her ear. “Don’t get me wrong, angel. I bet your pussy’s worth two grand. No offence. I just don’t like being told how I’m gonna’ spend my money.” He reached into the pocket of his house coat and pulled out a fifty. Tucked it into the top of Callie’s dress, between her bra strap and her chest. “What do you say? You want to make some more?” he asked, tipping her chin up with his finger.
 

“Yes, Mr. Dixon,” Callie whispered. Her eyes darted to Ken’s and she smiled.
 

Mr. Dixon pulled another fifty out of his pocket. Waved it in front of Callie’s face.
 

She giggled and snatched at it.
 

He yanked it away and grinned. “Yeah? You ready to make some money?”
 

She gave an eager nod. Back in character. Back in the game.
 

Ken cracked a grin, feeling much better.
 

“Good,” Mr. Dixon said. “That’s better. Take those shoes off and get on your knees.”
 






Chapter Eleven

 


It felt a heck of a lot different having Ken there. Made her a little nervous. Mr. Dixon was being different, too. More assertive or something. Asking her to get on her knees like that. He never did that when it was just the two of them. Like he had something to prove in front of Ken or something.
 

Her eyes darted up to the fifty Mr. Dixon was waving. Her insides warmed. How much money was he going to let her make tonight? She felt a little bad having spilled the beans about Ken’s job. She saw he’d gotten kind of mad at her for it. Seemed better now, though. She flashed him a mischievous grin before sinking to her knees in front of Mr. Dixon, ready to suck his dick again, if that’s what he wanted. She put her hands on her lap and flashed an eager grin up at him.
 

Mr. Dixon set his drink down. He pulled his robe apart and grabbed his dick in one hand. Stepped forward and over her, pressing her back up against the couch behind her.
 

Her hands shot out to steady herself. A hot burst of embarrassment surged through her at what Mr. Dixon was doing. Pressing his dick against her face and squishing it against her nose. Rolling it side to side like he was rolling out a sausage. It didn’t smell bad or anything. No worse than Ken’s, anyways. But his testicles were up against her chin and he just kept rolling and rolling. She scrunched her nose up and forced out a giggle.
 

Mr. Dixon grinned above her. “Yeah? You like that? That gonna get those sweet pussy juices flowin’?” he asked.
 

She felt another burst of embarrassment. This time at the attention he’d drawn to her juices. Truth was she could feel herself getting wet again. She wasn’t sure why. What Mr. Dixon was doing was kind of gross. She stole a glance at Ken and the embarrassment was squeezed right out of her by excitement.
 

She’d never, ever seen him looking at her like that. Not even earlier that day when she’d sucked Mr. Dixon off. His mouth hanging open and his eyes bugging. Every last ounce of his attention laser focused on her. It warmed her insides. Made her want him to keep staring at her like that forever.
 

She realized then that what Ken liked was how gross this was. He liked how nasty Mr. Dixon was being, smushing his big pecker against her face. Pressing his balls against her chin. Dominating her in a way Ken had never dared. He liked that. And somehow that made her like it, too.
 

She opened her mouth and flicked her tongue out as lewdly as she could. Licking up and down the underside of Mr. Dixon’s swelling organ. Then going lower and running her tongue along the tough and wrinkled skin of his ball sack. Staring at Ken and daring him to look away. She could see he couldn’t. And she loved that, too.
 

“Oh, baby-doll,” Mr. Dixon groaned. He closed his eyes, knocked back the rest of his drink, then threw the glass on the couch. “Oh fuck your tongue is magic,” he growled.
 

She felt his dick hardening against her face. Wanted to do something to make sure Ken’s attention didn’t wane. She wrapped her hand around the dick, then leaned back and popped the head inside her mouth. She looked at Ken as she bobbed slowly back and forth on it, letting the head poke against the inside of her cheek. So Ken could see what a naughty wife she was being. She could see Ken’s penis throbbing in his lap. Got kind of excited of thinking about how he’d have sex with her after he’d seen her do that.
 

With his cock still in her mouth, Mr. Dixon leaned over her and pulled the red dress up off of her body. Up over her head, disconnecting his hard hose from her mouth with a wet pop, he threw the dress over the empty whisky glass. “C’mere,” he grunted. “Let’s get those pretty titties out.” He popped the latch on her bra and pulled that off. Put his hands on her arms. “Come on. Stand up. Yeah. Stand up. Oh yeeeeeah,” he growled. He pinched her nipples between his finger and thumb, twirling them side to side like radio dials.
 

Sent a funny feeling swirling through the excitement churning through her. Felt really weird just standing there letting this old pervert fondle her like that with her husband watching.
 

“Come on. Stand up here. Up on the couch,” he said, pushing her backwards and helping her stand up on the couch. That put her breasts at the same level as his mouth. Cupping one with one of his giant, hairy paws he latched onto it taking almost the whole thing inside his mouth.
 

“Oh!” she squeaked as pleasure rippled from the tip of her nipple down into her vagina. It kind of tickled but it made her even more wet.
 

Mr. Dixon pulled off and looked up, his lips wet with his own saliva. “Yeah? You like that? You like getting your titty sucked?” he asked.
 

She blushed and shrugged and smiled, then nodded. “I guess,” she said quietly. She gasped when he latched back on, pulling on her teat even harder this time. He sucked real hard. Like he was actually trying to get some milk out of it. She shrugged her shoulders, the sensation not terrible, but not the best. It did tickle her pussy, though.
 

His fat fingers wormed between her legs until she stepped apart.
 

She shuddered as he swept his middle finger against the leaky slit of her pussy. Glanced up to see Ken with his hand pressed against his crotch. That sent another ripple of arousal through her.
 

Mr. Dixon pulled his hand away from her, then jabbed it into his pocket. He pulled out two hundred dollars and flicked it onto the couch. Pulled away from her breast and looked up at her. “That enough? That enough to shove my fingers into your pussy?” he grunted.
 

She glanced at the money and gave a quick nod. But if she was being honest with herself she didn’t even care that much about it any more. Sure, now they needed it more than ever with Ken losing his job. But she couldn’t help but think she might still be doing this even if there was no money changing hands at all. And that felt kind of wrong but in a weird, fun way.
 



***

 


His whole body felt like it was throbbing. The arousal between his legs was very close to painful. To see Callie’s pretty body being treated like it was a sex doll was, somehow, insanely hot. Sweet, innocent Callie being defiled by this fat monster was dirtier than any porn he’d ever watched. This rich, fat, old man flicking hundred dollar bills onto the couch so he could fondle her.
 

And then there was Callie obviously loving it. The whole huge room stank like her cunt was gushing. Dixon’s fingers were glistening with her wet. The whole thing was beautifully obscene.
 

Dixon latched onto her tit again, eyes closed. His cock was bouncing up and down in front of him. He smushed two fingers together and, twisting them, worked them into her tight hole.
 

“Oh!” Callie gasped. Her hips swayed as she adjusted to the fat fingers penetrating her. She shot a nervous glance at Ken that made his cock harden in his lap.
 

He gave her an eager nod to let her know how good she was doing.
 

It seemed to help. She bit her lip and nodded back. Put a hand on the back of Dixon’s head and spread her legs wider still. Then, with a devious glance back to Ken, she squatted ever so slightly up and down, fucking Dixon’s fingers.
 

It didn’t take long for her mouth to contort. Twist into a lusty snarl as Dixon fucked her back. Harder, mashing a third finger into her. That jolted her and she grabbed the back of his neck with both hands. “Oh…oh…oh!” she squeaked.
 

Dixon groaned with her tit still in his mouth. He fucked her harder.
 

Her legs started to shake and she let out a final “oh!” as she came, all her weight bearing down on his arm.
 

Ken thought he was going to pop. He wanted so badly to jerk himself off. But would Dixon mind? Probably, given how he’d put him in the doghouse. He tried not to think about it and focus on the pleasure he was feeling instead.
 

Callie’s crackling orgasm shuddered out of her. Her head fell forward, shoulders slumping.
 

