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		Chapter One

		 

		Ken peered through the bathroom door, watching her as she applied makeup. She looked smoking hot in her red high heels and the red skirt Dixon had bought for her. The tight red tank top she was wearing with it didn’t hurt, either. He reached down and massaged his groin as he stared.

		 

		She caught his eye in the reflection in the mirror and furrowed her brow.

		 

		It sent a pang of doubt shuddering through him. She’d been looking at him like that a lot lately. And he was pretty sure she hadn’t been smiling as much. But that may have just been his imagination. It was hard to tell.

		 

		“What’s up?” she asked. She sounded irritated.

		 

		He pushed the door, opening it wider and stepping in to lean against the door frame. “You’re just hot is all,” he answered.

		 

		She smirked. “Thanks,” she replied.

		 

		He got the feelings again. He’d been getting them a lot lately. Didn’t really have a name for them. A weird lust that haunted him any time she was around and most of the time when she wasn’t. Probably didn’t help he had so much time on his hands.

		 

		He wanted something from her but he wasn’t sure what. He wanted her body, yeah. But there was something else that he’d never thought about before this whole Dixon business. Something he felt like they’d had before and were now missing. But he didn’t have the words to describe it. And bringing it up felt…not manly, or something.

		 

		So, as he usually did when that particular feeling loomed, he channelled it into a need he could understand. “You want to, like, do it before you go?” he asked.

		 

		She scowled at him in the mirror. “I’m all dressed,” she said. “I don’t want to get all messed up and have to shower and get ready again.”

		 

		That stung a little. More than a little. Because the feeling was way easier to ignore when he was between her legs. Or watching TV. Or going down to the corner store to get chips. Which he was doing a lot of these days. And when he asked her to help him deal with it, without actually saying that’s what he wanted, it didn’t feel good when she said no.

		 

		He must have let it show on his expression. She sighed and her shoulders sagged as she watched him in the mirror. “Well come in here then,” she said quietly.

		 

		His stomach tightened as he shuffled into the bathroom, a slight shame falling over him. His shoulders were hunched and his head was tipped forward. He couldn’t bring himself to look at her for some reason. He was happy she was going to do it for him. But something about it felt kind of…sleazy, or something. It was more than excellent fun when she was into it. Lately she’d seemed like she wasn’t so much. Looked like her mind was far away while he was humping in between her legs. And now he wouldn’t even get the pleasure of doing that. He’d just have to stand there while she jerked him off so he didn’t “mess her up,” as she’d put it. He glanced at her out of the corner of his eye. “Can we go into the bedroom?” he asked quietly.

		 

		She tsk-ed and gave a slight eye-roll. “I don’t have time for that,” she replied. “Just take it out. I’ll do it here.”

		 

		He felt a certain shame at that, too. An embarrassment at needing her so much. Needing parts of her body touching him while he ran away from his feelings. Because jerking off on the couch alone just didn’t feel the same. He reached down, undid his zipper and pulled out his already half-erect cock.

		 

		She looked down at it and a smiled, but only with her mouth. Not her eyes. She turned and pressed her breasts against his arm, wrapping her hand around his cock at the same time. It was warm and a little clammy.

		 

		A shudder raced up his spine at her touch. He groaned and closed his eyes, head tilting back as she started to stroke him. “Oh god, Cal,” he muttered. “That feels so good.” When he opened his eyes again he saw her reflection in the mirror. She was staring up at him like she was studying his expression. The smile had spread to her eyes now and it warmed him. Maybe there was something about this that she liked. Maybe she got something out of it, too. Maybe he was just imagining all that stuff from earlier. Now, in the heat of the moment, it was easy to dismiss his doubts. Now there was only warmth and a slight dampness on his penis and it filled his mind in a delicious way, pushing all the other bad thoughts out.

		 

		“Does this still make you horny?” she whispered.

		 

		“Huh?” he asked, turning to look at her, his vision swimming from the pleasure her hand was sending pulsing through him as she stroked.

		 

		“Does it still make you horny knowing that I’m going to see Mr. Dixon after I jerk you off?”

		 

		He groaned again and his cock flexed in her hand. “Oh, Cal,” he muttered. He saw her smirk.

		 

		“I guess that means it does,” she said. She looked down at his cock and started jerking it a little faster. She jerked him a few dozen times in silence, then looked up at him again. “He said he’s got something special for me today,” she said.

		 

		His eyes widened and he turned to look at her. Her cheeks had turned rosy from the exertion of the hand job and she looked absolutely angelic. “He did?” he asked.

		 

		She nodded and her smile widened. “Said it’s something really special,” she added. “Said he’d give it to me after we made love.” She bit her lip and her breath caught as she waited for his reaction.

		 

		Hearing her say the words made love sent a cold burst of jealous pain slicing through him. Right down through the root of his cock and to the very tip. He bent at the waist, supporting himself on the bathroom sink to keep from falling. “Oh god, Cal. What is it?” he said, his voice strained. The pulsing arousal was causing his whole body to throb.

		 

		Callie seemed excited. Her smile looked a little devious now. Like she was enjoying this, but not for the reasons he thought. Like there was something swimming beneath the surface of her expression. Something dangerous that he couldn’t know.

		 

		“What is it?” he grunted.

		 

		She looked down at his cock in her hand again. Jerked it faster still. Like she was on a mission. A mission to make him ejaculate for all the wrong, perverted reasons they’d been playing with the last little while. “I don’t know,” she replied with a shrug. It’s a surprise. Says it’s real special, though. Says it’ll make me his dream girl.”

		 

		That, too, sent a knife of jealousy slicing through him. His wife, Dixon’s dream girl. Wasn’t that going a little too far? Were they still playing at this? Was this still a game? Or had some of it twisted into reality in front of his very eyes without him having seen it? He thought of what Callie making love with Dixon would look like. Would she recline on the bed, back supported by the pillows, while Dixon crawled between her legs? Would she return his soft kisses with her own? Would she run her hands up and down his back the way she did with Ken? And would they share a quiet orgasm staring into each other’s eyes?

		 

		Because that was something entirely different than what they’d been doing so far. So far Callie had been Dixon’s play-thing. His fleshy sex-toy. His blow up doll he paid to give him pleasure. Making love was…not that. Making love was personal. Making love was making feelings. Real ones. And that was something Ken wasn’t sure turned him on.

		 

		He felt his brain short-circuit. His erection lost the edge of it’s hardness even as Callie kept stroking him hard. He felt himself wilt a little more and a slight panic gripped him making him breathe harder.

		 

		Callie scowled. She looked down at his penis. Squeezed it harder with her little hand trying to re-inflate the thing. Her eyes darted to his face. She bit her lip. Then her features softened and she leaned in close. “I can’t wait to feel his cock inside my pussy,” she whispered.

		 

		His erection came screaming back. The vision of Dixon stuffed balls-deep in Callie, whistling somewhere up above him, landed inside his mind and erupted. He huffed and chuffed and felt a streak of semen come gushing through his shaft. He grunted as it left him, exploding out the head into a white stream that splattered against the bottom of the sink.

		 

		“Oh!” Callie giggled. She started jacking him hard. So hard and deep that his balls bounced against her hand with every stroke. She watched wide-eyed and seemingly delighted as she emptied the rest of what he had.

		 

		His body shook with pleasure and he groaned, knowing full well that he should savor this moment. That there was a long night of wondering what Callie was up to ahead of him. He pushed the thought out of his mind and tried to focus on the searing heat pulsing up from his cock.

		 

		Once he was spent Callie slowed, then finally stopped. She held his cock in her hands, staring at his reflection in the mirror.

		 

		He looked up at her from under his brow, panting to catch his breath. He liked the way she was looking at him. Like the before times. Before she even met Mr. Dixon. When it was just Ken and Callie. Back when he knew they were both happy because he could feel it. No matter how poor they were back then, they’d had each other. Nothing else in the world seemed to matter. He wasn’t sure why, but he wasn’t as certain of that now. “Thanks,” he muttered.

		 

		Callie lowered her eyes. “You’re welcome,” she whispered. She released his penis, wiped her hand on a wash cloth, then gave it a scrub with soap and water.

		 

		He tucked himself back into his underwear, zipped up, then walked out of the bathroom and loitered around the couch until she came out. Normally after he finished he’d have a nice buzz going. A pleasant hum that would carry him through the day or night. Void his brain of bad thoughts and let him focus on whatever it was he was supposed to be doing. He didn’t have that now. Now there was only…doubt. Doubt is what it felt like.

		 

		When Callie walked out in her jacket and high heels, a tiny purse hanging off her shoulder, he felt a profound desire. He didn’t have a name for that, either. All he knew was that he wanted to feel close to her. Not jerk-off close, either. Emotion close. When she walked past him he put a hand around her arm and pulled her towards him.

		 

		“Oh!” she said, smiling at the unexpected gesture. But when he leaned in to kiss her she turned her head and looked the other way. “Lipstick,” she said. “Don’t want to get it smudged.”

		 

		His heart sank a little. Suddenly he wasn’t sure how much longer he wanted this to go on. Callie going to see Mr. Dixon every few days. Callie being away from him all the time. Callie getting all dolled up to go whore herself out. The thought pinched him between the legs. In a good and bad way at the same time. “Can I kiss you on the cheek?” he asked.

		 

		She pressed the tip of her finger against her cheek, indicating where it would be okay to give her a peck. “But gentle,” she said. “Don’t mess up my foundation. And no wet stuff.”

		 

		He leaned in and barely touched her with his lips before she pulled away. As she walked toward the door he was overwhelmed by the urge to tell her not to go. To ask her to stay with him and forget about stupid Dixon and that this game wasn’t as fun as it had been at first. “Callie!” he said, his voice nearly a shout.

		 

		She spun around, her hand already on the door handle. “What is it?” she asked.

		 

		I don’t like this. Stay with me. I want to get off this ride.

		 

		He’d hinted at it before. Her answers had crushed him. I have to. and It’s my job now. Who else, after all, was going to pay the rent? “Can I have some money for chips?” he asked instead.

		 

		She scowled. “Again?” she asked. “Didn’t I just give you a hundred bucks a few days ago?”

		 

		He lowered his head. “I spent it all,” he muttered.

		 

		She sighed and popped open her little purse. Rummaged around inside and pulled out a crisp hundred dollar bill. Walked over to him and held it out. As he tried to reach for it she pulled it back. “Maybe try to stretch it out a little longer this time? You shouldn’t be eating so many chips anyways. Why don’t you get a normal dinner?”

		 

		“Okay,” he said. “I will.”

		 

		She held out the bill and this time let him take it from her.

		 

		The sinking feeling in his gut returned. It was a little humiliating. Having to ask Cal for money. The only thing that kept him from sinking into a depression about it was his little secret. “Thanks,” he whispered.

		 

		A car horn honked outside.

		 

		“That’ll be the limo,” Callie said, turning and walking to the door again.

		 

		He nodded even though she couldn’t see him. Watched her walk out the door and turn to close it. She popped her head in. “Oh and Ken? Don’t wait up. It might be a long night this time.”

		 

		His stomach flopped. He nodded again. “’Kay,” he said quietly.

		 

		She flashed a smile, raised her hand to her mouth and blew him a kiss. “I’ll be thinking about you,” she said, then winked.

		 

		The wink went straight to his gut like a cannon ball. He managed to smile back but just barely. The sound of the door closing startled him even though he’d seen it coming. He waited until he heard the limo pull away. Dixon had started sending a car for her a couple of weeks back. Then he shuffled over to the kitchen, pulled open the bottom drawer and pulled the envelope he’d stuffed in the back. Put the hundred in there and pulled out a twenty in exchange. Closed the drawer and stood up. Best to get some chips now, he thought. It was going to be another long night.

		

	
		Chapter Two

		 

		She eyed her fingernails as they drove over the bridge. She’d painted them perfectly. A nice red color, just the way Mr. Dixon liked. She smiled. She couldn’t remember the last time she’d been in such a good mood for so long. Sure the purse stuffed with cash helped but it wasn’t just that. The thing with Mr. Dixon had changed. He didn’t treat her like a servant any more. He was always wearing a big smile when she showed up. Talked all nice to her calling her “darling” and “baby doll,” running his big hands all over her body but not just in a pervert kind of way. In a warm way, the way Ken did sometimes when he was feeling smushy about her.

		 

		She really like that. That and the things he whispered in her ear before they did it. Doing it was different, too. He wasn’t just using her anymore. Wasn’t just using her holes for his pleasure. She could really feel them connecting. And that felt good even though she knew Ken wouldn’t like it. So she didn’t tell him about that.

		 

		Then there was Ken.

		 

		He’d been a little mopey lately. Sulking every time she had to leave. Asking her for money all the time. He always cheered up when she took him out the next day. For dinner or a movie or both. They’d been burning through money but who cared? Mr. Dixon was loaded and he loved showering her with it. Like, literally standing over her on the bed naked and raining bills down on her as she laughed. It was sort of a game for him. She liked it.

		 

		And it was easy to make Ken feel better. As easy as jerking him off into the sink or letting him use her mouth. Sometimes she even let him in while Mr. Dixon’s stuff was still swimming inside there. It had been a little gross at first but she’d gotten used to it quick after seeing how Ken reacted. He was such a pervert. And she felt like she had him all twisted up in knots and eating out of her hand.

		 

		She liked that, too.

		 

		She smirked as she thought of it.

		 

		As they pulled onto Mr. Dixon’s driveway she pulled a small mirror out of her purse and snapped it open. Checked her reflection to make sure she looked perfect before snapping it shut and popping it back inside. As the car pulled up to the stairs she leaned forward. “Thanks Tony,” she said to the driver.

		 

		Tony smiled at her in the rear view mirror. “Any time, baby. Any time. You be a good girl in there,” he said.

		 

		She giggled and blushed and gave Tony a playful smack on the shoulder. He was always saying stuff like that. Knew exactly what was going on with her and Mr. Dixon. She liked how naughty that was. Did he even know she was married? She wondered if he did and if he ever thought of what Ken was like? They’d never met.

		 

		She shrugged the thought away and stepped out of the car. She’d learned to walk well in her high heels. No more teetering up the steps. Now she strutted. She knew Tony was staring at her ass from inside the car and that filled her with a special warmth. The kind of warmth only the attention of me brought. She rang the doorbell and arranged herself, wanting to look perfect for the first moment Mr. Dixon laid eyes on her.

		 

		Sure enough he opened the door a few moments later, his big cock dangling between his legs, bathrobe hanging open.

		 

		“Mr. Dixon!” she said in mock chastisement. She tiptoed up to him and drew his robe closed, then reached around and tied the two ends of the sash into a knot. “Tony’s still in the driveway,” she said, patting him on the chest, looking up at him and smiling.

		 

		“What? You think Tony’s never seen a cock before?” he asked, wrapping his big gorilla arms around her and squeezing. He leaned in, tilted his head to one side and pressed his lips against hers in a deep kiss.

		 

		A warmth crackled through her. She gave him her tongue and let him play with it. He really liked that. It was a little dirty but mostly it was nice. Made her feel sexy. Got her motor running. She really liked the way his big body felt around her. Felt like she was protected. Like she was safe. Between that and all the money he gave her it felt like nothing could ever go wrong. It was the most magical feeling.

		 

		He pulled away from the kiss and stared into her eyes. “God I missed you, doll,” he said. His eyes looked like they were sparkling.

		 

		She gave him the smile he liked. “It’s only been a few days,” she cooed, playfully demurring.

		 

		His eyes darkened. “I know it’s only been a few days. So what? I miss you when you’re gone. So sue me!” he snapped.

		 

		She startled at his sudden change in tone. He sounded like he was actually angry. Like he was upset that she’d said the wrong thing when she’d only been trying to tease him. “I…I’m sorry Mr. Dixon,” she muttered, hoping she hadn’t got the evening off on the wrong foot.

		 

		His expression softened at her apology. He drew her into another embrace. “Aww don’t get like that,” he rumbled. “I been stressed at work is all. Suppliers giving me the runaround. Not answering my calls. It’s hell out there, I tell ya’,” he said.

		 

		She nodded and tried to look as empathetic as she could.

		 

		“You just don’t worry about any of that though, doll,” he went on. “You only have one thing to worry about here, you hear me?”

		 

		She nodded again and forced herself to smile.

		 

		“Come on. Let’s go upstairs.”

		 

		She followed him up to the big bedroom on the second floor. When they arrived his robe had fallen open again. She stole another glance at his fat, old penis. It was so dirty knowing it would soon be inside her. But she kind of liked thinking about it. Thinking about that thick hose pumping old man seed into her was nasty. She felt like a man, getting aroused by perverted thoughts like that. She gasped as he pulled her jacket off her shoulders and threw it onto the chair in the corner.

		 

		“What is it, doll?” he asked.

		 

		She brought a hand up to her open mouth. “I forgot,” she whispered.

		 

		“Forgot what?”

		 

		“I forgot to put in my rubber thingy, Mr. Dixon.” She turned her eyes down, slightly ashamed at her own thoughtlessness. She only had one job. Pleasuring Mr. Dixon. And part of that job was remembering her little rubber thingy so he could finish himself off inside her and not worry about it. She wondered if he’d get mad? Looked up at him out of the corner of her eye.

		 

		He was staring at her a little creepily. His cock had started swelling between his legs, too. Almost like hearing that she’d forgotten the rubber, that she was bare down there between her legs was turning him on.

		 

		And she couldn’t ignore that it was turning her on a little, too. Not that she wanted any kind of baby trouble with Mr. Dixon. Oh no. No way she wanted that. But somewhere in a dark part of her mind she couldn’t help but think that that’s what sex is for, after all. When you cut out the dirty stuff and the feel good stuff it was all about a man pumping his seed into a woman’s belly so that it might…take.

		 

		She found the thought strangely erotic. Her pussy started to wet a little as Mr. Dixon removed her blouse and then unzipped her skirt and took that off. Her heart was beating hard by the time he started peeling off her underwear.

		 

		“Just don’t worry about it. My pull out game’s as good as it gets. Besides I bet this old thing’s shooting blanks by now anyways,” he said, giving his half-rigid cock a slap.

		 

		She gasped, then giggled at how he’d smacked himself.

		 

		He smiled.

		 

		It warmed her. She had his attention now. That best part of his attention he gave her when she was almost, and then fully naked. That hungry man-look that she dreamt about at night sometimes. That got her motor running, too. Thinking of Ken sitting at home, probably masturbating on the couch about what she was doing with Mr. Dixon. Thinking about her, her, her and only her. And Mr. Dixon here with her devouring her with his eyes and about to have his way with her. She had not one but two men hanging on her every word. The rich guy and the nice guy. That tickled her in a way that was just so pleasant.

		 

		Mr. Dixon shrugged off his robe. He stood behind her and started kissing her shoulders and her neck.

		 

		It sent pleasant tingles rushing down her spine. She felt her nipples harden and her pussy get even squishier. When he turned her around his hands came up to her breasts and he squeezed them the way he liked. She smiled watching him ogling her. Watching his cock get hard all from just touching her soft body. Made her feel sort of proud that she was so pretty she could do that to a guy.

		 

		“Come on, baby. Come sit on the bed,” he muttered. He pushed her backwards until her calves touched the bed and she sat down. He got down on his knees and she knew she was in for a fun time. He was really good with his mouth.