Dixon pulled his mouth off her teat and eased his fingers out of her. “Oh you fucking dirty little hussy,” he said, bringing them up to her mouth. “Taste yourself. Taste what a dirty girl you are,” he said, pressing them into her mouth. He stared at her as she sucked his fingers. When Callie looked over at Ken, Dixon asked, “hubby like it?”
 

Callie nodded with his fingers still in her mouth.
 

He finally pulled them out, smearing the liquid on them all over her cheeks. Reached into his pocket and pulled out more cash, flicking it onto the couch with the other bills. “How about another couple hundred to taste that sweet puss, huh?”
 

Callie gave an enthusiastic nod that nearly slayed Ken. She’d been this dirty this whole time and he hadn’t known! Couldn’t believe his good fortune. He squeezed his cock watching Dixon help Callie down to sit on the couch, getting down on his knees and spread her legs apart with his hands.
 

Dixon’s fat tongue came flopping out of his mouth. He dragged it up the length of Callie’s slit, then slurped her pretty folds up and sucked on them.
 

Callie wormed and writhed beneath him, her legs flailing above his head.
 

For a moment Ken wasn’t sure about whether she liked it or not. His heart jolted when she put her hands on the back of Dixon’s head and mewled at the attention he was paying to her entrance.
 

“Oh yeah,” Dixon growled. He pulled away from her pussy, pressed his fingers against it and slowly fucked them in and out. Watched as they disappeared inside her. Looked like he was obsessed with the sight. Then he reached into his pocket again. “Five hundred to poke my dick inside you. You got your little rubber thing in there?”
 

Ken shuddered as Callie nodded. Watching his wife giving this old pervert explicit permission to put his cock inside her was so nasty. And Dixon’s question about her little rubber thing could only mean one thing. He wasn’t pulling out.
 

That rattled him a bit. Not like he didn’t want to see it. He did. But weren’t those things, like, not a hundred percent or something?
 

Dixon was getting up onto his knees. Cock in hand, rubbing the head to get it as hard as he could. That fat old hose looked so damn vulgar next to Callie’s pink pussy. That pussy that was just the prettiest thing Ken had ever seen, that ugly tool stiffening to penetrate it.
 

“Okay. Okay,” Dixon grunted. He pressed his cock head against her pussy and swiped it up and down.
 

Callie’s eyes went wide. They darted to Ken’s, like maybe she wasn’t sure about this now after all.
 

He gave her another enthusiastic nod.
 

She bit her lip and nodded back.
 

“Yeah. Yeah,” Dixon said, guiding the head of his cock up against her hole. “You ready?”
 

Callie nodded at him.
 

Kneeling on one leg he put his other foot on the floor. Leaned his bulky body into her.
 

“Ah!” Callie gasped as the tip of his cock slid into her.
 

“Holy fuck that’s the tightest fucken’ cunt I ever felt in my life,” Dixon grunted. He reached up and pawed at her tits with his hand. Leaned in further driving more of his shaft inside her.
 

Callie squirmed, adjusting to the strange, fat, old but new to her tool invading her. She craned her neck, squeamishly trying to steal a glance at what was sliding into her.
 

Dixon saw it. “Oh yeah. You gotta’ see it,” he groaned. Picked up a pillow and stuffed it behind her back, hoisting her up nearly on her elbows. “Look at it. Look at that. Look at that dick going into that beautiful cunt,” he said, pressing more of himself into her.
 

Ken watched the lips of her cunt being stretched by Dixon’s widening girth. He saw the twin trails of her lubricant running down her thighs, down onto her beautiful ass cheeks and staining the couch. How could something be so disgusting and so beautiful at the same time?
 

Callie’s mouth fell open as Dixon stuffed himself deeper into her. Her lips trembled. Her eyelids fluttered. Her eyes darted around the room, then finally came to settle back on Dixon’s tool. She winced as he jabbed the remaining length of it in, his balls swinging and smacking gently against her ass.
 

Dixon closed his eyes, drew in a deep breath, then let it out in a slow sigh. His hands wandered over Callie’s body, the worn and calloused fingers searching for something more than just the feel of her, it seemed.
 

A wariness stirred in Ken. An elusive feeling he couldn’t put his finger on. Close to sadness but not quite that. Each time he tried to pluck at it and center it in his mind it would skitter away into a dark corner. He decided to ignore it, focusing instead on the real-time porno playing out in front of him.
 

Dixon had his thumb in Callie’s mouth now and she was sucking on it. He pulled his cock half out of her, then thrust it back inside. “Fuck. Fuck, fuck, fuck,” he muttered.
 

Ken could only wonder what turned him on so much about it. Didn’t make any sense. He was supposed to be Callie’s protector, her defender. Here he was letting this old fart have his way with her and loving it. Callie didn’t seem to mind at all, either. In fact she seemed pretty pleased with what was being done to her. Her cheeks were red. And her chest. Her little nipples were poking up erect and aroused. And she was watching Dixon with a fascinated stare.
 

When his hands slipped to her hips she wrapped her legs around him and ground her pelvis against his.
 

Dixon opened his eyes and stared deeply into hers. “Oh, baby. Oh, angel,” he said.
 

Callie ground harder, eyes darting between Dixon’s and Ken’s in an endless, almost hypnotic loop. Her body broke into a frenzy. Undulating on the couch pillow, her jaw set like she was on a mission now to get what she wanted from old Dixon.
 

“Fuck it’s too tight,” Dixon grunted.
 

He leaned over her, clambering up onto the white couch until the bulk of him was over top her and all Ken could see was her face. Leaning lower he puckered his lips, trying to kiss her on the mouth.
 

Callie blushed hotter and, with nervous eyes, turned her head to one side.
 

Dixon froze. He stared at the side of her face.
 

For one perilous moment Ken thought Dixon was going to erupt into a rage at the rejection. He put a hand over his mouth, his mind racing at what his own reaction might be if that were to happen. Thankfully, it didn’t.
 

Dixon stared at her for what felt like an eternity. Then he touched her cheek with two fingers and brought her eyes to his. “What’s a matter, doll?” he whispered.
 

Callie demurred, trying to look away, but he wouldn’t let her. She bit her lip and pondered the question. “Kissing’s something different,” she finally whispered.
 

Ken drew in a deep breath, his chest puffing out in arousal and…what else? He couldn’t put his finger on that, either. Something close to sadness again? He couldn’t be sure.
 

Dixon reached into his pocket. He pulled out a wad of cash and waved it next to Callie’s face. “How much?” he asked. “I just want a little kiss.”
 

Callie chewed on her lower lip again, then shook her head. “Not tonight,” she whispered. She looked almost like she felt sorry for the guy.
 

It twisted Ken’s guts. It was such a weird exchange. And he did feel strangely sorry for Dixon because of it.
 

Dixon stuffed the wad back into his pocket, looking dejected.
 

Callie put a hand around his neck. That drew his eyes to hers again, hope springing in them. She tucked her other hand between his legs, the tips of her fingers caressing his heavy balls. “Come on, Mr. Dixon,” she whispered. “I was having fun.” She wiggled her hips and arched her back, squeezing his cock with her pussy.
 

That got Dixon’s motor running again. His eyes went wild and he grabbed her hips. Looked down between them as he started thrusting, staring at his cock plunging in and out of her nubile body.
 

Callie grabbed his balls tighter and squeezed. She set her jaw again, eyes aflame with lust as she matched his thrusting with her squirming.
 

Dixon started grunting.
 

Callie’s toes curled. She squeezed her eyes shut tight and slipped deeper into herself.
 

Ken stared at the hard, fat tube of old man meat, soaked in Callie’s juices, gliding in and out of her. The sounds of his balls smacking against her ass slapped around the room. This was it. He was going to do it. He was going to unload inside her with only a tiny piece of rubber to keep his seed from reaching her egg and fertilizing it.
 

Ken’s lust soared to heights he’d never felt. The room disappeared around them and for a moment all he could see was Dixon ravaging Callie and Callie absolutely loving it. The tension that inspired felt like it might break him.
 

Dixon roared and lunged forward.
 

Callie’s legs shook against his belly. Her toes splayed as a wild orgasm ricocheted through her. She squealed and panted, her hand kneading the cum out of his balls as the root of his dick spasmed and the head spat old man jizz into her.
 

Dixon started shaking, too.
 