		 

		As she fell back onto her elbows she let her legs splay apart. Slowly and seductively she opened them, revealing to Mr. Dixon the source of his need and hunger. Her pretty flower as he sometimes called it.

		 

		“Oh, baby,” he grunted, grabbing his dick and stroking it harder. “Oh sweet thing that’s so pretty,” he growled. He leaned in, dirty old man that he was, and kissed the apex of her entrance. It sent another shudder rippling through her. She rested one foot gently on his shoulder, keeping the other pointed up in the air, suspended with a hand the way he liked.

		 

		She moaned as he slurped her clit between his lips and started sucking. Let herself fall onto her back on the bed, her hands coming up to caress her breasts.

		 

		Mr. Dixon shooed them away with his own and, still sucking, squeezed and kneaded her breasts again. He sucked and flicked her nub with his tongue until she started shaking. He knew just how she liked it. And lately he’d really liked doing it. Eating her out. Eating out her little flower. The thought got her trembling even harder. She felt the orgasm, the crisis surging up from between her legs. Felt it’s first contraction deep inside her lady bits. Then she moaned again and let it flood her mind with pleasure.

		 

		Mr. Dixon tucked a hand between her legs. Pointing a finger at her, he eased it into her hole while it was still squeezing from the climax. Made her moan again by fucking it in and out, until her wetness was spread all over her outer lips. Then he climbed up onto the bed on his knees, pushing her back toward the headboard.

		 

		She scooted back, eyeing him with a sultry stare, excited about what was coming. His cock had hardened nicely. It wasn’t the same kind of erection Ken had. Took a few thrusts in and out of her to get really hard. But when it did it was thick and filled her so good she loved it.

		 

		This time, though, Mr. Dixon leaned over her and kissed her gently on the lips. Caught her a little bit off guard. He’d been talking more and more about making love but this was the first time he’d been anything but rough and hungry. This was…tender. She tasted herself on his lips along with the faint scent of the whisky he drank. She let him push his tongue into her mouth and play with hers. She was even more surprised when he pulled away and caressed her cheek, gazing into her eyes. “I can’t wait to feel the inside of you,” he whispered.

		 

		She smiled. It was sweet but crass. She wondered if Mr. Dixon had ever been a smooth-talker. Or had he always been like this? Only wanting one thing? Maybe that’s why he wasn’t married. Women usually liked being complimented and stuff. She liked it too but this was a business arrangement so it didn’t bother her too much that he was mostly just nasty.

		 

		He got his cock up against her sex and rubbed it up and down a few times.

		 

		Pleasure rippled through her again. Then anticipation ratcheted up as she imagined what he’d feel like sliding into her. That fullness only he could give her. She didn’t have to wait long. Flexing his hips he pushed his cock into her wet petals and let out a grunt, followed by a groan.

		 

		“Oh fuck, doll.” He looked down between them. To where his cock had disappeared into her.

		 

		Suddenly curious, she got up on her elbows and stared down at the point, too. Her eyes went wide. Seeing that fat monster stretching her got her all kinds of excited. Her eyes darted up to his at the same time he looked at her. A strange new feeling buzzed inside her. Was it because she’d forgotten the rubber thing? Was that it? This felt dangerous and wrong and for a second she had the thought that she hoped he was as good at his pull-out game as he’d said. She quickly pushed that out of her mind as he started sliding in and out of her.

		 

		He closed his eyes, savoring the feeling. “Oh baby. That pussy’s so good. Fuck you’re so tight,” he muttered.

		 

		She felt him harden inside her. Her own mind started swirling as she succumbed to the raw arousal of Mr. Dixon fucking her with no protection between them. He rested his weight onto her, putting his arms around her back and thrusting his hips back and forth hard, jabbing his cock in and out of her.

		 

		She did the same, wrapping her arms around his neck and moaning at how lusty she felt. Then she wrapped her legs around his and twisted her ankles together behind his thighs. “Oh Mr. Dixon!” she cried out.

		 

		“Oh, doll,” he grunted. “Oh fuck I want to breed that pretty little puss.”

		 

		Her eyes shot open and she gasped at his announcement. What surprised her, though was that she felt not a single worry or fear about what he’d said. Only a heightened arousal. Was she crazy? Now she wanted Mr. Dixon to finish inside her. Wanted to feel all his mess squishing in between her legs and leaking out. It was dangerous and totally irresponsible but the longer he grunted and rutted on top of her the more she gave in to the desire.

		 

		“Fuck you’re so tight I’m gonna’ nut,” he grunted into her ear.

		 

		That only made her hang on tighter. Cling to him, her body acting apart from her mind and succumbing to the basest urge she’d ever felt. All she could imagine was Mr. Dixon breeding her pussy, stabbing that big cock deep into her and letting it shoot off. Her body started trembling again. “Oh god,” she panted. “Oh god, ohmigod…”

		 

		“Oh doll,” he panted. “I gotta’ give it to you, baby. I gotta’…I can’t fucken pull out. Too good. Too tight.” He was pounding on her hard, now.

		 

		She felt her whole body being pressed into the mattress by his bulk. She started fucking back, arching her back and pulling him in tighter with her legs. Squeezing his cock with her dripping cunt, trying to milk all his seed out of him and into herself. It was crazy wild and wrong but she couldn’t do a thing about it.

		 

		“Fuck here it comes. I’m gonna’ breed that pretty pussy. You ready baby? You ready? I’m gonna’ blow it into ya’!”

		 

		She was more ready than she’d ever been. In a state of arousal and mindless about any risk that might come of it. It was almost like the risk was what was making it so sexy. She thrashed on the bed beneath him, digging her nails into his back. “Fuck it into me, Mr. Dixon,” she panted next to his ear. “I want to feel all of your hot come inside me.“

		 

		He let out a howl, his body flexing into a powerful thrust, and buried his stiff muscle deep inside her.

		 

		As she crested her climax her mind focused on the feeling of it pulsing inside of her. Releasing the hot load of ejaculate Mr. Dixon had stored up, filling her innards and shoving it in as deep as it could get. She heard herself scream but felt detached from her own body. She could feel every twitch of his cock but at the same time felt like she was floating over top the scene and not inside it. Her body shook and she screamed again as her pussy contracted, squeezing what was left of Mr. Dixon’s emission into itself.

		 

		His body erupted back into fucking. His slimy penis pressing in and out of her, mashing the batter it had spat out up close to her cervix were it would start swimming, unimpeded to the softest parts of her.

		 

		A fleeting moment of worry was dissolved by Mr. Dixon pressing his lips against hers, kissing her deeply again and whispering “baby, god, baby that was so good. Your pussy’s so good and tight and you’re so fucken’ beautiful, my god…” He was kind of babbling but she liked it. This was what she did to Mr. Dixon. This rich, powerful man showering her with compliments and money and smooth-talking her into having sex with him again a half hour later.

		 

		Made her feel all warm inside. She smiled and wrapped her arms around his neck tighter.

		

	
		Chapter Three

		 

		The warm feeling was still there four hours and three fucks later. She was starting to feel a little guilty and more than a little bit worried, too. Mr. Dixon had blown a lot inside her. She could feel it running out from between her legs. And even though she was pretty sure it wasn’t the time of month for anything to happen, she couldn’t get her mind off of it.

		 

		Mr. Dixon rolled over from his back and plastered a hairy paw against her breast.

		 

		She turned to look at him and smiled.

		 

		“Where’s yer’ head at?” he asked, studying her eyes.

		 

		She smiled again, a little guilty at him calling her out for daydreaming. Mr. Dixon always made sure to tell her he liked it best when she was fully present with him. She bit her lip and debated confessing what she was thinking about.

		 

		“Come on, doll. Out with it,” he said, touching her chin with a thumb and finger.

		 

		Her eyes fluttered toward the ceiling. She knew she’d have to tell him now. But she didn’t want him getting mad. It had been such a fun evening. He seemed so happy. She was happy. He’d stopped the money showers lately but he always made sure she was taken care of before she left. And he was still very generous about it. “It’s just…” she began, then paused. “It’s just there’s an awful lot of it in there,” she said, glancing down at her privates. “I don’t think it’s going to be a problem or anything but…”

		 

		“But girls worry about shit like that, huh?” he said.

		 

		“Kind of,” she admitted.

		 

		He reached over and pulled the sheets off of her. “Go on then. Go give yourself a douche if you’re worried about it,” he said, nodding towards the door to the bathroom.

		 

		She scrunched her nose up. Douche? She’d never done that. Didn’t think you were supposed to anymore. But Mr. Dixon was from a different time. And she didn’t want him getting upset. She smiled, swung her legs over the edge of the bed, and stood up. She was shocked when fat globules of Mr. Dixon’s emission rolled down the insides of her thighs. Thick rivulets of sticky white seed cascading down her legs and towards her ankles.

		 

		Mr. Dixon started chuckling behind her.

		 

		She turned to face him, mouth agape, eyes darting from his to her legs in disbelief at the volume of fluid pouring out of her.

		 

		He rolled onto his side, grabbed a box of tissues and set it on the side of the bed. Pulled a wad of them out and held them for her to take.

		 

		She grabbed them, dabbing at her legs, then quickly stuffing them up between them to keep more from spilling out. She turned and started waddling toward the bathroom.

		 

		“That’s so nasty, I love it,” Mr. Dixon muttered behind her, still chuckling.

		 

		After stuffing the tissues into the garbage, she sat on the can and let the rest of what was inside her dribble out. It took almost ten minutes before she felt like she could safely walk again. When she got up she found she still had to waddle from how sore she was. Mr. Dixon had really used her good this time and she could feel it right up in her insides. She crossed the room and crawled back into bed next to him, running a hand along his arm to get his attention.

		 

		“Empty yourself out?” he asked.

		 

		She blushed, ashamed at the crude question. She gave him a playful smack on the arm and giggled. “Ew, gross!” she squeaked.

		 

		He chuckled again, put an arm behind her back and pulled her tighter against him. “Hey,” he whispered, gazing into her eyes.

		 

		It was the most intimate gesture and he’d never done anything like that before. Gave her a funny butterfly feeling in her stomach, the way he was looking at her. “Hey,” she whispered back.

		 

		He caressed her cheek with his hand, then tucked a tress of hair behind her ear. “Why don’t you leave him?” he asked after a pause.

		 

		Her smile faded as his words sank in. Leave him? Did he mean Ken? Of course he meant Ken. She couldn’t bring herself to smile. Couldn’t play this off like it was nothing. The trouble was Mr. Dixon seemed dead serious about it. Like it’s what he really wanted. And suddenly everything felt all too real and not just like a game anymore. Like Mr. Dixon had actually shared his honest-to-goodness feelings with her. Feelings she’d never expected him to have.

		 

		In the few seconds she didn’t react, she saw it on his expression. The way the corners of his mouth turned down. The way the sparkle left his eyes. Like the magic of the last few hours was evaporating because he knew what she was going to say and didn’t like it one bit. Mr. Dixon was a guy who got what he wanted.

		 

		Except this time she couldn’t give it to him. No matter how much he paid her. That was never what this had been about. Had it?

		 

		“I…” she began, then shook her head.

		 

		He kept staring at her with that serious expression. Like he was trying to will her to say the right thing. The thing he wanted. “Whaddya’ think he’s doing right now, huh?” he asked quietly.

		 

		She shrugged but was grateful for a reprieve from confronting his previous question. “Probably watching TV on the couch,” she replied.

		 

		He nodded, his eyes wandering to her mouth. “He find a job yet?” he asked after a few moments of silence.

		 

		She shook her head and looked away. “Not yet,” she whispered. Made her ashamed having to admit it. She loved Ken with all her heart. But he was kind of acting like a loser. Freeloading off his wife…whoring herself out. The thought made her blush.

		 

		“Look at this,” Mr. Dixon said, waving a hand out toward the room. “You like it here, don’t ya’?”

		 

		She looked out over the expensively furnished, immaculately clean room and nodded. “Of course I do,” she said.

		 

		He put a hand on her cheek and turned her eyes to his. “I’ll give you anything you want. Make all your dreams come true. You’ll want for nothing, ya’ hear me? Nothing.”

		 

		She looked down at the pillow. Had to stifle the urge to cringe. For some reason hearing a big, powerful man like Mr. Dixon…grovelling — because there was no other way to describe it — to get what he wanted was…well, pathetic. It gave her a sinking feeling in the stomach. The silence stretched out between them again. Until she just couldn’t stand it any more. “Mr. Dixon, I…” she started but couldn’t find the words to finish the sentence. Glanced up to find him still staring at her and quickly looked away again.

		 

		He waited a long time before saying anything. Then he let out a gentle smirk and a tired smile replaced the real one he’d been flashing a moment earlier. “You love him.”

		 

		She let his words sink in, making sure her reaction was genuine, before nodding. “I love him,” she replied.

		 

		He stared into her eyes for a real long time after she said that. Like he was searching for something there. Something he’d maybe had once, but lost.

		 

		It troubled her. A few hours ago everything had seemed to be on just the right track. Mr. Dixon treating her like a princess, smiling and kissing her and telling her how hot she was. Now that all seemed far away and…worryingly, like it might not be coming back. “We can still…I like what we do now?” she offered. She watched his eyes, hoping and praying that the kindness and generosity she’d seen there not too far back, would return.

		 

		He only flashed the same sad smile again. “I like what we do now too, doll,” he muttered. He rolled over onto his back and stared at the ceiling for a long time.

		 

		She didn’t dare interrupt him. Had no idea where this was going. But it seemed like it was going in a different direction than the one it had been when she arrived. She couldn’t help but wonder if that direction might not be paved with hundred dollar bills, too?

		 

		After what felt like an eternity, he sighed, rolled onto his side, then stood up at the side of the bed. He walked over to the closet and pulled it open. Pulled out underwear and pants and a shirt and started getting dressed. Finally looked at her as he was buttoning up his shirt. “Get your clothes on, baby,” he said, nodding at where they were lying on the floor. “It’s late. I’ll drive you home myself.”

		 

		She scrambled out of bed and put her underwear on. When she got into her blouse and skirt worry was gnawing at her insides. She didn’t know where this was going for the first time in a long time. She’d forgotten how much she hated that uncertainty. Would the money dry up? Would her and Ken be broke again? And him without a job now? She wanted to curse this whole thing. Curse herself for getting so used to living large with Mr. Dixon’s money. How stupid she’d been! They should have saved more! Of course this wasn’t going to last forever. After a few minutes she started feeling desperate. Padded over to where Mr. Dixon was doing up his tie and looked up into his eyes. Managed to muster a tear that rolled down her cheek just as she looked up at him. “Did I do something wrong?” she asked, summoning her most pathetic sounding voice.

		 

		When Mr. Dixon smirked this time there was a cruelty to it. A meanness she didn’t like. “I didn’t get where I am today by folding every time a broad cried at me, doll. I think you know exactly what happened here. Don’t ya’?”

		 

		She bit her lower lip to keep it from trembling. The entire arrangement seemed to be vanishing before her eyes. She’d do anything to get it back. Almost anything. “I can still…we can still meet and stuff, right?” she asked, a note of desperation in her tone. Another smirk cut right into her insides.

		 

		“Oh I’m not done with you yet. But you’re going home tonight. Keep your phone on. When I need you I’ll let you know.”

		 

		She gave her head three quick shakes and went back to get the rest of her clothes.

		 

		They drove in silence, save for her telling him where to turn to get home. When they pulled up in front of the apartment she wasn’t sure what to do or say. She turned and looked at him, trying not to look too pathetic. “I had a nice time tonight,” she said quietly. “Thanks for the ride.”

		 

		He kept staring out the window at the door to the apartment. The bluish-white flash of the TV was the only light coming from inside. He stared and stared at the small window next to the door. “What a dump,” he finally muttered before turning to look at her.

		 

		A wave of humiliation swept through her at the comment. He was right. It was a dump. As the humiliation ebbed anger replaced it. Anger at Ken for not trying harder. Anger at herself for selling out. Selling her body to Mr. Dixon for money. She choked back a sob and made to open the door.

		 

		“Aw, doll,” he said, grabbing her wrist to keep her from leaving. “Come on,” he muttered, suddenly contrite. “Come on. I didn’t mean anything by it. I’m just a stupid old man. Don’t even listen to me.”

		 

		She sniffed, wiped the tears from her eyes and looked up at him. He’d never said anything so…mean about himself before. Worse yet it was the most honest he’d ever sounded. His shoulders were slumped and his face turned down. Looked like he’d aged a decade staring out at the apartment. Her anger receded and suddenly she just felt sorry for him. Wanted to do anything she could to make his mood go away. She picked up his hand and did the only thing she thought might help. Pressed his palm against her breast and made him squeeze it.

		 

		He smiled with one corner of his mouth. A kind smile. Like he meant it.

		 

		It warmed her and she wanted to make him even happier. “You want a blowjob or something before I go?” she asked quietly, biting her lip at her own naughtiness.

		 

		Mr. Dixon started to chuckle. Touched her cheek with his finger and stared into her eyes. “Yeah I want a blowjob or something,” he said.

		 

		She smiled, happy to have the Mr. Dixon she remembered, back. She bent over his seat and started undoing his fly.

		 

		“Hey, hey,” he said, pushing her back. “At least take your tits out.”

		 

		She grinned as she unbuttoned her blouse and pulled her breasts out of her bra. This was better. This was going good places again. Mr. Dixon would be happy. That’s what she wanted. She jiggled her boobs for him, her insides warming at the way he stared at them.

		 

		He reached into his pants and hauled his cock out, then put a hand on the back of her head and lowered her mouth to his groin. “One more thing,” he said.

		 

		She looked up at him.

		 

		“Make it nasty,” he ordered.

		 

		Opening her mouth wide, she stuffed his cock as deep as it would go and feigned a gag as it tickled the back of her throat.

		 

		“Yeah,” he growled above her. “Just like that.”

		 

		***

		 

		Ken stood with his nose pressed to the window in the door. The way the glass was cut made it look like you were staring through a kaleidoscope. He stared with one eye through the small part where you actually see outside.

		 

		He’d heard the car pull up. When Cal hadn’t come in after a while, he’d walked over to the door and peered outside. He’d seen her and Mr. Dixon having what looked like a very serious conversation. He wondered what they were talking about. Cal almost looked upset or something. His mind had just started wandering, throwing up suggestions about the subject of their conversation, when Callie grinned and sank her face into Dixon’s lap.

		 

		Ken’s heart jumped into his throat as he watched it. His cock started to engorge and he couldn’t resist the urge to reach down into his pants and touch himself as he watched. He groaned when Dixon put a hand on the back of her head and pumped it up and down. Like her face was a sex toy or something.

		 

		Ken couldn’t see over the driver side door. Couldn’t see Callie’s mouth stuffed full of Dixon’s thick cock. But imagining it was almost better. His mind drew the image for him in three dimensions. So he could walk around at look at from different angles. Every once in a while he’d open his eyes and catch another glimpse of Callie bobbing.

		 

		After five minutes or so he saw Dixon wince. Started jerking himself a little harder. The old fucker was going to blow it into Callie’s mouth. Then she was going to walk in here and be with him again. It had been a lonely night. And it was late. Almost two in the morning. He was just about to pull himself to a climax when he had a thought. It’d be so much nicer to try and fuck Cal. Or maybe she’d give him a blowjob? She was blowing Dixon, after all. And Ken was her husband. Didn’t he deserve a blowjob too? He took his hand out of his pants and stared through the window.