For a moment Ken thought he’d have to call an ambulance. Guy looked like he was about to have a heart attack.
 

But Dixon’s convulsions ebbed. He groaned again and started thrusting, rubbing out the last twitches of pleasure as he emptied the last of his load into Callie’s sweet pussy. When he was finally finished he settled atop her, panting to catch his breath.
 

Callie wrapped her arms around his neck and held him in an intimate embrace. “Thank-you, Mr. Dixon,” she whispered.
 

That nearly tore Ken in two. Thank-you, Mr. Dixon. For fucking me.
 

Dixon lay atop her a long time. Finally he drew in a breath and let it out in a heavy sigh. Heaved his bulk off of her and unsheathed his cock from her pussy.
 

Ken gasped. Her tight little hole was stretched so wide. Dixon’s ejaculate was gurgling out of it, bubbles forming and popping as it leaked all over the couch. Possibly the most vulgar thing Ken had seen all evening.
 

Dixon reached into his pocket, drew out a couple hundreds and added them to the pile next to her. “Go get yourself cleaned up and dressed,” he said.
 

Callie gave a quick nod. She slid off the couch and onto her feet. Scooped up her clothes and huddled over them, then scurried out into the hall and off to the bathroom.
 

Dixon turned to face Ken.
 

Ken’s back stiffened. The guy didn’t look at all like he’d gotten what he wanted.
 

Dixon lumbered over, uncaring that his deflating cock was on full display. He reached into his pocket and pulled out the wad of bills. Looked Ken dead in the eye. “I want her ass next,” he said.
 

Ken’s eyes went wide, moving between the cash in Dixon’s hand and his. He swallowed, unsure of what to say. Callie was not that kind of girl. “I don’t…she’s not really into that sort of thing,” he finally mustered the will to say.
 

Dixon licked his thumb. He counted out one…two…three…four…five hundred dollars.
 

Ken stared at the money, salivating at what prospects it would give them. Still, Callie wasn’t like that. “I really don’t think…”
 

Dixon interrupted him by licking his thumb again and counting out five hundred more dollars. He peeled the money away from the rest of the bundle and mashed it into Ken’s shirt pocket. “She ever take anyone down there?” he asked.
 

Ken swallowed again and shook his head. “No. No, sir. No, Mr. Dixon,” he stammered.
 

Dixon counted out two more hundreds and crumpled them in with the grand in Ken’s pocket. “You bring her around there’s another three hundred in it for you,” he said.
 

Ken couldn’t believe what he was hearing. The money was already burning a hole in his pocket. But what if he couldn’t? What if Callie would just never go there? “I’m not sure I can,” he admitted.
 

Dixon smirked and patted him on the cheek. “Then you bring the money back. And don’t worry. I’m not the type to have your knees broke over it or anything.”
 

The blood drained from Ken’s face. Was this guy a mobster or something?
 

“Hey!” Dixon barked. “Relax. I’m kiddin’ ya’. I’m sure we’ll be able to figure something out, heh?”
 

Ken stared at him, frozen in fear.
 

“Alright. Now get the fuck out of here so I can get wasted,” Dixon said.
 

Ken shot up out of his seat before Dixon had a chance to change his mind. Scooped up the bills off the couch and scurried into the hall to search for Callie, his heart hammering inside his chest.
 






Chapter Twelve

 


“Ken, no! I’ve got to take a shower first!” Callie said, pushing him away.
 

He pulled her into a bear hug and wouldn’t let her go. “Baby,” he whispered. He pressed his mouth against hers and pushed his tongue into her mouth. She was surprisingly receptive to his dirty kiss. He savoured the taste of her tongue for a good long while before pulling away. “You don’t have to do that. Just come to bed.”
 

Callie scrunched her nose up. “Ken I’m all slimy down there,” she said, trying to wriggle out of his grasp. “I feel bad. I think I leaked onto the seat in the cab,” she muttered.
 

“What? Who cares. I want to see it, Callie. I want to see what it looks like,” Ken begged.
 

“What? Ew! Gross! Why? That’s…what?!?” She seemed very confused, but like her interest might be piquing.
 

“Baby you were so dirty tonight. I love seeing you that dirty. You were such a little slut. Such a good little slut. My little slut,” he whispered, then kissed her again.
 

When she squirmed this time it didn’t seem like she meant it.
 

“Come on,” he whispered next to her ear. “Come to the bedroom.”
 

She huffed out a resentful sigh but let herself be led to the bedroom.
 

He peeled her red dress off and knelt down and undid the straps from around her ankles. Undid her bra and took it off and put his hands on her shoulders to sit her down on the bed.
 

“Ken I don’t know,” she complained, squeezing her thighs together.
 

“Baby you were so hot I couldn’t stop watching you,” he said.
 

Her eyelids fluttered. “R—really?”
 

He put his hands on her thighs and started prying them apart. “Really, baby. God you’re so beautiful,” he said, running his hands up and down her body. “Come on. Let me see it. Let me see it,” he said.
 

Finally she relented. Let him part her legs. Looked off to the side when he leaned in to stare at her pussy. She sucked in a sharp breath when he touched her pussy lips with the tip of his middle finger.
 

He had no idea how he was keeping himself from stripping and diving into her. But the anticipation was exquisite. He couldn’t get enough of it. It was zipping through him like an electric charge, making his brain sizzle. He pried her pussy lips apart and pressed his finger in. Pulled it out with a fat glob of Dixon’s ejaculate clinging to the tip. “He came inside you, baby,” he said, holding up the mess so Callie could see.
 

His body hummed at the possibility that some of Dixon’s sperm had made it past the flimsy defence Callie had inside her. That it was, at this very moment, swimming up deeper into her, searching for a place to implant itself. This was the dirtiest of the dirty thoughts he’d had. Imagining Callie’s belly swelling with a rich, old man’s seed. It was a horrible thought. And yet it made his cock throb in time with his heartbeat. “Look at that,” he whispered. He couldn’t help but wonder: if Callie did get pregnant, would Dixon pay child support if she had the kid? He’d have to. Ken was pretty sure of that. He was pretty sure that there was a law about it or something.
 

That went to a terrible place in his mind. Too terrible for him, even. He could never make her do that. That would totally cross a line. They’d probably be set for the next eighteen years but that would just be way too much.
 

She stared at his finger with narrowed eyes. Her eyes moved to his. Seemed like she wasn’t so ew gross!-ed out about it any more. No sir. She was curious. She wanted to know how dirty she could be, too.
 

He could see it in her eyes.
 

When his hand moved it was like it had a mind of it’s own. The filth covering his finger magnetically drawn to her innocent lips. A not-so-subtle invitation to indulge his inner pervert and prove to him she’d be as dirty as he wanted her to be.
 

She eyed the globule with suspicion. Looked at him again.
 

He gave a gentle nod.
 

Eyes on his, she leaned forward, opened her mouth, then closed her lips around his finger and the jiggling jelly running down it. She sank over it until he felt it touch the back of her throat. Swiped her tongue around it, cleaning it completely of the mess before slowly pulling up off of it and parting with the sweetest wet plop. “Like that?” she whispered.
 

He scrambled up onto his feet. Tugged his pants open and pulled his shirt off over his head.
 

Callie shuffled back on the bed, spreading her legs as he scrambled onto it. Wrapping her arms around his back as he settled down onto her, then sank himself inside her.
 

He groaned as he felt fluid squish out from inside her around his shaft. It dribbled down onto his balls. She didn’t exactly feel cavernous but she was nowhere as tight as he remembered her. Still tight enough. “Oh Cal,” he groaned.
 

She caressed his back and his neck. Pulled herself up and touched her cheek to his. “I can feel him leaking out of me. It’s so dirty,” she purred.
 

“Oh Cal,” he groaned again. He retracted then eased back in. His cock was stiffer than steel and he was right on the very edge. “Oh Cal I’m so close,” he moaned.
 

She kissed him on the cheek. “Yeah. I know you are. I saw you watching me. I saw how hard you were.”
 

“I was so hard. I’m so hard. I’m so gonna’ come inside you…”
 

“Yeah. I know you are,” she said, nodding.
 