		 

		Dixon had his paw on the back of Callie’s head, holding her in place. He was shaking in the car seat. So hard the whole car was moving. A feeling of warm dread spread through Ken. If anyone upstairs was watching they’d be able to see exactly what was going on in that car. They’d see his wife with her mouth on another man’s cock.

		 

		His jaw dropped when Callie came up out of Dixon’s lap. She was holding her mouth open. She spread her lips wider and flicked her tongue around, showing Dixon his deposit.

		 

		Dixon grinned and said something.

		 

		Callie closed her mouth and made a big show of swallowing his cum. Then she flicked her tongue out and opened her mouth wide again.

		 

		“Oh god,” Ken muttered. Callie proving to Dixon what a good girl she was. It drove him crazy with jealous lust. He couldn’t help but wonder if there was something wrong with him? How could a guy be so turned on watching his wife being so nasty with another man?

		 

		Dixon wiped something off Callie’s lip with his thumb. Then he stuck it into her mouth and smiled as she licked it and cleaned it off. After she’d popped off he reached into his pocket, pulled out a wad of bills and stuffed them into her bra, pawing at her boob before he leaned in and kissed her on the cheek.

		 

		Callie slipped out of the car giggling. She walked around the front and towards the apartment, Dixon following her with his eyes.

		 

		Ken padded back to the couch and sat down. Grabbed the remote and stuffed his hand into his pants to pretend like he’d been watching the TV and not creeping through the window.

		 

		The door swung open a moment later and Callie slipped inside.

		 

		Ken looked over as she turned around. “Hey,” he said quietly.

		 

		Callie scowled. She slipped her purse off her shoulder and set it down. She put her hands on her hips and stared at him.

		 

		Ken looked down at himself. The shirt he was wearing was torn. The front of it covered in potato chip crumbs, the discarded bag next to him on the couch. His sweat pants had a big hole in the leg. He looked back up at Callie. She looked a little frazzled. Her hair was slightly mussed. But all in all she looked nearly as put together as she had when she’d left. Like she hadn’t spent the last five or six hours fucking. “Everything okay?” he asked.

		 

		Callie let out an exasperated sigh and rolled her eyes. She waved a hand at him. “Have you been sitting here this whole time?” she asked.

		 

		“Uh…I went to the store for chips earlier,” he said.

		 

		She huffed, kicked off her heels and stomped across the room to the kitchen. Pulled the loaf of bread off the top of the fridge and looked along the counter trying to find a space to put it down. Dishes were piled high. They’d both been kind of lazy about getting anything done. Now that they could eat at restaurants they usually just went out.

		 

		Ken could see Callie was upset about something. Maybe what she’d been talking about to Dixon in the car? But he had a need of his own. And maybe what Callie needed was just a little more lovin’ to take her mind off of it?

		 

		He set the remote down on the couch and stood up. Wipe the crumbs off his shirt with his hand. They fell onto the floor and Ken was reminded of how much he missed having a dog. He walked over to where Callie was clearing some space on the kitchen counter and put his arms around her waist. Leaned in and smelled her neck.

		 

		She stiffened at his touch. Set the bread bag down on a dirty plate and leaned her hands against the counter. “Ken…” she started, her voice terse.

		 

		He inhaled another deep sniff of her neck. “You smell like him,” he muttered. The smell of fancy-ass cologne Dixon wore made his nostrils flare. But even that good shit couldn’t completely cover the scent of old-man musk and mothballs. So dirty. He kissed her cheek and wrinkled his nose at the smell of her still cummy mouth. “He fuck your mouth?” he asked.

		 

		Callie let out a sharp breath and pushed him back. She spun around and folded her arms over her chest. “Don’t call it that!” she snapped.

		 

		Uh oh.

		 

		This was new. Why was she all pissed and stuff?

		 

		“What’s the matter?” Ken asked.

		 

		Callie furrowed her brow. Her eyes darted around the kitchen. The counter, the table, also piled high with dirty dishes. She glanced at the flecks of potato chip lying on the floor in front of the couch. She threw her hands up in the air.

		 

		Ken flinched and took a step back. She really was pissed. What the hell?

		 

		“This place is a dump,” she snapped.

		 

		Ken looked around, Callie’s bad mood dragging him out of his aroused stupor and plonking him firmly into the reality that surrounded him. She was right. The place was a dump. “I guess we should clean or something. Maybe tomorrow?” he asked. He turned back to look at her again. “Hey why are you all…cranky or something?” he asked, scowling. “I thought that, you know, since you were getting back from…your thing, that maybe we could…you know.” He jerked his head toward the bedroom.

		 

		She looked up at the ceiling and let out a heavy sigh. “God, Ken, is that, like, all you ever think about?”

		 

		The question was like a slap in the face. Because, yeah, that was what he’d been thinking about the last several hours but how could he not? This was supposed to be their game. Between the two of them. Now she seemed like she was mad that she had to include him in it. Which made him kind of mad, too. He put his hands on his hips. To show her he meant business, too. “Well I’m sorry I’ve been sitting here thinking about while you were getting your brains banged out by old man Dixon,” he barked. “Sorry if that made me think about sex a little too much for your liking. Sorry if, you know, sitting there imagining you getting railed by that old sausage got me in a mood. Sheesh, Cal, it’s like…”

		 

		“It’s for the money!” she shouted.

		 

		The upstairs neighbor banging on the floor made them both jump. “Shut the fuck up!” the guy shouted, his voice barely muffled by the wall.

		 

		Ken rolled his eyes.

		 

		“It’s for the money!” Callie hissed, her voice a whisper this time.

		 

		Ken stared at her long and hard. Something was definitely up with her. Something maybe even sex couldn’t fix. Though that seemed kind of crazy. What didn’t sex make better?

		 

		Her expression softened after a few moments. Her breathing calmed.

		 

		He stepped toward her and picked up her hand. Anger wasn’t going to solve anything. And anger wasn’t going to tilt her back toward the thing he wanted. “You have a bad night?” he asked quietly.

		 

		She looked up into his eyes and arched her brow. Drew in a deep breath, then let it out before looking off to one side. “It was fine,” she said, shaking her head.

		 

		He could tell her mood was softening, too. This was going the right way now. “You’re probably just tired. It’s late. Why don’t we go to bed? I’ll clean the place up tomorrow. I promise. Cal?”

		 

		She looked at him with skeptical eyes and twisted the corner of her mouth up. “I’ll help,” she finally said. “I’m sorry I snapped at you.”

		 

		“Hey,” he said, catching her eyes with his again. “I’m sorry,” he said. He wasn’t sure what he was sorry for. But in his experience it usually turned out to be a good thing to say. Even if you didn’t know.

		 

		She tilted her head to one side. “Aw, Ken. Thanks,” she whispered.

		 

		Bingo.

		 

		“Come on,” he said, pulling her by the arm. “Let’s get to bed.” His cock was hardening again and he started thinking about a good line to use once they were under the sheets.

		 

		“Oh, I need to shower,” she said.

		 

		Uh oh.

		 

		Shower bad. Shower meant she wouldn’t want to get messy again. And she probably was tired. But he was horny as hell. He stepped closer to her. Kissed her cheek and nuzzled her neck. “Baby…pleeease. I’ve been thinking about you all night. I couldn’t stop. I’m dying over here. Please?” he muttered.

		 

		She sighed again, staring off into the distance. “Yeah. Okay. Alright,” she finally said.

		 

		His heart soared even though hers didn’t really seem into it. He needed to get off. He pulled her into the bedroom and started taking off her clothes. Peppering her with kisses in between pulling off her skirt and blouse. Looking into her eyes and smiling. “You make a lot of cash tonight?” he asked.

		 

		She reached into her bra and pulled out a huge wad of crumpled bills. Plopped them down on the dresser as he pulled off her bra.

		 

		His eyes bugged at the money. “Oh shit that’s a lot.”

		 

		“Ken,” she said, grabbing his wrist.

		 

		“What is it, babe?” he asked.

		 

		“We can’t count on it,” she said, shaking her head.

		 

		“What?”

		 

		“We can’t count on this money forever. We need a plan. For when this is over.”

		 

		He scowled. “Over? What? Did Dixon say something? Is he, like, not want you doing stuff any more?”

		 

		Her lips parted and she paused. She shook her head. “No. He didn’t say anything,” she finally replied. “Just…it’s a feeling I got. We should just…”

		 

		He stepped closer to her, nodding. “Okay. Alright. We’ll make a plan. Tomorrow though, okay? Right after we clean the place up.”

		 

		She smirked and looked away.

		 

		“Come on baby,” he said, moving in and kissing her cheek again.

		 

		She let herself be dragged to the bed and crawled onto it.

		 

		Ken pulled his sweat pants off, staring at her pink pussy. It was all tight and sealed up like she hadn’t done anything at all. He got onto his knees on the bed thinking it might be nice to take her like that. From behind and staring at her ass hole. To his disappointment she rolled onto her back and spread her legs apart.

		 

		He smiled and crawled between them. The smell of Callie’s used, unwashed body surged up his nostrils and flexed his cock rock-hard. “God, Cal, you’re so beautiful,” he said, his eyes roaming along her curves.

		 

		She tsked, put her hands around his neck and pulled him into herself. “Oh Ken,” she whispered, meeting his gaze. “I love you.”

		 

		“I love you too, baby,” he whispered back. He pressed his hips forward and felt the damp crevice of her snatch against the head of his cock. Moved forward and inch and slipped inside her, her vulva swallowing his prick into it’s tight heat. “Oh fuck,” he groaned.

		 

		She let out a little gasp as he wriggled deeper into her. “Oh Ken,” she whispered. “You’re so hard.”

		 

		He pressed his last few inches in and felt his ball sack tap her ass. “That’s you, baby. It’s all you. I was thinking about you all night.”

		 

		She took one hand off his neck and caressed his cheek. “You’re so sweet,” she said. She bit down on her lower lip and a glint of mischief sparkled in her eye. “You really want to know how we did it?” she asked.

		 

		“Oh god, Cal. Yes. Please,” he groaned. His hips cocked, then rocked him back into her. The feeling of his cock slithering along her wet insides crackled in his brain.

		 

		She let out a low purr as he started thrusting gently into her. “He fucked me like this a lot,” she admitted. “In between my legs and slow and soft. He even stared into my eyes,” she said, looking deeply into his.

		 

		The exquisite pain of her admission twisted his guts. Imagining Dixon over top of her, his fat meatloaf sawing in and out of her sweet pussy as he stared into her eyes sent lust searing through him. “Oh fuck, Cal,” he muttered. His cock twitched inside her.

		 

		She gasped again. Now she started fucking him back. Tilting her hips down and gripping him with her pussy. Excitement glimmered in her eyes.

		 

		Ken felt the tide of his own excitement sweep him deeper into the moment. He pawed at her breast and started rutting harder and faster. His hips seemed to take on a life of their own. He lost control of his thrusting. Lost control of the lust surging through him as their bodies found a shared rhythm and bucked and rocked towards a climax. “You little slut,” he seethed, the vision of Dixon pounding her forming in his mind again.

		 

		Callie grabbed his wrist and brought his hand to her mouth. She slurped two fingers into it and sucked and licked at them with her tongue. “I’ll always be your little slut,” she whispered around them. Her hands shot to his ass. Her legs locked around his trunk. She tipped her hips up and clamped down hard with her pussy on his cock.

		 

		Her wet sleeve constricting him pulled the trigger. The load he’d been edging all night flooded through his cock, gushing out the head and spraying into her insides.

		 

		Clinging to him, Callie buried her head against his chest. She bit into his skin to stifle a cry as her body shook through an orgasm.

		 

		Ken kept hammering away, stretching out the pleasure until it slithered back into the base of his brain and Callie’s arms and legs fell away from him. He buried himself deep and kept himself inside as he leaned down and kissed her gently on the lips.

		 

		She opened her eyes and gazed up at him. “I love you, Ken,” she said, her voice tender and quiet.

		 

		“I love you, Cal,” he whispered back. This time as he rolled off her she turned and snuggled her back against his chest. Pulled the covers up and closed her eyes.

		 

		Ken turned out the bedside lamp. He still didn’t have a name for it but the feeling he’d been craving before she left, was back. He felt closer to her than he ever had. So close he really was going to clean the whole apartment tomorrow. Anything to make Cal happy.

		

	
		Chapter Four

		 

		He woke up to the sound of someone banging on the door. His mind still groggy, he fumbled for his phone on the nightstand. Lit up the screen to find it was a quarter to seven. “What the fuck?” he muttered.

		 

		Callie stirred beside him, pulling the pillow over her head and groaning as she tried to get back to sleep.

		 

		He slipped out of bed and padded across the floor. Through the living room and to the door where he twisted open the deadbolt and pulled out the chain before swinging it open. He squinted against the sun rising behind the guy standing on his stoop. Did he know this guy? He knew this guy. Who the hell was this guy?

		 

		Tattooed arms and a shaved head. Muscle all sinew and hard. Skin leathery like he spent his days working in the sun. Guy reached into his pocket and pulled out a fold of bills.

		 

		“Can I help you?” Ken asked. Realized he probably should have said “what the fuck” again. Who did this guy think he was banging down the door when it wasn’t even seven in the morning?

		 

		“How much she charge?” the guy grunted.

		 

		“Excuse me?” Ken asked.

		 

		“Your girlfriend. I saw her last night in the car. Blowing that old guy. How much for her mouth?”

		 

		Ken blanched at the question, the blood draining from his face. So someone had seen Callie last night. This guy. Who the fuck was this guy? “I…I don’t know what you’re talking about,” Ken stammered.

		 

		Guy rolled his eyes. “Oh fuck right off. I was up half the night listening to you jerking it. The other half listening to you guys argue and fuck.”

		 

		Ken’s face flushed hot. That’s who this guy was. Upstairs guy. And he’d seen everything. Seen Callie blowing Dixon. Heard them arguing and fucking. Probably thought Ken was a total loser or something, letting his wife give an old guy a blowjob in the car. “I…it’s not like that,” he finally managed to mutter.

		 

		Guy rolled his eyes again. “Oh fuck, man. What the fuck? I got cash. I just got stoned. I want a fucking beejer before work, dude.”

		 

		Ken shook his head. He looked down at the bills the guys was holding. Hundreds. His eyes went wide.

		 

		The guy smirked. “Figured she probably wasn’t a cheap whore with the car her friend was driving. Come on, man. My nuts are so blue they’re almost black. Help a guy out?”

		 

		Ken’s jaw dropped as the guy waved the money in front of his face. For a few seconds he actually contemplated letting him in. The guy was pushy and that was a thick wad of bills. And, with any luck, he’d get to watch Callie getting railed by this stud. Guy was cut. But reason returned before greed got the better of him. He shook his head. “I don’t know, man. I’d have to…I gotta’ talk to her first. It’s not like that,” he repeated.

		 

		The guy huffed and looked up at the sky. “Well fuck. I shouldn’t have smoked up before I asked. I get so fucking horny when I’m stoned, you know?”

		 

		Ken shrugged. “Yeah. I guess.”

		 

		“Well you fucking talk to her and tell her if she wants to make a little extra on the side to hit me up. I’ll be home around five.” Without another word he turned, slung the backpack he was holding over his shoulder, and jogged out to the street and disappeared.

		 

		Ken stood there in his underwear for a while. Scratching his head and wondering if that had really just happened. Then he walked back inside and closed the door softly so it didn’t wake up Callie. Took a look around. She was right. The place was a dump. Walking on tiptoes to stay quiet he started picking up old chip bags and putting them in the garbage. He got out the broom and dustpan and swept the linoleum, not wanting to wake her with the vacuum. When she got up around eight-thirty and slipped into the bathroom for a shower he donned his yellow dish gloves and started scrubbing.

		 

		Her eyes lit up when she stepped out a half hour later. “Oh Kenny!” she squeaked, pressing her hands against her chest. “You cleaned!”

		 

		He smiled, pride swelling inside him at how happy she was. “Just a little bit,” he said, looking around and admiring his handiwork.

		 

		Callie traipsed over to him wearing only a towel and hugged him.

		 

		He felt the pressure growing in his groin from her freshly showered smell and the warm skin of her hands against his shirt.

		 

		“Who was at the door earlier?” she asked, pulling away and looking up at him.

		 

		“Huh? Oh, that. Yeah it was just…it was nothing, really,” he said, unable to look her in the eyes as he answered.

		 

		She gave him a funny look. Like she knew he had something to say but didn’t want to say it. “Ken? Who was it?” she asked again.

		 

		He sighed, knowing he couldn’t lie. Well, maybe he could have for now. But he couldn’t keep secrets from Callie. And the guy was probably going to show up again so she’d find out eventually. “It’s…it was this guy…oh shit, Callie,” he muttered.

		 

		“Ken? What is it?” she asked.

		 

		He took a deep breath and steeled himself for what he was about to do. What he had to do. “It was upstairs guy, Callie. I didn’t get his name,” he said.

		 

		She furrowed her brow. “Upstairs guy? You mean the upstairs neighbor?”

		 

		“Yeah. That guy,” he replied.

		 

		“Well what did he want?”

		 

		He looked at her out of the corner of his eye, unsure of how she was going to react. “He wanted…he saw you last night, Cal. With Dixon? In the car.”

		 

		Her eyes went wide and her face went white. Holding onto the towel with one hand she put the other over her mouth. “He saw me?” she whispered, obviously mortified.

		 

		“He saw you giving Dixon a blowjob,” he said, a strange excitement pulsing through him he’d never felt before. Because for all the dirty things Callie had done so far, this was the dirtiest. The neighbor catching her blowing her sugar daddy before saying goodnight. And now he thought she was an honest to goodness whore.

		 

		Callie’s eyes focused on some distant point as she processed what he’d just said. They refocused on him a minute later, her composure returning.

		 

		He wondered how she’d managed to collect herself so fast.

		 

		“What did he want?” she asked, sounding like she wasn’t too sure if she really wanted to know.

		 

		He glanced at her then turned his eyes to the ground. She was probably going to freak out. And he hated that. But there was really no other choice but to tell her. “He wanted…he wanted one,” he said quietly. He glanced up at her again and watched her process that little tidbit. To his surprise she did not freak out.

		 

		She looked a little apprehensive. But she wasn’t hiding under the sheets crying. What did that mean?

		 

		“What did you say to him?” she finally asked.

		 

		He shrugged. “I…I didn’t know what to say. So I said, and please don’t get mad, I said I’d have to talk to you about it. Fuck. I’m in an idiot,” he added, realizing what a mistake he’d made. Talk to her about it? About what? Whoring her out to some greasy dude who lived in the shack above them? Rich Dixon was one thing. This was something else entirely. This was nasty.

		 

		But Callie, to his shock, didn’t seem terribly grossed out about it. She looked…calculating.

		 

		He stared at her for a long time as she thought, wondering what the hell could be running through her mind. She wasn’t actually considering this, was she? And if she was surely he’d have to convince her otherwise. He really wished the cha-ching! sound would stop playing over and over in his mind. When she didn’t say anything for a few minutes he touched her arm. “Cal? Callie? You alright?”

		 

		She looked startled. Like he’d pulled her out of a deep daydream and she’d forgotten where she was. She looked around getting her bearings. “Huh? Oh, yeah. Fine. I’m fine.”

		 

		He narrowed his eyes at her. “What are you…you’re not actually thinking of…” He couldn’t bring himself to finish the sentence. Giving that guy a blow job. Are you?!?