“I…I want to make you feel good,” he muttered, knowing there was no chance of that. Not this time.
 

Callie put her hands on both sides of his head. She looked straight into his eyes and the smallest, most angelic smile curled her lips.
 

His eyes moved down to her pretty breasts, then back to hers.
 

Her smile widened. “Don’t worry,” she whispered. “Mr. Dixon gave me everything I needed.”
 

He huffed as the first excruciating convulsion began at the base of his prick. Felt a warm rush of ejaculate pump through and spray out into the warmth of her core. Stared into her smiling eyes, unable to believe what she’d just said to him. The climax continued. Pulse and shoot, pulse and shoot, his essence leaving him and entering her as she smiled wider still.
 

“Give it to me. Give it all to me,” she said.
 

His hips erupted in a fitful jerking, his body trying to jab his prick as deep as it could get. Sow his oats where they would have the greatest chance of germinating. It dawned on him in that moment of bliss that this was at the core of everything. The constant competition they called life, the urge that drove the sea of humanity to greatness and evil, the desire to push what he was into the future, into another generation.
 

The thought twisted around his orgasm and tightened it even more inside him. Deprived him of his sense of agency and turned him into nothing more than a twitching cord of muscle trying to ensure its legacy.
 

It evaporated as quickly as it had come. Possibly the most profound moment he’d experienced in his life, gone as soon as the pleasure from his coupling had been sucked back into him. He grunted, fell over top of Callie and revelled in the feeling of her fingers floating along his back and the warmth of her breath on his cheek. He wished he could stay there forever. He wasn’t sure how long they lay there but when she nudged him to get off he was flaccid. His cock slipped out of her as he rolled off to the side and put an arm over his forehead.
 

He scanned his brain for the recent revelation. That super, super deep thought that, like, someone could write a book about or something.
 

It was gone.
 

Callie rolled onto her side and put a hand over his chest. She smiled and pecked him on the cheek.
 

He flashed a weak smile of his own. Studied her as she stared at him. “What?” he finally asked. “Why are you looking at me like that?”
 

“Because,” she whispered. “You’re just another pervert. Just like all the rest of them.”
 

His lips twitched. A moment later he burst out laughing.
 

Callie joined him as he hugged her, rolling onto her and kissing her, the warmth between them unlike anything he’d ever felt.
 

Another pervert. Just like all the rest of them.
 






Chapter Thirteen

 


Three weeks it had taken him to convince her. Three weeks of listening to Ken beg and plead and try and explain how great it would be for them. Hearing him prattle on about how the money was already in his pocket and all she had to do was earn it. Or he’d have to give it back.
 

Three weeks of him trying to sneak a finger into her down there when they were naked. Trying to convince her how good it would feel. How rich it would make them. And all she had to do was let Mr. Dixon into her butt.
 

Standing on the steps of Mr. Dixon’s mansion she still wasn’t sure what had made her agree. She didn’t like hearing Ken’s whining about it. She didn’t like seeing him mope around about it, either. He still didn’t have a job. They’d been a little loose with the money she’d made so far.
 

 She hadn’t seen Mr. Dixon in three weeks.
 

He’d said he was busy and, she supposed, even a guy as rich as him couldn’t afford to keep spending five hundred bucks or so a day on his perverted habits.
 

But then the money had really started to dwindle. Ken hadn’t touched the money Mr. Dixon had given her to go in down there. Just in case he had to give it back. Which, for a long time, she’d told him he would. And then she had a change of heart.
 

She sort of missed Mr. Dixon. Missed the attention he lavished on her. She missed being around someone so rich, even if he was old. And, though she’d never admit as much to Ken, she missed the feeling of his dick. Sometimes she dreamed about it at night and would wake up in a sweat. That fullness that she’d felt haunted her. And there was that other thing. That idea she’d had and tucked away because she wasn’t sure how Ken would feel about it. The reason she hadn’t given Mr. Dixon everything he’d wanted that evening.
 

So she’d finally succumbed. Texted Mr. Dixon that, if he still he wanted, she’d given him what she had.
 

She lifted her hand and rang the doorbell. Waited a minute or so before the door swung open.
 

Mr. Dixon stood in the same robe from that night, his big cock dangling between his legs, a drink in his hand.
 

She liked the way he drank her in with his eyes. She’d just worn tights and a sweater and a jacket over it this time but he still couldn’t get enough of her. She liked that. “Good evening, Mr. Dixon.”
 

He grinned with one side of his mouth. “I missed ya’,” he said.
 

She glanced down at the stone steps and smiled. “I missed you too, sir,” she said. She blushed when she realized she wasn’t lying.
 

“Come on in, angel,” he said, waving her in and stepping aside. He closed the door and, when she turned to walk toward the living room, put a hand on her shoulder. “Hang on a sec. Not there. Up here this time.” He turned, his robe swishing around him, and headed for the wide staircase that led to the second floor.
 

Callie’s throat went tight when she realized what this meant. It was usually bedrooms that were on a second floor. And that seemed awfully…intimate.
 

“What’s a matter?” he asked, turning to look at her over his shoulder when she didn’t immediately follow.
 

“N—nothing,” she stammered. She held her purse in front of her lap with both hands. “Why up there?” she asked, then quickly added a “Mr. Dixon?”
 

He shrugged. “More comfortable,” he said. “Come on don’t be shy. You know you got nothin’ to be scared of with me.” He cracked a grin.
 

She smiled back, knowing she’d be fine. She wondered how Ken would take it. Or whether she’d tell him at all. His whining about joining her on this adventure had been almost as relentless as his whining about her going on it at all. Leaning forward she fell into line and followed Mr. Dixon up the stairs.
 

He led her down the corridor and into an enormous bedroom. Maybe twice the size of her and Ken’s apartment. It had a California king sized bed in the center and heavy drapes over the tall windows. The decor was minimal, but tasteful. There was an en suite bathroom in one corner and a big, fancy chair in the corner with a reading lamp next to it.
 

Mr. Dixon set his drink down on the nightstand, turned and walked over to where she was standing by the door. He held a hand up next to her face and tucked her hair behind her ear.
 

That felt more intimate than other things they’d done, too. The kind of thing a boyfriend would do to his girlfriend. Or a husband to his wife. Not the sort of thing a…
 

She shook the thought out of her mind, not wanting to confront what it was, exactly, that was going on between them. This was a professional relationship. Lewdly professional, if there was such a thing, but she intended on keeping it that way.
 

“What’d hubby say when you told him you were coming on your own, huh?” he asked.
 

She glanced up at him, wondering why he’d ask the question. “He…he didn’t like it,” she admitted.
 

He smirked. “I bet he didn’t. What’d you tell him?”
 

Callie furrowed her brow. This seemed weird. Why did he have to drag Ken into this? She was there for a reason and they both knew what it was. Thinking about Ken begging her to let him come wasn’t terribly arousing. “Can we not talk about Ken?” she asked, her voice tighter than she’d hoped to make it sound.
 

He caressed her cheek with his thumb, his eyes wandering along the lines of her face.
 

It made her squirm. Not that she didn’t like it. It was still attention and she liked that. But it felt a little wrong. “Mr. Dixon…this is a…business transaction, isn’t it?” she somehow found the courage to ask.
 

He smiled and a longing crept into his stare. “It is whatever you want it to be, doll,” he said, gazing into her eyes. He leaned closer.
 

She stiffened at his advance. This wasn’t how it had played out in her mind. Her little idea, to squeeze a little more juice out of this lemon, had taken a very different path when she’d imagined it. She took a step back as he tried to kiss her and held a hand up. “Two…two thousand dollars.”
 

The smile faded from his expression. He stared at her, looking puzzled. “Two grand?” he finally said. “For what? I already fucked you, remember?” he asked, then started chuckling.
 

“For a kiss,” she said, her insides buzzing as she spoke. It was a bold move. And Mr. Dixon didn’t like bold moves. He liked obedient little sluts who did what he paid them to do. But she stood her ground, her gaze unfaltering as he stared at her. Relief swept through her when he cracked a grin again.
 

He chortled and reached into his pocket.
 