		 

		“Oh I was just…” She trailed off. She chewed on her lip for a moment and thought some more. Then she picked up his hand and pulled him towards the bedroom.

		 

		“What are you doing?” he asked, laughing nervously and praying she was doing what he thought she was doing.

		 

		She bit her lip again as she backed up towards the bed.

		 

		His eyes bugged as she let the towel fall exposing her beautiful naked body. “I thought I’d say thank-you for cleaning while I was sleeping,” she whispered, mischief creeping into her smile.

		 

		***

		 

		Her mind was spinning with a thousand different thoughts as she turned Ken towards the bed and pushed him down onto it. Dirty, dirty thoughts that she knew she shouldn’t be having but couldn’t help. She’d always thought the guy upstairs was kind of hot. Of course she’d never tell Ken that. It was just an innocent thing. She’d talked to him once. He was a bricklayer, which made sense with how ripped his body was. He’d flirted with her a bit and she’d flirted back then felt bad about it. Given Ken a really good blow job to make up for it but hadn’t told on herself.

		 

		I’m not really considering this. Am I?

		 

		Wondering what it would feel like to get laid by that guy was confusing her. Clouding her judgment. She tried to think straight as she sank to her knees in front of Ken and pulled his cock out of his underwear. She smiled at seeing it. A familiar cock she knew and liked. It always made her feel good. A cock she could count on.

		 

		Ken was staring at her in disbelief as she pushed her mouth over it and started sucking.

		 

		She needed to think. She needed time to think and this was the perfect distraction. This would keep Ken occupied while she sorted out her thoughts.

		 

		Am I really going to fuck that guy?

		 

		With everything that had happened with Mr. Dixon the night before she couldn’t help but contemplate it. He said he’d call her again. To keep her phone on. But how long before that well of money ran dry? She’d seen the disappointment in his eyes when she told him she couldn’t leave Ken. How long before he got tired of her? If she had another guy on the side maybe that would help cushion the blow when Mr. Dixon stopped needing her so much?

		 

		But that’s crazy. You’re being actually crazy. That’s actual whoring, Callie.

		 

		The thought tickled her soft bits. Actual whoring. Taking money from someone for a sex act. No pretending to be a housemaid. Just money for sex. But with everything that had happened it didn’t seem that crazy. She did it with Mr. Dixon. Ken liked it. Why shouldn’t she do it with another guy? If he was willing to pay?

		 

		Mr. Dixon, Ken and the upstairs guy all twirled around in her mind as she bobbed up and down on Ken’s lap. She got so distracted she forgot what she was doing. It took Ken grunting and pushing her away from his cock for her to realize she’d been blowing him for almost ten minutes.

		 

		“Oh Cal, Callie…fuck. You gotta’ stop. I’m so close,” he muttered.

		 

		“Oh!” she giggled, wiping a strand of saliva away from the corner of her mouth with a finger. She got up on her knees over Ken on the bed as he stared at her breasts and squeezed them in his hands. She giggled again. Men were so funny. Then she had a thought.

		 

		She’d have an easier time thinking if Ken wasn’t right up in her face moaning as she fucked him. She needed just a little more time. And Ken liked it reverse-wise. She threw a leg over his lap and spun around so her ass was towards him. Backed up onto his lap and got up on her feet. Popped a squat over him and grabbed his cock. Swiped it back and forth along her crevice to find herself surprisingly wet from sucking him and thinking her dirty thoughts.

		 

		“Oh Cal,” he groaned. “Oh Callie…”

		 

		She impaled her pussy on him, humming at the pleasant sensation of his cock sliding into her again. Bracing herself on his knees she started doing low squats up and down on his muscle.

		 

		“Oh fuck Callie it’s so good,” Ken groaned.

		 

		Think, think, think.

		 

		Mr. Dixon. Ken. Upstairs guy. Upstairs guy. Mr. Dixon. Something wasn’t clicking. Mr. Dixon. Mr. Dixon would have something to say about upstairs guy. She just knew he would. She would have to talk to Mr. Dixon first. Would he mad? How could he be? She had to make a living, after all. She thought of how naughty she’d feel telling Mr. Dixon she wanted to start whoring herself out to other men and not just him. She wondered if upstairs guy would let Ken watch. He liked that so much. She stifled a giggle as Ken groaned behind her. She felt his cock flex.

		 

		“Oh Cal!” he warbled, putting his hands on her hips and pounding her down on him harder.

		 

		“Oh baby!” she squeaked. “Baby you feel so good! Fuck it into me Kenny! Fuck your cum into me!” Her eyes bugged as she realized she hadn’t remembered to put her rubber thing in yet. Not last night and Ken had fucked her real good. Not this morning and he was about to blow inside her.

		 

		She was about to pop off and finish him with her hand when he pulled her down by the waist and his cock started pulsing up inside her. She bit her lip, worry creasing her brow. It probably wasn’t that time of the month but still…

		 

		Glancing over her shoulder she saw Ken’s face all twisted up in pleasure. Shrugging, she kept up the steady rhythm of bouncing, finishing him off inside herself as she lined up the ducks in a row in her mind.

		 

		First she had to talk to Mr. Dixon.

		 

		Then she’d talk to Ken.

		 

		If everything was alright then she’d have a chat with upstairs guy. How much should she even charge? she wondered.

		 

		As Ken finished and fell back onto the bed she gave his cock a few more pumps before slipping off and rolling over beside him. She couldn’t suppress her grin at her new plan.

		 

		Ken turned and looked at her. “I guess it was as good for you as it was for me,” he said, chuckling.

		 

		“It was amazing, Ken,” she purred, kissing him on the cheek before bouncing out of bed. “But I’m starving,” she said, walking to the kitchen and not bothering to even put any clothes on. As worried as she’d been last night she felt like she now had the plan she’d wanted. It wasn’t perfect but what was? She buttered a piece of bread and took a bite. Then she turned to find Ken creeping from around the door frame to the bedroom.

		 

		His eyes raking up and down her body, his attention gripped by her nakedness. She smiled and turned back around giving him a nice view of her ass. Everything was going to be okay after all.

		

	
		Chapter Five

		 

		She got a little worried the third day when Mr. Dixon didn’t call. Kept checking her phone to make sure she hadn’t missed a text from him. It was strange. They’d been seeing so much of each other for the last few weeks and now nothing.

		 

		They’d cleaned the whole apartment top to bottom as best they could. There was so many cracks in the floors and the walls you couldn’t really get the grime out of some of them. But the place wasn’t a dump anymore and that made her feel better.

		 

		She sent Ken to the store for groceries and when he was gone pulled out the stash of cash in her bedside table. Counted five thousand bucks, which made her worry. Five grand was a lot for them. But she was sure she’d brought home more than that. After so many nights with Mr. Dixon all she had to show for it was five thousand?

		 

		Had Ken been spending it? On what? All he did was eat chips and watch TV all day and night.

		 

		She stashed the money away after putting a few hundreds in her purse. Turned on the TV and flicked through some channels to find nothing good on. Jumped when her phone finally buzzed next to her. She picked it up and swiped it on and found the little orange icon glowing in the upper left hand side. She tapped it and the messaging app filled the screen.

		 

		Eight o’clock. My place. Wear something nice. We’re going out.

		 

		She clapped her hands and bobbed up and down on the couch. Tapped out her reply. I’ll be there, Mr. Dixon followed by a grinny face. Turned off the TV and jumped into the shower. It was only three o’clock but she’d take her time getting ready. Make sure she was looking her best for Mr. Dixon. Going out? Where was he taking her? Out out? Like, to a bar? That was different.

		 

		Standing under the running water she had a slight doubt. Would Ken be okay with that? Going out was a little…a little more something than just fucking. Going out was like a date, wasn’t it? She’d have to make sure to reassure Ken that it was nothing like that. Maybe she’d even give him another blowjob. That would settle him down.

		 

		She finished up her shower and towelled herself off. Thought of putting her makeup on then changed her mind. Ken would want her when she told him she was going to see Mr. Dixon. It always made him so horny. She walked out of the bathroom to find Ken putting groceries away into the fridge and cupboard.

		 

		“Oh hey!” he said as she walked into the kitchen with just her towel on. “I bought chicken I thought we could…” He stopped in mid-sentence and looked down at the towel around her. “Whatcha’ doing in the shower?” he asked.

		 

		She bit her lip and pranced up to him. Making it very clear with the way she moved that he was about to get something out of this deal. “Mr. Dixon texted me,” she said, her voice a little too giddy.

		 

		She realized from his expression that he didn’t seem too happy about it. She arched her brow at him. “Ken? Is everything okay? You alright?” she asked.

		 

		“Oh. Oh yeah, fine. I just…it’s been real nice having you around so much. I thought we could make dinner together or something,” he said, waving back at the groceries on the counter. He put his game smile on. “Don’t worry about it. We can do it tomorrow. Chicken’ll keep till then.”

		 

		She felt a sudden pang of sadness. A wish for a normal life. A life where she went to a normal job during the day then came home at night so her husband could make dinner for her. Got her throat kind of tight so she had to push it out of her mind. This was the plan. This was their way out. Now if she could just get Ken to find a job she wouldn’t have to do this for much longer.

		 

		“So you’re going over to Dixon’s, huh? What time?” he asked, pulling her out of her thoughts.

		 

		“Uh, for eight o’clock,” she replied. “Ken?”

		 

		“Hm?”

		 

		“I think…I think I might ask him about upstairs guy.”

		 

		Silence.

		 

		“What?” Ken whispered.

		 

		“Well I was just thinking that, you know, I wouldn’t want Mr. Dixon to get mad if I saw someone on the side and…”

		 

		“You’re thinking of…seeing upstairs guy?” he asked.

		 

		She watched his eyes trying to figure out how he felt about it. Couldn’t read him just then. “Is that alright? I thought…I guess I thought you’d think it was hot.” She glanced down at his crotch to see his cock twitching to life. Of course he thought it was hot. He was a dirty pervert. Why was he acting so funny?

		 

		Ken shook out of his apparent stupor. He blinked a few times and looked down at the ground, then back up at her, smiling. “Sure. Of course. Yeah. It…it is actually hot. Sorry. I got…a little distracted there.”

		 

		That was better. She returned his smile and sauntered over to where he was standing. Gave him a peck on the lips, then let her towel fall to the ground. She looked into his eyes. “You know eight o’clock’s still a while away. I’m pretty sure I’ll have time for another shower if, you know, you want to go to the bedroom for a while?”

		 

		***

		 

		He was a little stunned by the suggestion. But mostly because his mind was still on her going to Dixon’s place that evening. That and what she’d said about the upstairs guy. It wasn’t so much that he minded. Hell, he’d had the idea himself when the guy had come to the door. But these past three days, having the old Callie back, taking walks in the park and just being together, had changed things for him somehow. It was still a big turn on thinking of her with other guys. But he’d sort of come to realize that there was more to life than getting a boner on and having a fuck about it. He’d sort of come to realize that just being around her was fun, too.

		 

		But he let himself be dragged into the bedroom by hot, naked Callie. Let her push him onto the bed and slide down onto her knees between his legs, grinning.

		 

		He groaned as she took his cock out and put her mouth on it. Watched a little stunned as she started hauling on it like a demon. Like she was trying to suck the seed right out of him.

		 

		She closed her eyes and started bobbing up and down until his dick was painfully hard. Then she popped off of him, grabbed him with her hand and started stroking, staring up into his eyes. She got under his cock and licked his balls. Dragged her tongue up the shaft and swirled it around the head. Then she rubbed it along her lips and cheek, smiling. “I’m going to suck Mr. Dixon just like this,” she said, staring into his eyes.

		 

		The orgasm came out of nowhere catching him completely off guard. His hips shook and a rope of cum shot through his shaft.

		 

		Cal didn’t expect it either. As it blasted out of the head of his cock it shot straight onto her breasts, splattering in a diagonal line across them. She squealed in surprise, then started giggling as she finished him with her hand.

		 

		He emerged from the climax panting and feeling completely spent.

		 

		“Well that was something,” Callie said, still smiling.

		 

		“Sorry about that,” he muttered.

		 

		She shrugged. “I was going to go for a ride but whatever. I’m gonna’ go make a sandwich before I head out okay?”

		 

		He nodded. “Sure. Sure thing.” He watched her get up, spin around and skip into the kitchen naked. A moment later she was humming, clattering plates and knives, rooting around in the fridge.

		 

		His mind wandered sitting on the bed. Before she’d jerked him off he’d felt a weird impulse. To ask her not to go to Mr. Dixon’s place. To stay with him just one more evening. Maybe watch some crappy TV. Just to be together a little while longer without letting the rude world in just yet.

		 

		Now that she’d rubbed one out it wasn’t as strong but it was still there. He explained to himself that they needed the money. That this was the fastest, easiest way for her to make a buck and pull in way more than he could make. But the feeling wouldn’t go away. It still turned him on to think of her with Mr. Dixon. Even turned him on to think of her with upstairs guy. But now there was a part of him, however small, that kind of wanted to have her all to himself again.

		 

		“You want a ham and cheese?” she called out from the kitchen. The question dragged him out of his thoughts.

		 

		He hauled his pants and underwear up and shouted “sure!” At least now he had something to do while she was gone other than eating chips and staring at the TV.

		 

		***

		 

		It surprised her a little to find Mr. Dixon wearing his suit and tie when he opened the door.

		 

		His smile was a little less warm and a little more polite than it had been the last time she’d seen him. It worried her a little.

		 

		“Hey doll,” he said. “Come in. Step in.” He waved her inside.

		 

		She walked through the door holding her purse in front of her with both hands. Heard voices from somewhere in the back of the house and shot Mr. Dixon a funny look about it.

		 

		He grinned.

		 

		“What’s going on?”

		 

		He put a hand under her arm as he swung the door shut. “Just havin’ a few people over. You want to join us?”

		 

		“Um…erm…” she said, squirming and biting her lip.

		 

		“Relax, relax,” he said, patting her arm. “It’s no pressure. Just a little get-together. You’ll fit right in.”

		 

		Her mind started racing. Mr. Dixon seemed like he was back to his old self. But what could he want from her with a few people over? Given everything else he’d wanted from her, her mind immediately went to a dirty place. A place she wasn’t sure she wanted to go. Doing dirty things for Mr. Dixon for money was kind of fun and naughty. But with other people? Wasn’t that going a bit too far? She shot him a nervous glance.

		 

		“Doll,” he said, tilting his head to one side and spreading his hands. “You can leave any time. Trust me. You know me. Just come have a couple of drinks and see if you like my friends.”

		 

		Hearing him call them his friends eased her worry a bit. She didn’t think she’d ever heard him call anyone his friend. And a couple of drinks wouldn’t hurt. If she wanted to leave then he’d let her. He’d just told her so himself. “Alright,” she finally said, smiling again. She let herself be led to the back room with the fireplace. Got a little nervous when they walked in.

		 

		All eyes were on her immediately. There was a couple of guys about Mr. Dixon’s age sitting on one of the couches. Across from them was a black couple who looked like they were maybe in their mid-forties. They looked very elegant. The woman was wearing a plain black dress with a pearl necklace around her neck. She had on black stilettos and red lipstick. The man was wearing a turtleneck and looked very fit. They both smiled as she walked in, as did the men on the couch.

		 

		“Hey everyone? This is Callie,” Mr. Dixon said.

		 

		Everyone grinned when they heard her name. Except the woman who turned to Mr. Dixon with a funny smile on her face. “Oh Don, you didn’t,” she said. Then she rolled her head back in a haughty laugh.

		 

		So that was Mr. Dixon’s name. Don. Don Dixon. For some reason knowing his first name deflated her enthusiasm a little. Up till now he had just been Mr. Dixon. And that had somehow kept her feeling…professional about their relationship. But hearing him called Don, like any old plain and ordinary Tom, Dick or Harry, kind of changed things. Made it less of a transaction or something.

		 

		“Why don’t you say hi to everyone, doll?” Mr. Dixon asked. She preferred to keep thinking about him as Mr. Dixon.

		 

		“Hi everyone,” she said meekly, forcing a smile.

		 

		A chorus of voices replied with an enthusiastic “Hi Callie!” Then everyone started laughing again. Except the woman who arched her brow and said “Oh, adorable!”

		 

		Being the center of their attention got her feeling a little squirmy again. A little funny between the legs, too. She’d always hated being the center of attention. But now, knowing there was probably something dirty going to happen, it had her all hot and bothered again. For some reason she thought of Ken. Ken! Ken should know about this. She shouldn’t do anything too naughty without asking Ken if it would be okay with him first. She’d always done that and this time shouldn’t be any different. “Uh, Mr. Dixon?” she asked quietly.

		 

		“Huh?”

		 

		“Maybe I should text Ken first,” she said, dropping her voice because everyone in the room had fallen silent.

		 

		“Oh? Oh. Sure,” he said, looking like he didn’t really understand.

		 

		She reached into her purse and pulled out her phone. Then, so as not to be rude, walked over and stood by the wall.

		 

		“Everything okay?” someone asked.

		 

		“She’s gotta’ tell her husband first.”

		 

		Callie glanced at the crowd of strangers out of the corner of her eye. She saw the woman’s eyes go wide.

		 

		“She has a husband too?” the woman asked in disbelief.

		 

		Callie’s eyes darted back to her phone so she wasn’t caught staring.

		 

		“He’s alright. Nice guy,” Mr. Dixon said.

		 

		“Well get him over here!” the woman urged.

		 

		“Huh? Really?” Mr. Dixon asked.

		 

		“If you perverts get to have you fun then I want to have some too!” the woman said.

		 

		“Babe I thought you liked…” the black man began.

		 

		The woman shot him a disbelieving look. “Oh put a sock in it Clarence. You’ve got as good of a deal as it gets with me. Don’t go screwing it up.” She smacked him on the leg.

		 

		The man, Clarence, started chuckling and the others joined in.

		 

		“Alright, alright. Before we all spoil the mood. Hey doll!” Mr. Dixon barked at her.

		 

		“Yes Mr. Dixon?” she asked. She noticed the black woman roll her eyes.

		 

		“Tell yer’, what’s his name? Ken? Ken. Tell Ken to get his ass in a cab and get over here.”

		 

		Her heart did a little patter. “Yeah. Okay. Sure,” she said. She tapped out a message and hit send. Then she turned back to the group to see that everyone was staring at her and smiling again.

		

	
		Chapter Six

		 

		He’d grabbed a wad of bills and darted to the door as soon as the message had come through. His heart was racing. There’s something new here. He wants you to come over, Cal had written.

		 

		Something new.

		 

		That was kind of exciting. More exciting to him was that he was going to be with Callie for it. As soon as she’d left he’d felt a pang of regret at letting her go. He’d tried to concentrate on what he was doing but couldn’t. His mind wandered constantly back to her. Wondering what she was doing and whether she was at Dixon’s yet. And now he was invited and no matter what happened to her they were going to be there together.

		 

		Right as he was about to run through the door he looked down and realized he was a mess. He had on sweatpants and a torn shirt. Wouldn’t do to show up at Dixon’s fancy-ass mansion looking like that. He raced to the bedroom and threw on a button up shirt and a pair of jeans. Glanced in the mirror to see he was looking a little more respectable. Then he darted out onto the street and hailed the first cab that drove by.

		 

		Took fifteen minutes to get to Dixon’s. He paid the driver and popped out the door and darted up the steps taking two at a time. Rang the doorbell and focused on catching his breath as he waited.

		 

		Dixon opened the door a few moments later. “Hey. Thanks for showin’ up. Come on. Party’s just getting started.”

		 

		Party? He followed Dixon in and followed him down the hall. To the same room they’d been in the first time with the big fireplace. He was surprised to find four other people there. Two guys who looked more or less like Mr. Dixon and a black couple on the other couch. There was Callie, sitting primly on the couch with her legs and feet pressed together, sipping on a pink drink through a straw.

		 

		The black woman looked over at him as he walked in. “Oh that’s pretty,” she said.

		 

		Callie shot him a shy smile.

		 

		“Everyone this is Ken,” Dixon said, jerking a thumb over his shoulder and sitting down on the third couch.

		 

		Everyone called out a “hi Ken!” The two older guys waved. The black woman patted the seat next to her. “Get over here, Ken. You’re sitting with me.”

		 

		He glanced at Dixon, who waved his drink toward the woman. Then at Callie who gave the slightest of nods. Walked over to the couch and sat down a few hand lengths away from the woman. She was very pretty with high cheeks and a petite nose. She had pretty big breasts and the short dress she was wearing showed off her nicely toned legs. She patted the couch again. “Honey you don’t have to be shy,” she said. “Come on scooch over.”

		 

		He glanced at Callie again but she was in her own world. The black guy was whispering something into her ear that was making her giggle. He shuffled a little closer but startled when the woman gently put her hand on his thigh. He glanced up to find her smiling.

		 

		“That’s better,” she said in a whisper.

		 

		On the other side of the room Dixon and his pals were chatting and seemed to not be paying attention to them.

		 

		“Ken’s a nice name. I’m Candice. It’s nice to meet you.” She offered her hand.

		 

		Ken shook it but felt a little blush of embarrassment heat his cheeks. He still wasn’t sure why he was there. But with everything that had happened with Cal and Dixon, he was pretty sure it was going to get nasty. He glanced at Cal again. She was still giggling, blushing now as the man talking to her was brushing her hair with his finger and trying to kiss her on the cheek.

		 

		Seeing it gave Ken a powerful jolt of arousal. There was something about the man’s dark skin against Callie’s pale complexion that made a part of his brain crackle. The guy was obviously hitting on her. That got him going, too. The whole thing with Dixon had unfolded slowly. Watching this new guy put the moves on Callie was like a smack to the cheek. But in a good way, if that made any sense.

		 

		His attention was redirected when Candice rubbed her hand along his leg. He looked down at it, then up into her smiling eyes. “You’re Callie’s husband? Boyfriend?” she asked.

		 

		“Uh, husband,” he muttered.

		 

		“You are just the cutest couple,” Candice said, nodding.

		 

		“Oh. Well, thanks,” he replied. She was still rubbing his leg and the feeling was going straight to his groin where his cock started hardening.

		 

		“So tell me Ken. Do you like watching your wife be with other men?”

		 

		The question jolted him and his face erupted in a hot blush. Sure he’d been into the whole Dixon thing. But again, that had unravelled slowly. Now there was a complete stranger, a very attractive stranger, asking him a very intimate question. It was jarring.

		 

		She leaned in, put a finger on his chin and tipped his head back until he was gazing into her eyes. “You don’t have to be shy with me, Ken. We’re all friends here. We’ll all take care of each other.” She nodded.

		 

		Ken mirrored the nod, not sure why he did.

		 

		“So tell me. Do you like watching your wife with another man?” she repeated.

		 

		He hesitated for a moment. Candice stroking his leg was making it difficult to concentrate on anything else. When her hand moved further up his thigh, up towards his crotch, he pressed himself into the couch feeling trapped.

		 

		“Don’t you like it?” she asked. Her dark eyes and the slight smile she was wearing put him into a daze. He noticed that across from them Dixon and his pals had gone quiet. They were sitting with their drinks in hand, staring at him and Callie and black couple between them.

		 

		“I like it,” he whispered though he felt a little short on breath. He hadn’t been touched by anyone but Callie in a very long time. It was exciting but her worried that she’d get upset. He glanced her way and saw that she was looking at him, what looked like wonder in her eyes. The man was touching her leg the same way Candice was touching his. He jolted when she cupped his balls with her palm and squeezed his shaft with her fingers.

		 

		“Don’t worry,” she whispered into his ear. “I won’t bite. You know my husband Clarence over there has a very big penis,” she said, rubbing the seam of his pants. “He’s very good at using, too.”

		 

		He was getting painfully hard from her advances. She smelled nice, too. Like flowers or fruit or something. Had shivers racing down his spine as she fondled him.

		 

		“Do you think you’d like to see Clarence use his penis on your wife?”

		 

		Clarence was running his thumb along Callie’s lower lip. Whispering to her and kissing her every so often. She looked as mesmerized as Ken felt. She’d even seen Candice’s hand in his lap and hadn’t looked upset.

		 

		Ken decided to take that as tacit approval to let Candice continue. It felt so good, too. He wasn’t sure he could have made her stop even if he wanted.

		 

		Candice put a finger and thumb on his chin and brought his eyes to hers. “You’re a little dazed, aren’t you Ken?” she said.

		 

		“Uh-huh,” he replied. His head was swimming, his brain felt like an jellyfish in the ocean floating lazily through the murky depths of his own arousal. “I think so,” he muttered.

		 

		She squeezed his package and grinned. “Just what I thought you were going to say,” she whispered.

		 

		She reached over and gave Clarence two pats on the leg then returned her attention to Ken’s groin.

		 

		Clarence stood up. He undid his belt and pants and pushed them halfway down his legs. The room fell deathly silent.

		 

		The only sound Ken heard was Callie drawing in a quiet breath. He looked sideways. Her eyes were locked on the half-erect black dick suspended in the air in front of her face. Ken looked at it too. It wasn’t like his and it certainly wasn’t like Dixon’s. It was thick enough but it was real long, too. And while his was lean and pointy and Dixon’s was a fat stump, this one looked strong. Almost muscular.

		 

		Clarence looked unembarrassed as he took it in hand and stroked it a few times in front of Callie’s face. He lifted her chin with two fingers until their eyes met. “You like that dick?” he asked.

		 

		Callie blinked a few times and looked lost. She turned and glanced at Ken, who was so bedazzled by what was happening he couldn’t think of a single thing to say or do. Callie looked even more beautiful to him with that dick in front of her. She’d looked so pretty being dirty with Dixon. But this black dick somehow made it more special. Exotic or something.

		 

		She blinked again then turned to Mr. Dixon.

		 

		Dixon leaned forward on the sofa seat, grinning. He waved his hand at Callie. “Go on, doll. It’s what we all came here to see. We’ll talk about the rest later,” he said, winking.

		 

		Ken thought that probably meant something about money. Which also excited him. Callie was going to get paid to suck and probably fuck this black dick so Dixon could watch. And Ken was getting the best seat in the house to see it. Up close and personal.

		 

		Candice turned away from him and towards Callie. She shuffled over to sit closer to her. Put a hand on her cheek and turned her head, then pressed her lips against her open mouth in a deep kiss.

		 

		His jaw fell and his eyes bugged at Candice making out with Callie. “Holy fuck,” someone whispered on the other side of the room. “That’s fucken’ hot as balls.” He was quickly shushed and the room fell into silence. The sticky sound of Candice’s wet kisses on Callie drifted toward him. It was a long, slow kiss and when Candice pulled away Callie looked stunned and flushed. “You alright?” Candice asked. Callie nodded. “You want to suck my husband’s dick?” Callie nodded again.

		 

		Smiling, Candice turned her head. She put her hand on the back of it and pressed Callie forward.

		 

		Callie leaned in. In and in until her lips were less than an inch from Clarence’s muscled cock. She turned her eyes up and looked into his.

		 

		“Go on, girl,” he said. “You’re gonna’ love it.”

		 

		Callie wrapped her hand around the root of it and drew in a quick breath again. “It’s so hard,” she whispered to no one in particular. Then she closed her eyes and lowered her mouth onto his cock until it disappeared past her lips.

		 

		Candice came back to Ken. She ruffled his hair and pressed her hand against his crotch again. “Your wife is just the sweetest thing,” she said. She tipped her head and their mouths met. She plunged her tongue into Ken’s, pressing against it with lust and hunger.

		 

		He was a little embarrassed about the way he groaned into her mouth. It just felt so good what she was doing. Her fingers playing with his testicles through his pants, fucking his mouth with her tongue. She pulled away and studied his expression. “We’re gonna’ have a great time you and me,” she said. She started fumbling with his zipper, trying to get his pants undone.

		 

		Behind her Clarence had both his hands on either side of Callie’s head. He was moving it back and forth slowly, driving his cock a little deeper into her throat with each thrust.

		 

		Callie’s eyes were open but she was wearing a blank stare like she was somewhere far away in her mind. She didn’t seem at all upset that Clarence’s cock was being pushed into her throat.

		 

		After a few minutes of this Clarence pulled her mouth off his cock. It came out of her mouth covered in a sticky sheen of saliva and bile, a string of which clung to Callie’s lip. He swiped at it then put her fingers into his mouth and let her suck them off.

		 

		Over on the other side of the room Dixon and his pals had their hands on their groins, rubbing themselves and letting out the occasional grunt.

		 

		Clarence took Callie by the hand and helped her stand. He was a tall man and Callie only came midway up his chest. He bent down and kissed her on the lips. By the way his jaw moved it looked like he kissed her just as deep as Candace had Ken.

		 

		It was then that Ken felt Candace’s warm hand slip down his pants. She wrapped it in a strong grip around his shaft and squeezed it three times. When he looked at her she was wearing a wicked grin. “You like that?” she asked.

		 

		He nodded, his mind feverish from all the sexual over-stimulation.

		 

		Clarence pulled away and stood up straight. “Take your clothes off, baby,” he said to Callie. “Let’s see that pussy. Let’s see what we’re workin’ with.”

		 

		Callie’s slow nod was just like Ken’s.

		

	
		Chapter Seven

		 

		What was happening to her was incredibly dirty. Even though she’d been conditioned over the past few weeks by Mr. Dixon’s perversions this was still far dirtier than any of her wildest imagined fantasies.

		 

		She could see that lady Candice’s hand down Ken’s pants out of the corner of her eye. It wasn’t terrible, sure, but it did make her a little jealous. Maybe even more than a little. Ken’s thing was hers. Or it had been until now. So seeing an attractive older woman squeezing it inside his jeans was unsettling.

		 

		But she didn’t have much time to focus on it. Clarence had her climbing up onto the couch. Up on her hands and knees. Flipping up her dress and showing off her lady parts to everyone in the room.

		 

		“Ooooh, baby,” he cooed as she felt his fingers rubbing her underwear along the same of her opening. “Oh look at that,” he said.

		 

		“Holy shit,” someone grunted.

		 

		“Ya’? What’d I tell ya’?” Mr. Dixon said.

		 

		She blushed and looked down at the couch pillows. Glanced over her shoulder for another glimpse of Clarence’s cock. A shudder raced through her at the sight of it. It was an incredibly beautiful penis. Long and thick and strong. She’d gotten so wet just from sucking it, imagining what it was going to feel like inside her. She was pretty sure she was going to make a lot of money tonight. Mr. Dixon was no cheapskate and this was a lot of business she hadn’t been ready for. But if she were being honest with herself? She might not have had the choice of whether to fuck that gorgeous cock or not. Even if she wasn’t getting paid she might have just rolled over and spread her legs for it because of how pretty it was.

		 

		She winced as Clarence pulled her panties to the side revealing her pussy lips and ass hole to the room. Now there could be no doubt that everyone could see everything. She felt like an animal at an auction or something. She wondered if Mr. Dixon was going to ask her if she’d fuck his pals, too. She could see them over there on the other couch. Grunting and sweating and tugging themselves as they stared at her. It was greasy but it made her even hornier.

		 

		“Oh shit,” Clarence whispered behind her as he pressed his fingers against her folds. “She’s soaking wet.” He stepped forward and knelt down in front of her, smiling. “You like sucking dick, baby?”

		 

		She looked at him with the biggest, most innocent-looking eyes she could make. “I sure liked sucking yours,” she whispered back.

		 

		His smile turned sly.

		 

		To her side one of the older guys whooped. Mr. Dixon was grinning. “What’d I say? She’s hot to trot, ain’t she?” he asked no one in particular.

		 

		“Hubby sure likes watching you do that,” Candice said behind her. “His dick’s flopping around like a fish out of water.”

		 

		The men all chuckled.

		 

		She got wetter still. Knowing Ken was right behind her watching. Even if Candice was fondling him, whatever. It was plenty hot knowing he was getting excited staring at her dripping pussy.

		 

		“Let’s get this off,” Clarence said. He peeled the dress off over her head and down her arms. Unhooked her bra slipped that off, too. Then he pulled her panties off down her legs and helped her out of them. “Oh yeah,” he purred as he came back around to face her. He got up on his knees on the couch and pulled her hair into a ponytail behind her head. “Get that young man nekkid’ baby,” he ordered Clarence. Then he pulled her mouth over his shaft.

		 

		There was a commotion behind her. Obviously Candice helping Ken out of his clothes.

		 

		She closed her eyes and savored the sensation of Clarence’s powerful cock in her mouth. So strong, penetrating her like he owned her. Like he could do this any time he wanted. It was a little hard to admit but she’d do it, too. She’d probably do anything he asked if he whipped that cock out. She loved how hard it felt on her tongue. Even when the tip started leaking she didn’t mind the taste at all. Swallowed it all greedily down hoping there was more.

		 

		“Get his mouth on her pussy, baby,” Clarence said.

		 

		Her eyes bugged as she felt Ken crawl up behind her, then felt his lips press against her pussy. His tongue flicked out and swiped up and down her seam. Then he went lower, licking circles around her clit the way she liked. She shuddered and let out a low moan over Clarence’s cock.

		 

		“Yeah she likes it,” Clarence said, smiling down at her. “We’re gonna’ give you the fucking fever honey,” he said.

		 

		She wasn’t sure what that was but she sure as heck didn’t want any kind of fever.

		 

		“Gonna’ get you so hotted up you’re not gonna’ wanna’ stop!” Clarence said.

		 

		Well that might be kind of fun, she thought to herself.

		 

		Clarence kept working her mouth back and forth over his cock. Going deeper each time. Behind her Ken was working fast and furious with his tongue against her clit. Felt so good. She got lost in her own lust, her head swimming with all the dirty things being done to her and all the people watching.

		 

		Ken made a muffled sound behind her. Muffled by having his face buried in her pussy. He bucked forward, sending her forward too and Clarence’s cock into her throat.

		 

		“Easy now,” Candice said behind her. “I’m just going to jerk your dick and play with your balls a little. You keep licking. Get her nice and wet for Clarence.”

		 

		Callie’s eyes widened as she imagined the view from where Mr. Dixon was sitting. Her on her knees sucking Clarence’s cock. Ken behind her with his face in her pussy. Candice behind him, reaching under him and jerking his cock and playing with his balls.

		 

		Ken started sucking on her hard.

		 

		She squeaked at the sudden wave of pleasure.

		 

		“Guy’s a fuckin’ artist,” Mr. Dixon grunted from across the room.

		 

		“A fuckin’ sex artist,” one of his buddies added.

		 

		Her body started to tense from Ken’s attention to her pussy. That and the feeling of Clarence’s cock thrusting in and out of throat now. She didn’t even mind it. Actually kind of liked it. It was so dirty, letting a man into her throat. Even dirtier than letting him into her pussy. Ken could always go into her pussy. He’d never get this deep into her throat. He wasn’t long enough.

		 

		Candice must have done something to Ken because he suckled her clit into his mouth real deep and warbled.

		 

		That tripped the switch. A powerful orgasm roared through her. Her toes splayed. Her whole body felt hot. And her pussy started contracting and releasing, the feeling working it’s way through every last muscle in her body. She nearly fainted it was so strong. When it passed she put a hand on Clarence’s abdomen and gently pushed him away. As he fell out of her mouth she drew in a massive breath to refill her lungs.

		 

		Ken fell forward, his face landing between her knees on the couch. He was panting, too.

		 

		***

		 

		“Aw shit not on the couch!” Dixon balled across the room.

		 

		“Relax, relax! I got it. I got it all right here. Didn’t spill a drop.

		 

		The orgasm had come out of nowhere. Candice and her magic hands, his face stuffed up in Callie’s muff. It had all been too much. He’d blown his wad before he could warn anyone what was happening.

		 

		But Candice had got it. She’d protected the couch with a hand cupped right under his cock. He’d shot his gooey spunk into her palm and now she was walking forward, to where Clarence was turning Callie’s head to the side.

		 

		“Drink it up, baby,” Candice said, bending at the waist and offering Callie the hand with his seed in it.

		 

		Callie scrunched her nose up and looked up at Candice.

		 

		Clarence tapped his dick against her cheek a few times. “Do it baby and you can have some more dick.”

		 

		Callie glanced at his cock and bit her lip. Then she pursed her lips, leaned into Candice’s palm and slurped up his mess like she was eating oysters.

		 

		“Aw shit nasty!” one of Dixon’s buddies piped in.

		 

		“Fuckin’ beautiful is what it is,” Dixon growled. “You can’t find shit this good to pay for online.”

		 

		Candice stood up, wrapped an arm around Clarence’s neck and pulled him into a deep kiss.

		 

		He turned Callie’s head back towards his cock and put her mouth on it again. Pumped it back and forth as he made out with his wife. It seemed to go on forever.

		 

		When she pulled away from him her eyes were all dreamy. “You fuck her pussy good,” she whispered, smiling. Then she walked back, sat down behind Ken, grabbed his hips and hauled him into a sit next to her. She patted his thigh. “Time for the real show,” she said. “You ever see a black dick in there?” She asked, pointing to Callie’s dripping pussy.

		 

		He shook his head.

		 

		“Boy you’re gonna’ love it,” Candice said.

		 

		He couldn’t take his eyes off Callie’s hot body. Kept them glued right on her core as Clarence walked around and grabbed her by the hips. Turned her body so she was backwards on the couch, her arms supported by the headrest. Probably so the guys could get a better view. He was at the perfect angle to watch the penetration. His cock started coming to life in his lap again as he stared.

		 

		Candice helped him out by wrapping her hand around it and stroking again.

		 

		Clarence took his cock in hand and stroked it a few times. Licked his fingers and licked the tip, though it was plenty lubed from Callie’s sucking. He pressed the tip against her pretty pussy lips, a little more pink than usual from the warm-up Ken had given them. Then Clarence reached around and palmed her breasts and pressed his cheek against hers. “You ready baby?” he whispered.

		 

		Callie just mewled and pushed her body back. She glanced over her shoulder. She looked desperate.

		 

		Ken had seen a great many expressions on her face but nothing like this. This pleading, hungry look. A look that made it seem like she was desperate for this black cock to be inside her. A look that made him wonder if this was still all about the money or if Callie was falling into a bit of a habit. A cock habit.

		 

		The thought was erased from his mind as Clarence pushed the head of his cock into Callie. Her jaw fell and her eyes popped open wide. She turned and looked at Ken with this expression of shock as Clarence stuffed more of himself into her.