Her eyes bugged as she watched him count the money out. Nine tenths of her had never in a million years expected him to go for it. For a kiss? He’d just seemed to want it so bad that night three weeks ago. She figured if she started high then maybe they could negotiate to something a little more reasonable and…
 

He pressed the money into her sweaty palm.
 

She glanced down at it in disbelief.
 

“What’s a matter? You nervous? Don’t be nervous,” he said, smiling.
 

“You…you’re going to pay me two thousand dollars just to kiss me?” she whispered.
 

“Well you are the most beautiful thing I’ve ever seen. So, yeah.” He reached up and put a hand behind her neck.
 

She stiffened again, the reality of what was about to happen suddenly crashing down on her. Had no time to think of second thoughts before he pressed his lips to hers in a gentle kiss. It was surprisingly warm and…kind of nice. After a few seconds she even kissed him back. Opened her mouth and let their tongues meet. A warm, woozy feeling filled her when he put his hand on the small of her back and pulled her closer. Pressed her body against his old man belly, his hands running up and down her sides.
 

And the strangest thing is it wasn’t half-bad. He was no lousy kisser. He didn’t kiss like a young guy, all hungry and only wanting to move things along. He took his time. Savoured it.
 

She let herself relax even as her mind was racing. What will Ken think? Just don’t tell him! It’s just a kiss. No big deal. Right?
 

Then Mr. Dixon was pulling away again. Smiling and gazing into her eyes and rubbing her cheek with his thumb again. He looked happy. “Worth every last penny,” he said.
 

His words sent a shiver racing down her back. Was he serious? Because if he was, and he had just paid her for it, the way he was talking didn’t seem at all professional. It seemed much different than that. And what really got her stomach twisting was that she didn’t really hate it at all. Far from it. She forced a smile. “I’m glad you liked it,” she whispered.
 

“Did you?” he asked.
 

Suddenly the light in the room seemed very bright. Her heart started pattering against her rib cage. “I…of course. Mr. Dixon. It was very nice.”
 

He shook his head. “No, doll. Not like that. Not like did you like it ‘cause you just made two grand for it. Did you like it?” he asked.
 

She bit her lip. This really did feel wrong. She knew what he wanted to hear. But she was worried about saying it. Not because it wouldn’t be fair to lead him on. Rather because the truth of it kind of scared her. She glanced up at him and all that hard, cold bargaining they’d done since she met him, melted away. She nodded. “I did. I really did,” she whispered.
 

His smile warmed as he stared at her. “Alright then,” he said quietly.
 

She looked down again and her jaw went slack at the amount of money she was holding in her hand. It turned out to be a powerful aphrodisiac. Two grand for a kiss? She’d have to hide it from Ken or he’d know for sure. Maybe she could come up with some other dirty thing to tell him that she’d done? Just not the kiss. He wouldn’t like that.
 

“What do you say we get down to business?” Mr. Dixon asked. He turned, walked to the nightstand and took a big swig of his whisky before setting the glass back down.
 

She quickly stuffed the money into her purse. “Where, uh, what would you like me to do?”
 

Mr. Dixon turned to face her. He had his cock in his hand and was rubbing it to life. “Why don’t you take your clothes off. Get up on this nice bed here. Face down with your ass up. You and I are gonna’ have a fun night.” He grinned at her again.
 

She did as he asked. Set her purse down next to the wall. Slipped out of her clothes and arranged them in a neat pile next to it. Felt awfully exposed being naked in a such a big room. Like she was in a gymnasium or something. She hunched her shoulders and walked over to the bed. Crawled up onto it and got on her hands and knees. Then sank down onto her chest, face pressed against the cheeks, her bottom lewdly poking up behind her. She blushed.
 

She watched Mr. Dixon open the drawer of the bedside nightstand. Her eyes widened when he pulled out a tube that looked like it was toothpaste. She watched him round the bed, then felt his heavy bulk settle onto it next to her. He put a hand on her butt and pried her cheeks apart. Her face went hot.
 

“Oh fuck baby that’s a beautiful little hole you got,” he muttered. “Fuck. Look at that.”
 

The woozy feeling came back. She was reminded of how all men were really just perverts. But now she felt kind of horny about it. Almost as if she liked the way Mr. Dixon was treating her. Like a sex toy, or something. She gasped when she felt the tip of his finger draw a circle against the sensitive skin around her bottom hole.
 

“Fuck, look at that,” he growled. “Look at the way it squeezes. That’s so nice. You didn’t let him in there did ya’?”
 

She shook her head against the bed. “No, Mr. Dixon. Just like you asked.” God Ken had whined and begged her so much. But when she’d texted Mr. Dixon about her decision he made it very clear that if he was going to pay up he wanted to be the first one inside there. So she hadn’t given in to Ken. This was all about the money, after all.
 

“That’s good, angel,” he said.
 

She heard a squirting sound behind her. Pushed herself back up onto her hands and knees to see what was going on. What was Mr. Dixon doing?
 

“Fuck,” he muttered.
 

“Is something wrong?” she asked.
 

“Ah. Almost out of lube. Don’t worry though. There’s plenty enough. Get back down. Get back down like I told you.”
 

She lowered herself again. Her butt hole puckered as he pressed his now wet finger against it.
 

“Easy. Easy does it. I’ll go nice and gentle. Take my time. You think I’d rush a thing like this?” he asked, chuckling. “You gotta’ be kidding me.”
 

She relaxed as his finger twisted and turned around the rim of her sphincter. Bit her lip at the funny feeling it caused in her insides. Not bad. Just different. She’d never felt like that before. Didn’t mind it. She gasped when the tip of his finger slipped into her opening. Instinctively clenched her behind.
 

He patted her on her left butt cheek. “Easy,” he whispered. “Relax. Yeah. Relax. Let me push my finger inside you. Yeah,” he purred. “Oh yeah that’s good.”
 

She braced herself against the bed as he worked more and more of his digit into her. Her jaw dropped as he stretched her back hole. This almost felt dirtier than anything else he’d done. Sure, when he’d used her mouth that had been dirty. But at least things were supposed to in there. Nothing was supposed to go in where he was poking her now.
 

Her body bucked as his knuckle slipped past her sphincter. She wiggled her hips when he wiggled his finger inside her. It tickled. As his fist pressed against her buttocks, he groaned.
 

“Fuck that’s so good and dirty,” he grunted.
 

She glanced over her shoulder to see that he was stroking himself. His dick had hardened and he had a finger and thumb around the head, jerking just the tip. Her eyes widened. Even now she could hardly believe how big it was. Couldn’t imagine it going into her.
 

He eased his finger out of her bottom.
 

She let out a squeak as it left her. A funny emptiness stayed in it’s place. A hollowness she almost felt needed to be filled. It was strange but kind of exciting. Knowing that soon he’d be doing something even dirtier. Putting his big cock up in there. She trembled as she thought of the word. Felt her nipples stiffen and her heart start beating a little faster.
 

She was a little surprised when he got down on his knees on the floor behind her. Frowned, unsure of what he was doing. Didn’t he want to…
 

He put his hands on both sides of her ass and lowered his mouth to her anus.
 

Her eyes bugged and she gasped. Her jaw dropped as his tongue slipped into her crack, then squeezed into the hole he’d stretched.
 



***

 


Ken sat on the couch, one arm at his side, phone in hand. His other hand was wrapped around his cock, stroking in a slow rhythm. Up one second, down the next. He’d been in that position for hours. Given himself three orgasms thinking about what might be happening at Mr. Dixon’s with Callie.
 

Every so often a jealous angst would grip him. He didn’t resent her for not letting him come along. Not really. This was all about the money anyways. But he would have given anything to watch Callie let Dixon into her ass. Anything. Knowing it was happening and not being able to see it was excruciating.
 

He checked his phone. Even though he was holding it he didn’t trust the notifications. Didn’t trust his brain to register if it buzzed because of the state he was in. Still nothing. He’d begged Callie to at least send him a message if she could get away. Let him know what was going on. Still nothing.
 

He started jerking faster, summoning the vision of Callie getting penetrated in her behind. That stiff worm of an old prick drilling in and out of her, her ass stretched so wide because of it. Wondered what it would be like to fuck her there when she got back? Of course she would let him. She had to. She couldn’t let Dixon fuck her in the ass and then not let her husband do the same. That would be cruel and Cal wasn’t cruel.
 

He jolted when the phone buzzed in his hand. Dropped his cock and swiped the pattern to open it. His heart jumped at the notification. Cal, it read. He punched it with his thumb and swallowed as the window appeared. He sucked in a breath. Not just text but a picture. A fucking picture.
 

A picture of Callie’s cute ass up in the air. Taken from above her so that he could see her beautiful shapely body, her pretty face smiling over her shoulder. Down lower her pleasantly shaped waist. Beneath that her nice wide ass and the two globes of her cheeks.
 

There it was. Right between them. Dixon’s thick wad, stiff and slimy, probably with lubricant. Shoved half-way into her ass hole. The thing was so thick it was hard to believe she could fit it. But there it was. Photographic proof of Cal being the biggest slut ever. Taking Dixon’s cock in her ass for money.
 

He glanced up at her smiling face again and saw a pile of bills by her head. His eyes widened. There was way more than three hundred dollars there. Like, way more. His heart started beating faster. He grabbed his cock again and started jerking it. Eyes darting between Callie’s smiling face, the dick in her ass, and the money next to her.
 

He lowered the phone between his legs. So he could stare at the picture and watch himself jizz at the same time. He grunted, then roared as a wad of ejaculate came tearing through the shaft of his penis, pearling in small, sticky drops all over the screen.
 



***

 


Her smile faded as soon as Mr. Dixon snapped the picture. She turned her head to look straight ahead at the headboard. Her butt had never, ever felt so full in all her life. It wasn’t painful, but almost. Uncomfortable? Definitely. Not like she was going to tell him to stop. She’d already done it. Already let him in. Now she just had to wait until he finished and it would be over. And her and Ken would be fifteen hundred bucks richer than they had been.
 

That made her heart race. She’d made so much money tonight just thinking about it made her pussy wet.
 

Behind her Mr. Dixon set the phone down on the bed. He grabbed her ass cheeks and stretched them apart. “You ready doll? You ready for it?” he asked, panting.
 

She winced and balled her hands into fists, gripping the comforter cover to brace herself. “Yes, Mr. Dixon,” she said, her voice tight in her throat.
 

“Okay. Okay,” he said, breathing heavy.
 

She felt him waddle forward. Felt another inch of his thick penis enter her. “Oooooh…” she moaned. It felt like he was going to split her butt in two.
 

“Oh that’s a good sound, angel. Do that again,” he said.
 

He didn’t really have to ask. As more of him stretched her she moaned again. Her face scrunched up as she did her best to take his entire girth. Time seemed to stretch out forever. There was just more and more and more of it, an unending length of dick that felt like it was going to snake all the way up into her insides and up her throat and poke out of her mouth.
 

Then, finally, she felt Mr. Dixon’s belly settle on her ass with a rough heave. He let out the most vulgar groan she’d ever heard a human make. He dropped down onto her back. His hands wriggled up under sides until he found her breasts. He palmed them and squeezed, his rough skin scratching at her tender flesh.
 

She was breathing heavy now. Trying to control her breath so she didn’t freak out about the feeling inside her ass. He was so deep in there she felt like he was inside her stomach.
 

“Oh baby I could stay in here forever,” he growled.
 

She said a quiet prayer, hoping he didn’t mean it literally. Had the funny thought of living out the rest of her life like this. Pinned to a giant bed with Mr. Dixon stuffed inside her bottom hole. She nearly burst out in giggles at the thought but managed to stop herself.
 

“Okay. Okay,” he said. “Here we go. Okay.” He seemed to be talking himself up for it. Like he could barely move himself and had to give himself a pep talk to actually start humping her. His cock slipping slowly out of her ass hole made her body tingle.
 

She curled her toes. She’d never felt anything like that. Tingles everywhere. Down in her pussy and up top on her scalp. All the way down to the tips of her toes. Her eyes went wide and her jaw fell. “Ooooooh,” she moaned again.
 

“Yeah. That’s anal, baby,” he said. “That’s your ass talking to you. Showing you how good it feels.” Without warning he shoved his cock back in.
 

Her body sank into the mattress. She let out an “oof” as another flurry of tingles sparkled through her. Her pussy tightened. Her head started to spin. This didn’t feel bad any more. Not at all. When he started pushing in and out of her she raised her ass, trying to get him to pump even deeper.
 

“Oooooh,” he groaned. His belly was slapping against her butt. His balls were slapping up against her wet vagina.
 

The lights in the room seemed to brighten. Her ears started to ring. The tingles were everywhere now. Down in the base of her brain. And heat, too. Her body so hot she thought she had a fever.
 

Pump, pump, pump.
 

Her body was rocking on the bed. Mr. Dixon flopping on top of her like a beach whale. She didn’t care. All she could think about was the thick hose stretching her ass and how good it suddenly felt. A staticky feeling crackled through her. Like white noise on a radio. The room disappeared around her. Every single last thought she had laser-focused onto the tiny ring of muscle that was being stretched and fucked by Mr. Dixon’s cock. “Oh!” she heard herself squeak.
 

“Yeah,” he grunted.
 

“Oh!” she squealed.
 

“Yeah. Dirty like that. Oh fuck…you squeeze me any harder you’re gonna rip my dick off,” he growled.
 

She heard him start to whisper something. Couldn’t make it out at first for all the interference in her brain. Then the sounds changed shape into words she understood.
 

Come in your ass. Come in your ass. Fat old Dixon’s gonna’ come in that ass.
 

The visual formed with a loud clap inside her head. The sight of Mr. Dixon’s cock. The fat old muscle that had been in every other hole she had, pumping in and out of her exit tube. Filling it with three weeks worth of pent up load.
 

Every muscle in her body flexed at once. She heard a scream. Realized a moment later it was her own. Suddenly felt like she was sitting down in a bath. Couldn’t put a finger on where the feeling was coming from. Then she realized it was from herself. She was spraying. Her pussy was spraying. Soaking the comforter and the mattress underneath her. Spraying down onto the floor. Spraying everywhere. Down her thighs. All over Mr. Dixon’s belly.
 

An orgasm swooped down out of the sky like a dark, fire-breathing dragon. Gripped her in it’s clutches and beat it’s wings all around her head. Lifted her up and up and up until she screamed again at how high she was. Her body flexed and released. Flexed and released again.
 

She hung, suspended, in that moment. A quivering blob of flesh and bone. Brainless except for the searing bliss of a climax so sharp and hot and heavy all at once she thought she might die.
 

The dragon roared.
 

Released her from it’s clutches and disappeared.
 

Suddenly she was falling. Falling through the clouds and the fog of her brain reorganizing itself back into Callie. A final scream as she thought she was going to hit the ground and be flattened like a pancake. Instead, she slowed. Her eyes fluttered open and reality reassembled itself around her.
 

The large bedroom. The giant bed. Now a sweaty, soaked mess. Her hurting butt. Mr. Dixon gasping for air above her, his body quivering. She twisted her head to look over her shoulder. “Mr. Dixon? Mr. Dixon? Are you alright?”
 

His eyelids rolled up slowly.  His eyes met hers. The corners of his mouth turned up. The bed started to shake as a low, rumbling chuckle rolled out of him. It crescendoed into a belly laugh.
 

She wasn’t sure what was so funny. But he was laughing so hard she couldn’t help but flash an awkward smile. She waited it out, his laugh cresting, the falling to a chuckle again. Then finally falling lower into a series of sputtering coughs that sounded like someone starting an old car.
 

His weight lifted.
 

She sucked in a massive breath as his deflating hose pulled out of her. It seemed to take with it all the air inside her body. Creating a vacuum filled only by the thick mess he’d left inside her.
 

As the head of his cock fell out of her anus, air rushed in to fill the void. She felt her insides swell with it like someone was pumping her full of water. She felt the bloat stretch her insides. An urge appeared…
 

Oh no!
 

She couldn’t control it. The air that had filled her rushed back out, taking with it a good amount of Mr. Dixon’s deposit. The room filled with the sound of a hot, sticky fllllrrrrrthhh and she felt more fluid running down her legs.
 