		 

		Ken, forgetting he was nestled in Candice’s lap, forgetting that she was fondling him, forgetting that there were other people in the room at all, was bathed in wonder at the moment. “Do you like it baby?” he said.

		 

		Clarence pulled out an inch, then pushed in three.

		 

		Callie braced herself against the couch, her hips wiggling and squirming as her body attempted to accommodate the biggest cock it had ever taken. “It’s like magic,” she whispered back. She looked over her shoulder at Clarence. “Black magic,” she added.

		 

		The room burst into laughter. The laughter shook Ken out of his trance and Callie, too. She blushed and clapped a hand over her mouth. “I’m sorry,” she said into her palm.

		 

		But Clarence was smiling. “Nothing to be sorry for. You good, baby. You tellin’ the truth.” His hands drifted to her hips. He drove the last three inches of his shaft into her.

		 

		Callie whimpered and her arms gave out. She collapsed against the headrest of the couch, hands dangling over the edge.

		 

		Clarence started thrusting. Pulling out and pressing in, his dark flesh looking even darker against Callie’s pale thighs and pink cunt. He picked up speed. Started fucking her harder, too. So hard her tits started first making lazy circles beneath her chest, then smacking against each other as he really turned it up a notch.

		 

		Ken was mesmerized. Watching her with Dixon had been dirty and hot. This was next level. Seeing this black man inside her having his way with her body after he’d used her mouth. And all the while Candice was stroking Ken. Working him up to a full erection again, then feathering his cock with her fingers so he didn’t blow another load.

		 

		“Look at that pretty white pussy taking that big black dick,” she’d whisper every now and again.

		 

		Ken couldn’t tear his eyes away. He jolted when Callie had her first orgasm. Screaming and thrashing on the couch with Clarence mounted on her and riding her like a bucking bronco at a rodeo. His dark hands held her firmly in place as she writhed, then held her up when her body threatened to collapse with exhaustion.

		 

		She had two more orgasms that way. By the fourth Ken was back in his stupor. Staring in disbelief, his brain being dosed with the pleasure of Candice’s touch.

		 

		“Not much longer, baby,” Clarence growled.

		 

		As if it was some sort of cue, Candice got out from behind him. Grabbed his wrist and dragged him off the couch. Dragged him behind it, put her hands on his shoulders and pushed him down to sit against the back. He looked up to see Callie’s tired but satisfied expression.

		 

		“It’s so good,” Callie whispered. “It’s so, so good.”

		 

		Ken didn’t have a chance to reply. Candice grabbed a fistful of his hair. She yanked her dress up and her underwear down. His eyes bugged. She was waxed, not a single bit of hair anywhere to be seen. He’d never seen a black woman’s pussy before and certainly not a bare one. He was yanked forward, his head tipped back and his mouth pressed firmly against Candice’s bare sex. He looked up to see her staring down at him wearing a wicked grin. “Get eatin’,” she said. She threw a hand around Clarence’s neck and pulled him into another deep kiss.

		 

		Ken started licking her. Her pussy lips weren’t neat and compact like Callie’s. They were long and messy, the flaps curled like a sail unfurled in the wind. When she got up over him they seemed to part so that for a moment Ken wasn’t sure whether he was eating her pussy or it was eating his face. But he worked diligently to find the spots she liked. Found her clit and made her moan and felt pretty proud of that so he just stayed there with his mouth and suckled.

		 

		Clarence and Candice kissed wetly above them. Every so often they’d pull away and whisper things like “I’m gonna’ breed the bitch, baby,” to which Candice would reply “you breed that little white cunt,” and pull him into a kiss again.

		 

		Ken’s jaw had just started getting sore when he heard Clarence grunt above him. Candice pulled him in tighter to herself. He heard her whisper “do it, baby,” to Clarence.

		 

		Clarence’s whole body started shaking. Callie let out a low moan. Her head fell forward and their eyes met. “He’s coming inside me,” she mewled before her eyes rolled back in her head and she succumbed to yet another climax.

		 

		Candice’s thighs began to twitch against his cheeks. She turned her knees in and squeezed his face with her legs. Lips locked on Clarence’s mouth, her body started shaking and a moment later Ken got a mouthful of hot squirt straight out of her hole. She moaned into Clarence’s mouth and Clarence into hers. They stayed locked in that kiss until their orgasms had quieted, then broke apart kissing each other softly on the lips.

		 

		A silence descended on the room.

		 

		Callie’s eyes were closed and she might have been snoring. She was obviously completely spent.

		 

		As Candice and Clarence pulled away from each other she let go of Ken’s hair. Pulled her underwear up and smoothed her dress down over her legs again. Then she squatted, cupped his chin and shook his head side to side. “Good licking, son,” she said. “You two are fun. Call us any time. Dixon’s got our number.” She stood up and casually walked back around the sofa.

		 

		Applause broke out from the three men on the other couch. “Bra-fucking-vo, Clarence,” one of the guys said.

		 

		“Yeah bravo,” Dixon chimed in. “Alright you perverts. You had your fun now get the fuck out of here so I can have mine.”

		 

		“Aw shit, come on Don!” one of the guys shouted. “Don’t we get a piece?”

		 

		“Fuck that,” Dixon shouted back. “She’s only got one unused hole. I’m not sticking my dick into that sloppy twat.”

		 

		Ken scrambled up and peered over the back of the sofa.

		 

		“I’ll fuck a leaky hole. I don’t give a shit,” the other guy said.

		 

		Dixon looked peeved for a moment. Then he glanced over at Ken. “Hang on a sec,” he muttered.

		 

		Clarence was getting dressed and Candice was waiting by the door with her arms folded over her chest.

		 

		Dixon rounded the couch and bent low to talk to Callie, putting his face right next to Ken’s. “Hey. Hey, doll. Wake up.”

		 

		Callie didn’t move or open her eyes.

		 

		Dixon turned to Ken. “Hey pal?”

		 

		“Yes Mr. Dixon?” he asked.

		 

		Dixon jerked his thumb sideways. “My buddies want a turn. Whaddya’ say? I’ll throw in a couple extra grand on top of what I was gonna’ give ya’ anyways. Huh?”

		 

		Ken wasn’t sure what to say. He didn’t want to piss Dixon off but Callie should really have a say about who was going inside her and who wasn’t.

		 

		Her hand drifted up into the air. As if the mention of money had roused her. “’S fine,” she whispered.

		 

		“Huh? What?” Dixon asked.

		 

		“I think she said it’s fine,” Ken explained. “Is that what you said, babe?”

		 

		Callie managed a nod, her cheek rubbing against the couch.

		 

		Dixon straightened and walked back around the couch. “Alright. But pop it in her pussy and leave her ass for me. I like that better anyways.”

		 

		One of the guys was waddling up undoing his belt before Dixon even had a chance to finish talking.

		 

		“Donald Candice and I are going to head home,” Clarence said, sounding much more dignified now.

		 

		“Hey pal you’re the best. That was a helluva show. Helluva show.”

		 

		“Glad you enjoyed herself. She was quite the treat. You’ll let me know about that shipment coming Monday?”

		 

		“Absolutely. Absolutely. You have my word. First thing I’ll have the report on your desk.”

		 

		It was funny to hear him talk like that. All respectful almost like Clarence was his boss or something.

		 

		There wasn’t much time to think about it because Dixon’s friend had his cock out behind Callie and was crouching to try and squeeze it into her. He splayed his knees to either side and shuffled closer. Groaned as he stuffed his very modest equipment up into Callie’s puss. Bit down on his lower lip, growled and closed his eyes. “Oh fuck,” he panted. “Oh, oh fuck…”

		 

		Ken peered at him standing perfectly still. A moment later he realized the guy was trying not to nut. Hadn’t even been in her for ten seconds.

		 

		The guy eased himself out, then gingerly pushed back in. Twice, then a third time, then started to shake. He let out a howl as he loosed into her pussy.

		 

		Candice and Clarence had left but Dixon and his other pal broke out into laughter. “That’s some game you got!” Dixon shouted.

		 

		The guys slipped out of Callie and zipped himself up before turning around. “With a pre-game like that what’d you fucking expect?” he barked.

		 

		Ken wondered if all rich people were this crass and dirty.

		 

		The second guy came up, pulled out a much more impressive package. Good six or seven inches and old-man cock fat. He got into the same position and stuffed his hard dick into Callie’s used slit.

		 

		This time she registered. Her eyes fluttered open and she gasped. Then a pleasant smile turned the corners of her mouth up slightly.

		 

		Ken’s heart fluttered. She looked so happy doing this. Would she ever be able to stop?

		 

		This guy lasted longer. Five or six minutes, probably. He grunted like a pig as he fucked her, staring at his cock disappearing into her. His balls were saggy and each thrust sent them smacking against Callie’s pubic bone. As he neared his finish he slammed up into Callie, pressing her against the couch and sending her arms dangling over the edge. He grimaced and closed his eyes, then groaned as he unloaded deep inside her. Held himself there for a while, then stroked out what he had left inside her and pulled out.

		 

		Ken caught a glimpse of his cock before he shoved it back into his pants. It was coated in three men's loads worth of cum. It looked disgusting. Like a shrivelled up inverted creampie doughnut.

		 

		“Alright now get out of here!” Dixon bellowed. “You’d think you could have made more use of that with how much I paid for it.”

		 

		They each clapped him on the back as they passed him, then disappeared out the door.

		 

		Dixon undid his belt. His pants dropped to the floor. He stepped out of them, rubbing his cock through his underwear. “Hey you gotta’ get out from behind there,” he said, jerking his thumb over his shoulder. “I’m gonna’ get exactly nowhere staring at your ugly mug.”

		 

		Ken got onto his hands and knees and crawled around the couch, then stood up and walked over to where Dixon and friends had been sitting.

		 

		Dixon opened a drawer on the side table and pulled out a bottle of lube. He pulled his cock out of his underwear and squirted some on like he was putting mustard onto a hot dog. Lathered it up with his hands and tucked the bottle away. Then he came up in behind Callie and pressed his hard cock against her ass hole.

		 

		Callie let out a sigh. “Mr. Dixon,” she said, her voice dreamy.

		 

		Dixon chuckled. “You recognize me don’t you doll?”

		 

		“I sure do,” Callie replied. She stirred, as if Dixon poking at her back door breathed new life into her. Put her arms around behind her back and pulled her ass cheeks apart.

		 

		Ken leaned forward, unable to get enough of how dirty his wife could be.

		 

		“That’s it baby. Open wide for Mr. Dixon,” Dixon muttered. Grabbing the root of his equipment he heaved forward and shoved his cock into her waiting hole.

		 

		That woke her up. Her back arched and she swayed forward. Her hands shot to the couch to steady herself and keep herself from falling off the back. She arched her back and turned to look over her shoulder, flashing Dixon a lusty look.

		 

		He growled and pushed in deeper. “You like that?” he grunted.

		 

		She bit her lip and chewed it for a moment. “I missed you going in back there,” she whispered.

		 

		“Oh you little hussy,” he muttered as he stuffed his whole length into her ass. “Oh! Oh shit!” he said, his eyes darting down to where he was buried inside her.

		 

		Callie flashed a half smile. “Yeah? You like that?”

		 

		“You’re choking the shit out of me!” he panted.

		 

		Callie moved back and forth a little. But mostly they stayed still.

		 

		Ken realized what was happening. Callie pinching her sphincter and massaging Dixon’s cock with the muscles in her ass. She looked so pleased with herself, too. A dread crawled through his lust. Again the question of whether Callie was ever going to be able to stop this nastiness, loomed above him.

		 

		As Dixon started groaning Callie began moving her ass up and down, adding to the friction. Grinding against him and rising and falling, looking terribly eager to please the old man. In her enthusiasm she rose up a little too high. As Dixon shouted “oh fuck I’m gonna’ blast it in you!” his cock slipped out of her tight hole.

		 

		Ken’s eyes bugged as he watched the loaded hose erupt, sending a stream of creamy cum blasting all over Callie’s backside. It flailed for a moment, wagging and waving in the air, before Callie spun around, grabbed it with her hand and finished Dixon onto her breasts.

		 

		“Oooooh fuuuuuuck,” Dixon moaned as she pumped him. He put his hands on his hips and thrust his waist forward. As the tension drained from his body Callie got a wild look in her eye. She took his cock into her mouth and with her fist pressed against her lips started pumping and sucking.

		 

		Dixon was into it for a few seconds. But when his post-orgasm sensitivities kicked in he put a hand on her cheek and tried to push her away. “Okay, okay,” he muttered. “That’s enough.” His voice went tight as Callie continued pumping.

		 

		She was staring up at him with a wicked glint in her eye. As his legs started shaking she grabbed one and kept him in place, torturing him with her mouth after his orgasm.

		 

		“Fuck!” he barked. Finally he managed to pull his cock out of her mouth and stagger back. He grabbed it with his hand like he was trying to make sure she couldn’t get a hold of it again. “What the fuck was that?” he demanded.

		 

		Callie, her mouth hanging open and covered in semen, had a puzzled look on her face. Like she didn’t know what the hell she’d just done, either. “I…I’m sorry Mr. Dixon,” she whispered.

		 

		Dixon set his jaw and glared at her.

		 

		Ken wasn’t sure what was going to happen. Dixon looked pissed.

		 

		“Didn’t you like it?” Callie asked.

		 

		For a long moment Ken thought Dixon was going to blow up at her. Then the old man sighed, tucked his cock back into his underwear and traipsed over to pull on his pants. “It was alright,” he muttered. “Don’t worry about it. I’m an old guy though. You save those tricks for someone younger.”

		 

		“I’m sorry Mr. Dixon,” Callie said again.

		 

		“Like I said, forget about it. Go get yourself cleaned up. I’ll get you the car.”

		 

		Callie collected her things and shuffled out of the room to go to the bathroom.

		 

		Dixon turned to face Ken. He pulled a wad of cash out of his pocket that made Ken’s eyes bug again. There must have been five, six, maybe seven thousand dollars there. Ken got a little sweaty as Dixon pressed it into his palm. He looked up to find Dixon staring at him. “You like that party tonight?”

		 

		“Yes, sir,” he replied.

		 

		“Well you better say thank-you to Candace if you see her again. I heard her askin’ if you wanted to party some more.”

		 

		“Thanks Mr. Dixon. I will. And thanks for this, too,” he said, glancing at the cash.

		 

		“You’re welcome. Hey. You find a job yet?”

		 

		Ken shook his head. “Not yet,” he said.

		 

		Dixon scowled. “What are you doing with all this loot I’m giving you, huh?”

		 

		Ken chewed his lip and looked off to the side.

		 

		“Hey. Kid. Listen to me. I’m giving you an opportunity here, you hear? Money like this don’t come around so often. I had to work my ass off for twenty years to see money like this. It’s falling out of the sky for you thanks to your pretty wife. You figure out something to do so you can take care of her, you hear?”

		 

		Ken shot Dixon a nervous glance and nodded. “I get it,” he said.

		 

		Dixon stared at him long enough to make him uncomfortable. “She tell you what happened last time?” he asked.

		 

		Ken shook his head, not sure what Dixon was talking about.

		 

		Dixon harrumphed. “Yeah, well, never mind. But you got something special in that woman, kid. Don’t fuckin’ blow it.”

		 

		“Y-yes sir,” Ken stammered.

		 

		“Alright,” Dixon muttered. He pulled a phone out of his pocket and dialed.

		 

		Callie was waiting in the front hallway as Ken walked out following Dixon. She looked upset.

		 

		Dixon walked over to where she was standing and put a hand on her cheek and kissed her. “Don’t worry about it,” he said again.

		 

		Callie sniffed and nodded but Ken could tell she didn’t feel right about what she’d done.

		 

		Dixon walked them out to the porch where the car was already idling. “You two have a good night,” he said, then turned and walked out of the house without waiting for them to reply.

		 

		They spent the drive home in silence.

		

	
		Chapter Eight

		 

		She stood in the shower for what felt like ages. She knew Ken was probably sitting on the edge of the bed waiting for her. And she didn’t mind that. Was actually looking forward to it. She was sore in both her holes but at the same time she had a craving. All she could think about was Clarence’s strong cock penetrating her and it made her pussy awfully hungry for more of it.

		 

		Her breasts were tender and a little bit sore. Her nipples even felt…almost itchy. She put a damp face cloth in her mouth and made herself come twice with just her fingers between her legs. But no amount of rubbing would make the hunger go away.

		 

		That thing, that beautiful black totem of a penis had done things to her no man ever had. And now the memory of it, the sexual memory that seemed to have been branded into her mind, wouldn’t let her go no matter how hard she tried.

		 

		Every few minutes another thought would flash through her mind. The memory of seeing Candice with her hands all over Ken. Rubbing and stroking him, making him get on all fours and eat out her pussy from behind while Clarence had fed her his dark meat. That seared through her, a jealous anguish she hadn’t experienced in the moment but that made things angry-hot now. Seeing her dominate Ken, smashing her pussy against his face as she made out with Clarence over top of her, had Callie worked up in all kinds of ways, too.

		 

		Even after she’d masturbated a second time none of those feelings went away. All she could think about was sex. Sex and dick and dick and more dick. When the water finally ran cold she turned off the shower, stepped out and didn’t even bother towelling off. Walked out of the bathroom dripping wet and with a mysterious sense of purpose and drive she didn’t know the source of.

		 

		Ken, to her surprise, was lying in bed with the covers up to his nose. His eyes widened as she walked in naked, her body still wet from the shower.

		 

		When she saw him an intense urge gripped her. To claim him as her own. To dominate him the same way Candice had. To show him he belonged to Callie and not the pretty black woman that had brought him pleasure that evening. “Are you sleeping?” she asked, unable to keep a hint of irritation out of her tone. She wasn’t so much mad at him. Heck, she wasn’t really mad at anything. Her body was vibrating with a dark energy when she should have been exhausted.

		 

		“I thought that you’d be tired,” he whispered. His eyes raked down her glistening body. He pulled the covers away from his face to get a better view.

		 

		She stood with a hand on her hip, not sure how to channel the thrumming need inside herself. She couldn’t ever remember being this horny. Felt like if a hundred guys lined up behind her with their dicks out she’d take them all and still want more. “You just gonna’ lie there?” she asked Ken.

		 

		His eyes darted side to side. He was nervous. Unsure of himself. Unsure of her mood and how to manage it.

		 

		That only fired her up more. She grabbed the covers and whipped them off exposing his naked body. She smirked. He was considerate enough to wait and see how she felt before trying to move on her. But he obviously couldn’t help but hope that she’d be into it.

		 

		She jumped onto the bed and swung a leg over his stomach.

		 

		His eyes widened and fell to her breasts bouncing above him.

		 

		She looked down at herself. Her nipples were stiff. Her pussy was dripping and not shower water. Dripping with her own greasy lube and still hot for more action. Shuffling forward she made sure to drag her slit along his stomach and chest. It left a slimy snail-trail line of her slick on his skin and she liked that. Like she was marking him as hers. She rested her ass against his collar bone, her pussy just a few inches from his mouth. Wrapped her fingers through his hair and gently yanked his head forward. Grabbed the pillow from her side of the bed and stuffed it under the back of his head. “You have a good time eating Candice’s pussy tonight?” she asked.

		 

		Panic flashed in his eyes. “I…I thought that it was…I thought you were okay with it,” he stammered.