“Oh no!” she squeaked. Her hands shot to her butt, trying to cover her hole and keep herself from farting again.
 

“Hey, hey!” Mr. Dixon barked. “Whaddya’ doin’?” He swatted her hands away from her bottom. Picked up his phone off the bed, turned it on and pointed it at her. A smile curled one corner of his mouth. “That’s the best part,” he grunted.
 






Chapter Fourteen

 


Ken woke with a start. He sucked in a breath and sat up straight, for a moment not recognizing his surroundings. His eyes darted around, his heart racing as he got his bearings.
 

He’d been having the most horribly wonderful dream, he realized. A doom loop sequence of Callie, pressed against the bed by Dixon’s bulk, grunting as she he hammered in and out of her ass hole. It had been interrupted by a sudden squeak, which had woken him up.
 

He slowly realized where he was. Sitting on the couch in their dank basement apartment. His eyes darted to the side. There was Callie, standing with her shoulders hunched by the door. She looked deeply ashamed. When she saw him, she gasped, staring at his crotch.
 

He glanced down and gasped himself. He was holding his withered cock in one hand. In the other he had his phone. The screen was dark and speckled with crusted remnants of…how many had it been…dozens? Dozens of times he’d jerked himself to the image of Cal with her ass stuffed full of Dixon’s fat cock?
 

It occurred to him how ridiculous he must look. He threw the phone onto the couch. Stuffed his cock into his pants and pulled them up to his waist. Wiped his hands on the legs and hauled himself to his feet. He looked at Callie again. “Cal,” he whispered, frozen to the spot.
 

She looked up warily at him from under her brow. “Hi,” she whispered back.
 

He blinked. Took a look at the tiny window that faced the alley in between the houses. Daylight streamed through it. “W—what time is it?” he asked.
 

She looked off to the side and paused. “Six o’clock,” she said.
 

Six o’clock? Six o’clock?!? Like, in the morning? His heart and mind started to race at the same time. Six o’clock? Had she spent the night there? “Are you just getting back?” he asked.
 

She swallowed, then gave three quick nods.
 

“You stayed the night?”
 

Three more nods.
 

A cold vein of jealousy stretched from his throat to his guts. “Did he pay you extra?” he asked, trying to contain his own excitement. Was that what the money he’d seen in the picture had been about?
 

Callie nodded again.
 

“How much?” The question shot out faster than he wanted.
 

She took a deep breath, then sighed. Bit her lip, her eyes wandering around the room. “Two thousand dollars,” she said quietly.
 

His eyes bugged. He slapped a palm against his forehead. His jaw went slack. “Ho…holy fuck,” he whispered. “Two fucking grand? Two fucking grand!” he shouted.
 

Upstairs someone banged on the wall three times. A muffled voice travelled through the pipes. “Hey shut the fuck up!”
 

Ken’s hand fell over his open mouth. He found the strength to move somehow. Swept across the room to the door where Callie was standing. Put his arms around her and drew her into an embrace. Put his chin gently against the top of her head. “Oh, Callie,” he whispered. “Oh Cal. That’s so amazing. That’s so fucking amazing,” he said, closing his eyes. He felt her nod.
 

His mind started to race. Going to dark and terrible places. Places he knew he shouldn’t be thinking of. But two fucking grand for staying the night? That was incredible. Never in his wildest dreams could he ever have imagined Dixon would pay that much just for Cal to stay the night.
 

His mind veered and slammed into a question that got the blood boiling in his veins. He pulled away from Callie and looked down at her.
 

She looked up.
 

He narrowed his eyes. “What…what else did he make you do?” he asked. His brain started buzzing as he waited for the answer.
 

She quickly shook her head. “Nothing special,” she said.
 

The jealousy and tension drained out of him and his shoulders sagged.
 

“He just did me in the butt a lot,” she added.
 

His guts tightened but that was normal. He could deal with that. That’s what he’d sent her over there for. That’s what he’d been begging her to do for the last three weeks. He could manage how he felt about that. Suddenly his cock was rising. Tenting in his pants as he thought again about Callie being a dirty little slut and letting Dixon have her ass so many times. “How much is a lot?” he asked.
 

She shrugged. “I don’t know,” she said. “I mean I’m not sure. I kind of lost track.”
 

He sucked in a deep breath at the admission. Holy shit that Dixon had some stamina for an old guy. But this was okay. They were practically rich now. As close to being millionaires as they’d ever come. The next question presented itself naturally. But he realized he needed to be careful about asking it. He put a hand over her shoulder and leaned down to kiss her. Was surprised when she turned her head and gave him her cheek instead of her lips. He pecked it anyway, then leaned sideways to look into her eyes. “Baby? Baby,” he said. “Baby I need to…”
 

She cut him off with a raised hand. Levelled her gaze at him. “Ken I can barely walk,” she said.
 

His eyes bugged. “What? Really?”
 

She nodded.
 

Was she being serious? Holy shit! Dixon had really done a number on her. He put a hand on her shoulder and turned to help her walk to the bedroom.
 

She fell into step next him. But she was walking awfully funny. Her feet space far apart. Almost waddling. Like a penguin.
 

His cock only got harder at that. Dixon had reamed her ass so hard that she could barely walk. How hot was that? So hot. So very, very hot. But he controlled himself. Walked patiently next to her, turning to get her into the bedroom. She was probably exhausted. But maybe there was still a way that he could convince her to…
 

“Ken,” she said, putting a hand on his chest. “I’ve got to go the bathroom first.”
 

“What?” he asked. “No, come on. You’re fine. It’s gonna’ be fine. I won’t try anything I promise. I’ll just help you…”
 

“No, Ken. Like, I’ve got to go. To the bathroom.”
 

He realized what she was talking about. “Oh,” he said with a nod. “Yeah. Yeah, sure. You better pee first. But then come to bed. You’re probably exhausted and…”
 

“It’s not a pee, Ken,” she said, interrupting again and shaking her head.
 

He paused for a moment. Took a step back. “Oh. It’s not? Oh it’s…”
 

“It’s him, Ken.”
 

He furrowed his brow. “Him?” he asked.
 

She put a hand on her butt and rubbed it. “In there,” she said. She looked up and met his eyes. “I’m full of him in there.”
 

His lungs inflated as he drew in a breath and held it. This had to be the dirtiest, the absolute dirtiest thing that could ever happen. Callie coming home with an ass full of that old guy’s jizz? His cock stiffened in his pants. “Oh,” he managed to croak out. “Oh. Okay.” His brain dipped even lower. Into the most perverted swamp of dirty he’d ever thought about. But surely Callie would never be into… “You, uh…you want any help with it or anything?” he asked, his mouth dry and his throat tight. The question had just spilled out all on it’s own.
 

She crinkled her nose. “Help?” she asked. She shook her head. “You can’t help me, Ken. I just need to squeeze it out. How are you going to help me with that?”
 

He sensed a slight irritation. Managed to stop himself from prodding her further. If he was going to have any chance of trying to fuck her he didn’t want her cranky. Watching Dixon’s jizz spill out of her would have been so hot. But stuffing himself inside her was going to be hotter.  “Oh, yeah. No, for sure. I just…never mind. I’ll just be out here then. You want anything? Eggs? Toast or something?”
 

She frowned again and looked toward the kitchen. “If you could make me a coffee,” she said.
 

“For sure. For sure,” he said with a vigorous nod. He watched her waddle into the bathroom and close the door. Darted to the kitchen, grabbed the coffee carafe and turned the tap on. Splattered water everywhere trying to fill it. Drained it into the coffee maker, then stuffed a bunch of grinds into a coffee filter and turned the thing on. Then he tiptoed back to the bathroom door and pressed his ear against it. Stuffed his hand into his pants. He startled as he heard the first wet splurt come from inside. Suppressing a groan he slid down the door and started jerking himself off.
 



***

 


Callie sat on the edge of the tub holding the nearly empty shampoo bottle she’d filled with water in one hand, her head in the other. She was exhausted. She’d come home around one in the morning to find Ken passed out on the couch with his penis in his hand. The thought had struck her immediately. The perfect excuse for how she’d made the extra two thousand dollars.
 