		 

		She smirked and shuffled forward pushing her pussy against his mouth and staring intently at him. “It was fine. Did it taste good? Did you like eating her out while Clarence fucked me?” She reached back and found his dick. Smirked again. He was fully hard now. Her little act was working it’s magic and it only fired her up more. Reaching down between her legs she split her pussy lips apart and thrust her hips forward. “Eat,” she whispered.

		 

		He gasped and quickly suckled her clit into his mouth.

		 

		That made her feel even more sexy. She thrust her chest out, arched her back and ran a hand through her wet hair. Grabbed her breasts with both hands and smashed them together as she rocked wildly back and forth on Ken’s face. “That black dick felt so fucking good inside me tonight,” she seethed.

		 

		Ken huffed beneath her.

		 

		She felt his arms moving and turned around to see he’d put both hands on his cock and was stroking himself. Another urge gripped her. To dominate him even more. To show him that she had the only sexual apparatus that could please him. That it was her body that would permit him release and no one else’s. Or not. Whatever she felt like. She grabbed his wrists and slapped his palms against her ass cheeks. “No jerking off,” she ordered. “I need you for later.”

		 

		His eyes opened wider but he nodded between her legs. Slurped her clit deeper into his mouth and started spinning circles around it with his tongue.

		 

		She swayed back and forth. Closing her eyes she imagined the scene again. Clarence behind her, his cock probing her depths and touching places no one had ever felt before. That strong cock gliding along the walls of her vagina, stretching her entrance and making her mouth gape and drool from the waves of pleasure crashing over her.

		 

		But it wasn’t enough. It wasn’t enough just to have Ken suckling her clit while she rode his face. She wanted more. She wanted that black dick back inside her again. She wanted any dick inside her again. She shimmied backwards, detaching her pussy from Ken’s mouth.

		 

		He gasped and panted to catch his breath. His eyes ran down her body, hands on her hips as he helped her get over his waist, then pointed his cock at her wet hole.

		 

		She looked down between her legs. A warm rush of excitement flooded through her at the sight of Ken’s cock nearly in her. She let the anticipation build. Swatted his hand away from it and gripped it herself, sliding the head back and forth over her slit. She was just about to mount him and slide down his shaft when she heard three knocks on the door.

		 

		A manic lust ignited inside her. It felt like her very soul had caught on fire.

		 

		***

		 

		“What are you doing?!?” Ken called out as Callie disappeared through the bedroom door. He’d heard the knock. Was she really going to see who it was? She was completely naked! He could tell something had gotten the better of her. She seemed like she was possessed. Suddenly inhabited by a sexual demon whose appetite for depravity challenged his own. She’d never just plopped herself on his face like that.

		 

		He swung his legs over the edge of the bed and dashed to the bedroom door. Didn’t even care that he was still naked, too. He reached the hall just as she was undoing the deadbolt, and froze. His breath caught in his throat as the door swung open.

		 

		She didn’t just open it a crack, either. No. Swung it wide open and put her hands on her hips in a jaunty little pose that said “Yeah I’m naked. Whaddya gonna do about it?”

		 

		Standing on the other side was upstairs guy. Red-eyed and reeking of booze and pot so strongly Ken could smell it from across the room. His eyes fell to Callie’s naked form. His expression didn’t change but his hand moved to his crotch and he rubbed the bulging shape between his legs.

		 

		“Can I help you?” Callie said with a daring tone that took Ken’s breath away again.

		 

		Upstairs guy rubbed his cock some more. “Heard you up,” he said.

		 

		“So?” Callie shot back.

		 

		The guy’s eyes narrowed. He looked at her naked body again. “Want to smash?” he asked.

		 

		Ken’s throat tightened. Callie seemed like she was in just the mood for this. It drove him wild with lust.

		 

		“Let’s see what you got,” Callie said, nodding at his groin.

		 

		The guy paused a moment. “How much?” he asked.

		 

		Callie shrugged. “Let’s see what you got,” she said again. “Then I’ll let you know.”

		 

		Ken’s eyes lost focus and he felt a little dizzy. She was really going to do this. She was going to take upstairs guy. And all because she was possessed by an unholy horniness, most likely from what had happened earlier that evening. Callie was out of control.

		 

		There was something deeply arousing and deeply, dangerously worrisome about that. Callie didn’t get out of control. Callie was safe and careful and sweet. Callie didn’t open the door for strangers naked in the middle of the night. Not the Cal he’d married.

		 

		Except this wasn’t that Cal. This was Callie on fire. Wild Callie who might do anything and everything to satisfy her craven lust. Callie who wouldn’t be controlled and brought to heel. Callie who would sit on his face, her body still wet from the shower and command him to eat.

		 

		Was she angry? Was she jealous about what had happened? With Candice? Was she mad he’d let Candice do those things to him? He couldn’t know but something had gotten into her, that was for sure.

		 

		As the guy pulled his dick out Ken studied Callie’s reaction. He watched her eyes drop, then saw her pull her shoulders back a little. Subconscious, maybe, but it had the effect of pushing her tits out further, almost into the guys face. The guy held his cock in his hand and swung it side to side a little. “How much?” he asked again.

		 

		After another moment staring at his cock, Callie dropped to her knees on the floor beneath it and looked up, like she was inspecting the underside. “First time’s free,” she said finally. She raised a hand and grabbed his shaft. Gazing up at him she rubbed his cock all over her face, then turned and looked at Ken out the corner of her eye. “But you have to let my husband watch,” she whispered.

		 

		The guy turned his head and looked a little stunned that Ken was even there. He’d been so busy staring at Callie’s naked body he obviously hadn’t noticed. He shrugged. “Whatever,” he muttered, then turned and looked the other way, out towards the street. “Should we go inside?” he asked.

		 

		“Maybe in a bit,” Callie replied. She rubbed his cock along the line of her mouth. Her tongue flicked out, feathering his frenulum.

		 

		The guy let out a gravelly sounding groan. He raised his hands and grabbed the door frame. Taking a step forward he made Callie rock back onto her haunches and pressed her back against the door frame as his cock sank deeper into her mouth, then throat.

		 

		Callie took it like a fucking porn star. Put her hands behind her back and opened her jaw wide as if to say use me however you like.

		 

		Ken’s erection was throbbing between his legs. He couldn’t believe what he was seeing and he couldn’t tear his eyes away. Callie on her knees submitting to upstairs guy. In the middle of the night after being fucked by four other guys. It was the hottest, dirtiest thing he’d ever experienced.

		 

		She let upstairs guy fuck her mouth for a few minutes. He took his time. Standing over her with his legs apart, bending at the knees and feeding his prick in and out of her neck. He pulled it out a few times and rubbed the slime over her face, then dipped it back into her mouth and fucked it some more. When he grunted and started thrusting faster, Callie tapped out. She put her hands on his abdomen and shoved him back, yanking his cock out of her mouth. She gagged and heaved like she was going to retch.

		 

		“Hey,” the guy growled. “I was nearly done.”

		 

		Callie scrambled up to her feet and pushed him through the door. She spun to face Ken, steadying herself with her hands on the door frame. She bent one leg at the knee, toes turning in, opening herself for the guy. She locked eyes with Ken. “I don’t want it in my mouth. I want it in my fucking cunt,” she said. Her lips split into a wicked smile.

		 

		Ken shuddered. His eyes moved between hers and her breasts. Her face and chest were pink with arousal and her nipples were stiff and pointy.

		 

		“Hell yeah,” the guy growled. Putting his hands on her hips he stepped up behind her and pressed his cock against her opening.

		 

		Her smile vanished and her jaw fell wide open as he entered her. She stood gripping the door frame, bracing herself against the intrusion until he drove his cock balls deep inside her pussy. Her tits shook as the guy pounded her from behind. She let go of the door frame with one hand and held it out. Crooked a finger, beckoning Ken to come to her.

		 

		Through the woozy fog of his own arousal he somehow understood the gesture. Walked trance-like to where Callie was getting drilled standing up. Stopped a foot in front of her and peered over her shoulder. Could just make out the dick sliding in and out of her body.

		 

		Her hand shot out and to the back of Ken’s neck.

		 

		He stumbled forward as she yanked him closer. She pressed his face against her neck. “There’s a cock in me,” she panted. “Another man’s fucking your wife in your own house. And he’s gonna’ fill me up with cum.”

		 

		Ken groaned and worried the guy would be put off from him being so close. When he glanced up he saw the guy was still staring at himself sawing in and out of Callie and couldn’t give less of a fuck about anything else. His body shook in time with Callie’s, like they were both getting pounded by the same guy.

		 

		“Gonna nut,” the guy grunted, glancing up at Callie.

		 

		“Do it!” she seethed, spittle flying from her mouth and splattering along Ken’s cheek.

		 

		The guy’s eyes moved side to side like he wasn’t sure of something. “Uh…alright if I…”

		 

		“Fucking blow it in me!” Callie barked.

		 

		Ken gasped.

		 

		The guy set his jaw and pounded harder. As his face contorted, he drove himself deep and held it.

		 

		Ken swore he could feel the guy’s cock throbbing through Callie’s whole body as it began to empty into her. The moment gripped and held him in an almost suffocating arousal.

		 

		The guy erupted back into thrusting.

		 

		Callie held Ken even harder. She let out a soft squeak and her fingernails dug into the back of his neck as she came.

		 

		Ken closed his eyes, the rhythm of his wife climaxing with another man inside her against his body sent pre-cum dribbling out the tip of his own prick.

		 

		The guy let out a low groan. His thrusting slowed. He jabbed in and out a few more times then pulled himself out and stepped back.

		 

		Ken heard the wet splatter of semen hitting cement as part of the load leaked out of Callie and hit the ground.

		 

		“Uh…thanks,” the guy muttered.

		 

		Callie released Ken, then pushed him into the house. She turned and grabbed the door. Flashed a snarky smile and wiggled her fingers. “Nighty-night!” she said. She swung the door shut, turned the dead bolt, then turned and focused her attention on Ken.

		 

		Ken stared at her slack-jawed, still unable to believe this was the woman he’d married. A jealous lust was vibrating through his whole body. “Holy shit,” he whispered. “That was hot.”

		 

		With a look of fierce determination, Callie walked up and grabbed him by the scruff of the neck.

		 

		“What the…”

		 

		“I need more dick,” she said through clenched teeth. She dragged him over to the couch, shoving the coffee table away with one bare foot. Threw him down on the sofa then bent down and grabbed his ankles. Lifted his legs up into the air.

		 

		Ken stared wide-eyed at her, a little aghast but too stunned to protest.

		 

		She brought his ankles up to shoulder height, then got up onto the couch on her knees and over him so she was resting on his thighs. Grabbed his dick and tucked it under herself, then slid her pussy down the shaft.

		 

		Ken’s insides melted at the feeling of her hot, used twat enveloping him. Some semen ran out of her. Down his shaft to tickle his balls and probably stain the couch. He didn’t care one bit. Callie was an animal and if she needed to make him her bitch he wasn’t about to complain.

		 

		She started a rhythmic bouncing up and down. Fucking his cock into herself, her eyes shut tight and her face red from the exertion. “I-need-more-fuck-ing-dick…I-need-more-fuck-ing-dick,” she chanted in time with her bouncing.

		 

		Ken watched her beautiful body undulating atop him. He couldn’t help but wonder where her mind was. Was it back with Clarence? Was she remembering what that black cock felt like inside her? Would he ever be enough for her again? He’d gotten so worked up watching Callie fuck all night he barely lasted two minutes. “Baby,” he panted. “I’m sorry…I’m so close.”

		 

		Callie licked the tips of two fingers, mashed them against her clit and started spinning as she bounced. She stuffed two fingers of her other hand into his mouth and squeezed her eyes shut tight. “Almost there. Almost there,” she whispered.

		 

		Ken held on for dear life. Flexing muscles he didn’t knew he had to try and distract himself from the churning in his balls. Something about being twisted into his current pretzel-like position by his previously polite wife was just as hot as her insides felt.

		 

		Finally Callie shuddered atop him. Her thighs shook against his and her mouth fell open.

		 

		Ken let the floodgates open with a groan. His mind sank between his thighs, savoring the feeling of ejaculate gushing through his shaft and ejecting into Callie’s pussy.

		 

		Callie rode out her orgasm and her eyes fluttered open. She looked into Ken’s and smiled that wicked smile again. Scrambling off, she got onto her knees between his legs. She caressed his cock.

		 

		Ken flinched at her touch against his now extremely sensitive prick. She looked like she’d gone wild. Totally, utterly feral. He gasped when she grinned and put her mouth on him, one hand grabbing his balls. A painful pleasure shot through him when she started bobbing up and down on his cock. “Oh god!” he shouted. “Oh fuck Cal, I can’t!”

		 

		Callie just kept on sucking and slurping, bobbing up and down, massaging his nut sack, apparently giddy from him trying to escape her grip.

		 

		Ken endured it until he could take no more. He grabbed her head with both hands and yanked it off himself.

		 

		Callie popped off laughing, tongue lolling out one side of her mouth.

		 

		He covered his cock and balls with his hand to keep her from getting back on. Stared deep into her eyes and shook his head. They were both breathing hard. “Callie,” he said. “Callie what the fuck?”

		 

		She grinned, leaned forward and planted a sloppy wet kiss on his cheek with her filthy mouth. “What’s the matter? Didn’t you like it?” she whispered next to his ear.

		 

		His post-orgasmic ecstasy fading, Ken felt his stomach hollow.

		

	
		Chapter Nine

		 

		She would have been ashamed of waking up three times in the middle of the night and fingering herself. She had no room for that in her mind. As the sun sliced through the crack in the drapes she stirred to life and felt the need stirring inside herself again.

		 

		Ken was still snoring next to her. He looked so peaceful.

		 

		It would have probably been kind to let him sleep. But fingers weren’t going to fix her problem. That much was clear. Each diddling she’d given herself had resulted only in disappointment followed by a fitful sleep. So instead of trying that again, she slipped beneath the covers and crawled down the bed. Gingerly climbed over one of Ken’s legs. Lay down on her belly between them. Inched her way up, poking at his thighs to spread them, until her shoulders were touching his legs and his hardening cock was just below her mouth.

		 

		She stared at it, watching it rise. It was a pretty shape. She’d always liked it. And Ken fucked her nice. She’d gladly suck him awake then ride him to an orgasm that would hopefully dispel the heat haunting her. But looking at it made her pine for Clarence, too. Clarence with his big, black dick that had felt soooo good gliding in and out of her. To take her mind off of that she wrapped her lips around Ken’s cock, closed her eyes and hollowed her cheeks.

		 

		She’d never minded sucking dick. Hadn’t been her favorite but Ken liked it. And then Mr. Dixon had made her do it and that had been…fun. And profitable. But last night had changed everything. Sucking Clarence’s cock had been completely different.

		 

		First, she hadn’t so much sucked it as let him fuck her mouth with it. That had done something dirty and a little bit worrying to her. Because she’d loved it. She’d loved the feeling of him poking the back of her throat. Using her like she was a blow up doll and not another human being. That was what she wanted more of now. To be someone’s toy. To be Clarence’s toy again. This time maybe without Candice there. Or even Ken. Though he could watch, if he wanted.

		 

		Her spirits sank a little knowing she wasn’t going to get that this morning. At best Ken would wake up and fuck her good and hard. But more likely she’d have to go topside and rub herself off a little. Ken was always so lazy in the mornings. To take her mind off that she focused on giving Ken the best blowjob he’d ever had in his life.

		 

		She touched his balls with her fingers. Gently flopping them side to side and grazing the wrinkled skin of his sack. She kept her lips wrapped around just the head of his cock and her tongue lazily playing along the underside. Her sexual temperature warmed as it hardened and twitched in her mouth. The idea struck her to draw out the blow job. Maybe even finish him like this. She loved it when he lost control these days. It’d be fun to have him writhing, dick in her mouth and begging for her to finish him.

		 

		But her pussy was throbbing with a wicked fury. Fun would have to wait. She needed dick and she needed it bad.

		 

		Ken groaned as he awoke. He lifted the covers and peered inside.

		 

		Callie popped his cock out of her mouth and tapped it against her cheek a few times. “Morning sleepy-head,” she purred.

		 

		“Callie?” he said, voice groggy. “What are you…what are you doing?”

		 

		“What’s it look like I’m doing?” she teased, flicking the underside of his cock with her tongue before inserting it into her mouth again and sucking it like a lollipop. She bobbed up and down a few times, her eyes locked on his, neck moving in a gentle wave-like shape to make her performance more visually appealing.

		 

		Her mind wandered back to the night before. To sucking upstairs guys dick, then getting fucked by him while whispering nasty things in Ken’s ear. Then fucking Ken like he was a sex doll. That had been wicked. Getting up over him and using his cock to get herself off, him all helpless with his legs in the air. Made her grin.

		 

		He groaned again and let his head flop back against the pillow. “Oh Callie. Oh god!” he moaned.

		 

		She giggled as she scrambled up his body. Sat down on his cock so it slipped up into her folds but not inside her. Pressed it against his abdomen as she smushed his face between her hands and went in for a kiss. She plunged her tongue into his puckered lips and licked his with it. Didn’t even care about his morning breath. She pulled away and grinned at him, anticipation building at him slipping into her.

		 

		When she let go of his face he shook his head. “Callie are you okay?” he asked, obviously having a hard time dealing with her insatiable appetite.

		 

		She flashed another wicked grin. “Pussy hungry, Ken,” she teased. “Pussy needs a dick.”

		 

		He went a little googly-eyed at the announcement.

		 

		She giggled, slipped a hand between their bodies and pointed his cock at her entrance. Closed her eyes and focused her mind on her vagina. Let out a satisfied sigh as she slid down his prick and settled onto his lap. Wiggled her hips, then spun a little circle with them trying to recreate the feeling of Clarence’s cock inside her. It just wasn’t the same. It was nice. Ken’s penis was nice. But he wasn’t Clarence.

		 

		She opened her eyes and looked down at him smiling. Placed her hands on his chest to steady herself. Lifted her ass until only his cock head was inside her pussy, then slowly slid down again and bit her lip. She revelled in the shudder that wiggled through his body. She did it again.

		 

		He groaned in pleasure. But when he opened his eyes his expression turned serious. “Cal. Cal listen to me.”

		 

		“I’m all ears,” she said, not missing a beat and gliding up and down his now-slick shaft in a slow but steady rhythm.

		 

		“Cal I’m worried.”

		 

		She furrowed her brow. “Worried that you’ll come too soon again?” she teased.

		 

		“That too,” he muttered, glancing off to one side.

		 

		To keep that from happening she rose and let him fall out of her. Sat back down on his cock and rubbed it with her slit. “What else?” she asked.

		 

		“Are you, like, gonna’ become a sex addict or something?”

		 

		For some reason she found that funny. Callie the sex addict. Sold herself to a rich guy and couldn’t ever stop fucking ever again. She stifled a giggle with a hand over her mouth. “Maybe I already am?” she mused, looking up at the ceiling. “That gonna’ be a problem?” She reached beneath herself again and helped Ken back in.

		 

		“Oh god,” he gasped as she slid down his length.

		 

		She picked up his wrists and pressed his hands against her breasts. Squeezed him with her pussy when he groaned again. “Wouldn’t be that bad, would it?”

		 

		His eyes roamed down her body. When he tried to spear his cock deeper into her she lifted herself higher, allowing only the head of his cock to stay in her. Stayed that way until he relaxed his hips and they fell back down onto the bed. Then she resumed the slow and steady pace. “Ken,” she whispered.