She’d thought of sneaking into the bedroom and stealing a nap but it was too dangerous. So instead, she’d gone back out and waited five hours in the alley. At six she’d made sure to squeak the door real loud as she came in. It had done the trick, woken Ken up.
 

In those five hours in the alley she’d had plenty of time to think about what was going to happen when she walked in. It had all played out exactly as she’d imagined.
 

Ken had been immediately turned on as all hell that she’d stayed the night. A little jealous, just like she’d thought. But telling him that Dixon had fucked her butt so many times she’d lost track just got him even hornier. He’d tried to have sex with her. As she knew he would. Then he’d wanted, but stopped himself from, trying to convince her to let him see her void herself of Mr. Dixon’s mess.
 

She held the shampoo bottle over the tub a second time and gave it a squeeze. Shampoo and water sprayed out with a wet farting sound. Behind the door she heard Ken groan. She rolled her eyes and shook her head.
 

Men. They were all the same. They all wanted the grossest things. Mr. Dixon. Ken. Probably every other guy she’d ever meet, too. She almost couldn’t believe how naive she’d once been. That any of them cared about love or feelings or romance.
 

But it didn’t really bother her so much. Not any more. Actually, she kind of liked it. She used to think men were dark and mysterious creatures. That you had to do all kinds of complicated things to make them do what you wanted. Now that she knew the truth she was kind of relieved. It even turned her on a little.
 

All you had to do was be a dirty, gross little slut. As nasty as possible. And then you could have men eating out of your hand in no time. All of them. Mr. Dixon. Ken. Probably all the rest of them, too.
 

Which gave her a funny tickling feeling between the legs and a warm one in her belly. That was kind of fun. Knowing she could make Ken or Mr. Dixon do whatever she wanted whenever she wanted if she just did the dirty things they wanted. Heck that was easy. It was almost like she could control them with her body. And that was…pretty thrilling. In a dark sort of way.
 

She gave the bottle another squeeze over the tub. She heard Ken groan, louder this time. Then she heard him twitch against the door, most likely having an orgasm. She smirked at how predictable he was. She gave the bottle another, longer squeeze. She wasn’t cruel, after all.
 

But hopefully now he’d let her sleep at least for a few hours before she had to service him again.
 

She thought of Mr. Dixon. Thought of their kiss and the way he’d looked at her. Thought of all the money she’d made and the crackling feeling that had torn through her when he’d made her climax.
 

And the wet. She thought of the wet. She’d felt like she’d peed herself. She kept apologizing to Mr. Dixon for ruining his sheets. He’d just laughed and said “are you kiddin’ me? I’m never washin’ these fuckin’ things again!”
 

That made her smile, too. Mr. Dixon liked her nasty juices enough that he was probably going to sleep with the crusty sheets over his face for the next month. She wasn’t sure what feeling that inspired but it was a good one. Pride? Kind of. Not exactly. No. It was power.
 

Power.
 

A powerful rich man she could get to do whatever she wanted just by tinkling on his bed while he did her in the butt.
 

She chuckled quietly. Gave the bottle one last squirt until it hissed only air, then carefully set it down on the tub. She closed the toilet lid and gave it a flush. Cleared her throat and pretended to arrange herself in the mirror. Practised her waddle.
 

Ken had loved that, she could tell.
 

She went to the door and opened it, half-expecting Ken to still be crumpled in a heap in front of it.
 

He wasn’t.
 

She walked over to the bedroom to find him curled up under the sheets, his clothes in a pile on the floor. She managed to keep her mouth shut. That horny little bastard was still going to try and fuck her. She pretended to waddle to the side of the bed. Turned and gave him a good show as she took her clothes off. When she turned back around she could see his penis standing upright under the comforter.
 

A pervert. Just like all the rest of them.
 

She stood by the bed a little too long, letting him ogle her breasts and the rest of her. Then she pulled the comforter up and slipped in next to him. “Are you gonna’ nap with me?” she whispered.
 

“Um…yeah. Sure,” he said.
 

She smiled, pecked his cheek, then rolled over onto her side so he could spoon her.
 

He did, trying to tuck his cock between her thighs.
 

That gave her a nice warm powerful feeling too and she smiled. She really did have him eating out of her hand. But it was fun not giving him exactly what he wanted right away. She’d sleep for a bit. Then, if she was feeling generous and, more importantly, horny, she’d let him do something nasty.
 

“Hey babe?” he whispered, his face looming up over hers.
 

“Hm?” she said, pretending like she didn’t know exactly what he wanted.
 

“You gonna’ go back? You  gonna’ go see him again?”
 

The question caught her off guard. She hadn’t thought that far ahead, actually. Last night’s experience swam in her mind. The money. The dirty things she’d done. Knowing that Ken was at home, his mind fixated on her even when she wasn’t with him. Mr. Dixon so obsessed with her, fucking her in butt. It was all a little too…fun. Too fun to give up so easily. “I don’t know,” she said, her voice dreamy. “I haven’t really thought about it.”
 

“Oh,” he replied. “Okay. Alright.” He waited five seconds before rising up behind her again. “Hey you wouldn’t want to…”
 

She smiled to herself and shook her head. “I’m soooo tired, Ken. And my butt hurts soooo much from Mr. Dixon. Maybe later?”
 

“Oh. Yeah. No, sure. Maybe later,” he muttered, then lowered himself to the bed behind her.
 

She smiled as she drifted off to sleep. Her last thought before she was out the knowledge that Ken would lie staring at the ceiling waiting for her to wake up. She’d be the only thing he’d think about that whole time.
 

He wouldn’t be able to think about anything but her. Even if he tried…
 


END OF PART ONE
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Honeymoon Lodged


Nigel and Theresa, newly married, arrive at their honeymoon destination, Moosehurst Lodge. A gift from Theresa's controlling father, sending them to the fly-in resort where she grew up.
George and Martha, the lodge owners and as close as anyone could be to Theresa, are a little quirky. They drink too much. They cuss. And after a few they like to call each other names.
Nigel notices George has a hard time keeping his eyes off of Theresa. Finds out Martha has a hard time keeping her hands off anyone who isn't George.

Worst honeymoon ever? Not if George can help it.

But is Nigel man enough to let him?




Finley's Secrets : A Hotwife Fantasy

Beautiful house. Beautiful wife. Beautiful life. Jacob has it all.

Well...okay. Maybe not everything. Things could be more adventurous in the bedroom. Turns out all he had to do was ask. Doing it with the lights on? No problem! Who would have thought?

Then Quinn shows up with her big, tattooed, motorcycle mechanic boyfriend Johnny. Johnny doesn't talk much. Mostly works on his bike.

Which leaves Quinn and Finley lots of time to catch up. They haven't seen each other in ages, after all. But why are they always whispering?

Who could resist listening in?

Finley wasn't always the sort of woman Jake thought he married. Finley's been keeping secrets. Secrets that could blow Jake and Finley's life apart...




Sharon Hits the Deck: A Hotwife Fantasy

Mark’s neighbor, the refrigerator sized Reggie Decker, invites him over for a beer. Turns out he’s as crass and oafish as he seems. High school football star turned retail worker who’s still riding high on memories of better days.

He also has a thing for Mark’s wife, Sharon. He doesn’t mind sharing what he’d do to her if he could get his hands on her.

Mark gets mildly unsettled at this but not in the way he feels he should. There’s something tantalizing about the thought of the big bull next door having his way with his uptight wife. Arousing, even.

But Sharon would never go for it. Not in a million years. She’s too busy spending their staycation tidying up the house and purging the basement. Except when Sharon stumbles onto them having a beer in Reggie’s garage she seems not the least bit put out by the attention he pays her. Which gets Mark thinking very dirty things. And wondering if maybe there’s a way after all…



Scarlet Learns to Swing: A Hotwife Fantasy

Steven overhears a conversation intended for "Girl's Night Only." A lewd admission by his wife. She wants to know what it's like with another man.

He finds the morsel strangely thrilling.

It haunts him though. Follows him to work. Infects their intimate moments.

Soon it's all he can think about.

Funny thing is, Scarlet's appetite for intimacy has been on the rise as well.

Will Steven confess his growing kink? And what will Scarlet say? 
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