		 

		“Oh god babe what is it?” he muttered, his voice strained.

		 

		“I want to ask you something,” she said. She watched his face contort at the same moment she felt his cock stiffen. She got off him quickly and grabbed the root, squeezing it to try and keep him from ejaculating just yet.

		 

		He groaned like he was in pain. “What is it?” he grunted after calming himself down.

		 

		“I want to ask you for a favor.”

		 

		He looked at her warily. “Okay?” he said.

		 

		She kept a firm grip on the root of his cock until it had stopped twitching, then for another minute just in case. Then she planted one foot on the bed and looked down between them. At the slime-covered phallus and her own dishevelled pussy. She glanced at Ken. “Look at it,” she whispered. “Watch it go into me.” Normally she would have found something like that gross. But now all she wanted was to be dirty, dirty, dirty as could be.

		 

		Another groan as he put his hands behind his head and stared at his penis as it entered her.

		 

		She watched it with him, the sight pairing with the feeling of his entry and sending an extra sizzle of pleasure racing through her. As she sat back on his lap she looked up at him again. Pressed her hands against his chest and did a push-up kind of thing over him. Lifted just her ass and twerked it on his lap a few times, her face right above his, their eyes locked. “Will you let me fuck Clarence again?” she whispered. She drew in a quick breath and bit down on her lower lip as he gasped and his cock went rigid.

		 

		He closed his eyes and whispered another quiet “oh god.” And somehow she knew he was imagining it. Imagining what he’d seen the night before, the memory nudging him closer to a release inside her. She slipped off him again. She didn’t want to be mean or tease him too much but she needed this.

		 

		Truth was, when he’d seemed a little doubtful about her dalliance with Mr. Dixon the night before she’d been a little torn about going. Had that brief moment where she’d pined for a normal life and not the one she was living. If he’d asked her not to go she might even have considered it.

		 

		But that had all been before Clarence.

		 

		Before Clarence had fucked her in the mouth and before he’d put that beautiful black cock of his inside her pussy. And now she needed it. Whether she liked it or not it was a need not just a way of making ends meet. Whether he liked it or not, it was what she was going to get.

		 

		He looked down at his crotch, his cock wagging helplessly in the air, looking a little like he might cry if he didn’t get back in there.

		 

		“Ken?” she whispered. “Please?”

		 

		He looked up at her with a serious expression for a moment. Then he smirked and shook his head. “Wow. I didn’t know you could be this cruel.”

		 

		She leaned lower, pressing her breasts against his chest and her lips against his ear. Still not letting him back in, instead feeling his cock twitching against her pussy lips. “I’ll do anything you want,” she said. “Anything.”

		 

		“Oh my god, Cal,” he whispered. “Please. Please let me back in.”

		 

		Good. He sounded a little desperate. Just another little nudge. “Pretty, pretty please? I’ll be the dirtiest little slut you could ever want. Just let me fuck him again?” She pulled away and looked into his eyes, hope filling hers.

		 

		“I can’t believe this,” he admitted. “I can’t believe this is you. You really want it that badly?”

		 

		“Don’t you?” she countered.

		 

		He furrowed his brow. “Ugh. Yes. Yes. Of course I do. I just…I worry. Is this…are we going too far with this?”

		 

		She pressed the tip of her nose against his. “I need his dick inside me again. Anything you want. Just let me do it one more time,” she begged him. She grazed the tip of his cock with her wet pussy lips.

		 

		“Okay,” he panted. “Okay, baby. If that’s what you want. Sure. Okay.”

		 

		As soon as he agreed she rewarded him by sliding onto him again. Tightening her pussy’s grip on his shaft and resuming her rhythm. She slipped her arms behind his head and pulled his face into her neck. “I can’t wait to feel his cock inside me again, baby,” she whimpered. Her own climax was looming as she thought of Clarence. “I’ll be the best, dirtiest little slut for you,” she promised.

		 

		As Ken groaned and flexed she sank down onto him. Ground her clit against the top of his cock and imagined it was Clarence inside her and not Ken. A high-pitched cry warbled out of her as she felt him start to come, and started to come herself.

		 

		She stayed on him, nothing but her hips moving, his body twitching beneath her as his cock spat seed deep into her belly. Love for him warmed her and she squeezed him tighter. What a perfect man she’d married.

		

	
		Chapter Ten

		 

		His excitement in the cab that evening was tinged with worry. He stole glances at Callie, who had gone out and bought the absolute sexiest red dress he’d ever seen and heels to go with it. It covered the area from just above her nipples to the tops of her thighs. It was also so tight it looked like it might have been attached as an adhesive. The four inch heels outlined the sole of her foot and had three straps that wrapped just above her ankle. She looked stunning.

		 

		The cab driver couldn’t keep his eyes on the road, constantly glancing in the rear view mirror.

		 

		He’d agreed to her request (though under some very pleasant duress). It wasn’t so much the fact that Callie was going to get laid again that had him worried. That part was arousing. It was that a few days ago she seemed like maybe she was getting tired of this racket. Tired of peddling herself to Dixon for money. Ready to return to normal life, maybe.

		 

		And then she’d fucked Clarence. And that seemed to have turned her into an animal.

		 

		They’d talked about upstairs guy after she’d got back from the store. She’d even apologized for letting him fuck her without checking in Ken would be okay about it. He didn’t care. It had been hot and the sex after had been even hotter. The worry had started when he’d woken up to her mouth on his cock. Hot? Of course. Unusual? Immensely. The worry was that now that she was so hungry for cock would there ever be enough to keep her satisfied?

		 

		First it had been Dixon. That had started off as just about money. Then, he suspected, it had turned into something different. She seemed the same, though. The only difference was that now she didn’t appear to have any qualms about selling her body for money. Whatever.

		 

		But then she’d let Clarence have her. Or, Clarence had taken her, more precisely. With Dixon’s help. Then she hadn’t even cared that two strange old guys had unloaded inside her. Then Dixon again. In the ass.

		 

		With her looks she could have as much cock as she wanted. As much as she needed. Just thinking the word nearly made him wince. Did she really need it? Because it sure had seemed that way this morning when she was on his lap begging him to let her fuck Clarence again. Which begged the question: how much cock would ever be enough cock? How much cock would satisfy her cravings? Would there ever be an end to this? Or would the rest of his life involve a parade of strange dicks marching through his wife?

		 

		He’d almost brought it up earlier that day. But she’d been so bubbly and giggly, so excited when Candice had texted back immediately that they would have them over that evening. The way she’d clapped her hands and skipped up and down had melted his heart.

		 

		What kind of guy would deny his girl that kind of happiness?

		 

		So he’d put it away and made a promise to himself to not let the nagging worry spoil the evening. After many late nights and long, frustrating hours, he had an exit strategy. Callie just didn’t know it yet.

		 

		He looked at her again. His cock rearranged itself between his legs, engorging at the exposed bits of her beautiful body and what might lie ahead for them that evening.

		 

		The cab turned into a driveway and stopped in front of a large wrought iron gate. The driver pressed a button on the intercom next to it. A few moments later it crackled to life. “Yes?” the voice asked. The driver glanced at him in the rear view mirror.

		 

		Ken leaned forward. “Uh, tell them it’s Ken and Callie.”

		 

		“Ken and Callie,” the driver repeated.

		 

		The gate swung slowly open a few moments later.

		 

		They drove up a long and winding driveway with old oak trees dotting the expansive lawn. The house they pulled up to took Ken’s breath away. Made Dixon’s pad look like a hovel.

		 

		“Holy shit,” Callie whispered, staring up at the spires on the fourth story. It was built in that old-timey architectural style that would have made it look like a haunted house. Except it was lit up from all sides which made it look stately and almost cheerful.

		 

		He gave the driver a stack of bills and told him to keep the change. Popped out his side of the cab and jogged around to Callie’s. Opened the door for her and offered a hand like he was a footman.

		 

		“Wow. What service,” she said, smiling at him.

		 

		“Can’t help it,” he said, returning her smile. He let his eyes wander along her body as she stepped out. “You look so good I don’t think I could not hold a door open for you.”

		 

		She giggled and that soothed him. Callie had gone through a lot to keep them housed and fed. She deserved to have a little fun if that’s what she wanted. That was the line he’d told himself that afternoon and he was committed to sticking to it.

		 

		He walked her up to the large wooden double doors. Looked around for a doorbell. When he couldn’t find one his eyes settled on the large knocker at the center of the door on the right. “Wow,” he said. “Classy.” A rush of embarrassment stepped through him at the dump they’d left and the house they were stepping into. He’d never have this kind of money, he was pretty sure of that. But he was going to give Cal a better life than the one she had now. That, he could do.

		 

		It only took a few moment for the door to swing open and for Candice to appear from behind it. She, too was wearing pointy heels, though hers were black. Her dress made Ken’s jaw drop.

		 

		Black as well, it was cut in a way that left her taut belly and the under curve of her breasts exposed. It wrapped around her neck and criss-crossed down her front and left almost nothing to the imagination.

		 

		Ken, of course, couldn’t tear his eyes away from the under boob. It, along with stolen glances at Callie, evoked a powerful arousal response that sanitized his mind of worry.

		 

		“Callie. Ken. Fabulous. Please come in. We’re just getting started.”

		 

		Ken shot a nervous glance at Callie. Getting started? What was getting started? They had come under the impression that it would be just them, Candice and Clarence. But as soon as they stepped through the door they heard the din of a murmuring crowd tucked away in one of the many rooms that lay beyond. “What is going on?” Ken whispered to Callie.

		 

		She shrugged and looked as puzzled as he felt. “They didn’t say anything,” she whispered back.

		 

		Ken’s attention was drawn to Candice as she walked down the hall. The high heels she was wearing made her waist and hips swing in an alluring pendulum as she strutted into the house. She stopped and looked over her shoulder at them. “Well follow me,” she said.

		 

		Ken put a hand on the small of Callie’s back and they followed Candice through a labyrinth of hallways until they were led through a set of French doors and into a room that could only be described as a parlor. Decorated in furniture that looked like it belonged in a French palace before the revolution it was filled with women, mostly black, clustered in small groups of four or five and clucking gossip at each other.

		 

		Callie grabbed his hand and squeezed it as Candice raised her hands above her head and clapped.

		 

		The crowd quieted and everyone turned to stare at them.

		 

		Another wave of embarrassment washed over Ken. This time at what he was wearing. Callie looked stunning in her sexy red dress. He, unaware that this would be a formal event or any sort of event at all, had opted for a pair of his favorite corduroy pants and a plaid long-sleeved shirt. A little too lumberjack and not enough red carpet for the crowd they were joining.

		 

		“Ladies,” Candice said. “Our guests of honor. Ken and his lovely wife Callie.” She lowered her hands and broke into a gentle clap.

		 

		The women all joined her, staring at Ken and Callie and leaning in to whisper to each other.

		 

		Ken got a little dizzy from all the female attention. They were all a little older. Candice’s age. But each one of them was dressed as elegantly as her and there were bits of bare black flesh anywhere he cared to point his eyes. Arousal snaked it’s way around his embarrassment and squeezed him until he felt his cock start to harden.

		 

		Candice walked back to where they were standing by the door. She flashed a tight smile. Raised her hands and started undoing the buttons on his shirt.

		 

		Ken glanced nervously at Callie.

		 

		She shrugged and shook her head. But her eyes were on Candice’s fingers, working at each button until the shirt was open, then pushing it off Ken’s shoulders and exposing his torso.

		 

		The ladies burst into a series of “ooh’s” and “ah’s” as they surveyed Ken’s bare chest and abs.

		 

		“Wha—what’s going on?” Ken asked as the warm air in the room and all the female attention made his nipples stiffen.

		 

		Candice looked at him with a deeply puzzled expression. “We’re having a party,” she said, as if nothing could have been more obvious.

		 

		“Why, I mean, why do I have to have my shirt off?” he asked.

		 

		Candice stared at him for a while longer looking perplexed, then erupted into a loud laugh like he’d just told the most hilarious joke. “Because you two are the party. Silly boy. Teasing me.” She clucked and began fiddling with the button on his pants.

		 

		Ken put a hand on her wrist. “I’d really prefer to leave these on,” he said.

		 

		Candice tilted her head and her chin jutted out slightly. A tight smile formed on her lips as she turned and walked to where Callie was standing. She put her hands on Callie’s shoulders and her smile widened. “You look stunning,” she whispered.

		 

		Callie flushed and smiled. “Thank-you,” she said, meek as a church mouse.

		 

		Candice stepped around her, letting her fingers linger on her shoulders as she circled Callie. Stopping behind her, she leaned in and whispered something that made Callie’s back stiffen. Another whisper had Callie shaking her head. A third had her nodding. Candice stepped away and folded her arms across her chest.

		 

		Callie turned and, blushing a bright red shuffled over to Ken.

		 

		“What the fuck is going on?” Ken muttered.

		 

		Callie leaned in.

		 

		All eyes were on them and the room had gone completely silent.

		 

		“I don’t…I didn’t know it was going to be like this,” Callie admitted. She turned her eyes up to meet Ken’s. “But, just, can you just do what she asks? Please?” There was a desperation in her eyes.

		 

		Ken had a suspicion that whatever Candice had whispered to Cal had something to do with Clarence. Callie’s request was not a polite suggestion. Seemed more like a desperate plea. He reminded himself that this was about her, that he was there for her, as a thank-you for working so hard for the both of them. “Fine,” he said with a sigh.

		 

		She smiled and her eyes glistened. She leaned in and kissed him on the cheek. “Thank-you,” she whispered. She stepped away putting him back into Candice’s condescending line of sight.

		 

		“Finished?” Candice asked.

		 

		“I guess?” Ken replied.

		 

		“Good,” she said. “Now strip the rest of your clothes off so we know you’re not going to be a party pooper.”

		 

		Ken turned and looked at all the women staring at him in the room. His whole body heated under their gazes. But Callie was still looking at him with her puppy dog eyes and he knew he couldn’t disappoint her. Undoing his pants he pushed them down his legs and stepped out of them.

		 

		Callie rewarded him with a warm smile.

		 

		Candice gave a pointed look at his underwear.

		 

		He blushed hotter still but took those off, too. As he stood up, waves of shame and embarrassment washing over him, the ladies in the room broke into gentle applause.

		 

		Callie smiled again and giggled at his predicament, which only made him more embarrassed.

		 

		Knowing she was enjoying herself eased his discomfort.

		 

		Candice stepped between him and Callie. “Let’s go show you two around,” she said. She put her hands on their backs and led them towards the gaggle of women ogling both of them.

		 

		Ken’s yes were drawn to his stiff cock bouncing as they walked. The air in the room seemed to grow hotter. The whole thing was like some weird erotic dream he couldn’t escape no matter how hard he pinched himself. As they approached the first group of women all of their eyes fell to his midriff.

		 

		“That’s a pretty thing,” one of the women said.

		 

		“Look at the curve of it,” another commented, drawing the shape of his penis with a finger in the air.

		 

		Ken was surprised to find the situation, their commentary, being the only one naked in the room, strangely arousing.

		 

		The woman stood up from their chairs and swarmed him, Candice pulling Callie off to one side to watch.

		 

		Ken’s face heated again as the woman put their hands to his body and caressed his skin. There were four of them and they all wanted a chance to touch him, it seemed. It was an incredible feeling, four pairs of hands gliding across his chest and back and stomach.

		 

		Callie looked a little troubled for a moment.

		 

		Candice, who was watching her like a hawk, leaned in and whispered something in her ear.

		 

		A shy smile formed on Callie’s lips and she nodded. She looked at Ken and grinned, then giggled.

		 

		Her smile wiped away whatever worry he had left. She was obviously not upset enough about these women fondling him to make them stop or to leave the party. Was it the promise of Clarence’s cock that was soothing her jealousy? Callie’s smile unshackled him from his remaining inhibitions and he succumbed to the warm pleasure of the women’s touch.

		 

		Two of the women crouched, their hands gliding down his abdomen to touch the insides of his thighs.

		 

		He looked down to find them looking between him and his cock. One of the women licked her lips and let her fingers flutter over the sensitive skin of his rigid shaft.

		 

		“No need to be gentle, ladies,” Candice said, staring at the women with a stern expression. “We want him spent for introductions.”

		 

		This startled Ken. He looked up at Candice who met his eyes with her own. “What better way to toast the cycle of seed and harvest than to harvest the seed of your loins in celebration?” she asked.

		 

		Ken glanced at Callie. Cycle of seed and harvest? What kind of party was this?

		 

		She shrugged but didn’t seem distraught by what was happening.

		 

		And the women’s caresses were intoxicating.

		 

		One of the women standing next to him leaned in, her lips against his ear. “I wouldn’t mind sitting on it later,” she whispered. Her hand fell from his collarbone to his nipple. She pinched it, lacing a spike of pain through his pleasure.

		 

		He felt a hand wrap around his cock and groaned at the sensation. It began to stroke him as the others continued their tender fondling. The muscles in his groin tightened, his balls rising between his legs as his body prepared for release.

		 

		Callie was looking on with a look of wonder and what appeared to be some excitement. Her cheeks had flushed, the color going all the way down her chest to the mounds of her breasts. She was obviously as turned on by this as he was.

		 

		The grip on his cock tightened, the stroking faster now. He groaned again and looked down. The woman holding him had an intensity to her expression as she worked fervently to empty his balls of seed.

		 

		“Now,” Candice’s voice boomed from across the room.

		 

		He looked up at her again to find her staring down her nose at him.

		 

		“Finish him,” she commanded.

		 

		A hand slipped down his back. Down into his ass crack, then lower to his ass hole. No one had ever touched him there. It was wet and the tip of a finger poked against his orifice. He jumped and squeezed his ass cheeks. He’d never been into any of that kind of business.

		 

		The women all giggled at his reaction. “Don’t be scared,” someone whispered.

		 

		The hand stroking his cock focused on the head, just beneath his glans.

		 

		Drawn by some irresistible force, he allowed the finger prodding him entry. An indescribable wave of pleasure shuddered up his spine as the finger probed into him. The women giggled again but he didn’t care. He felt dizzy and like he was going to fall over but the hands touching him kept him standing. His body began to shake. He felt his cock tense. He shouted as an orgasm tore through him. Looking down he saw his cock spitting ejaculate onto the floor.

		 

		The women laughed again.

		 

		Candice looked smug and pleased.

		 

		As the pleasure of his climax retreated to wherever in his mind it lived, embarrassment began to creep in again. The women were still caressing him and it made him woozy, like he wanted to go to sleep. But he couldn’t ignore the fact that he was naked in a room full of fully clothed, rather attractive women, who had just made him jizz all over the floor. What the fuck was happening?

		 

		Suddenly, Candice raised her hands and clapped three times. “To the introductions!” she declared.

		 

		The women crouching stood up. The finger retreated from his back hole. The group surrounded him, giggling and whispering things he couldn’t make out. As Candice put her hands on Callie’s shoulders and walked to another large set of doors, they forced him into line behind her some pushing, some pulling him to whatever destiny awaited him.

		

	
		Chapter Eleven

		 

		Callie gasped as she stepped through the second set of double doors. These were solid and opened from in to a room entirely different than the one she’d just been standing in. Cavernous and dark, dotted with plush furniture, heavy purple drapes covering the windows and in the center a giant round platform upholstered in something that looked like velvet with a man lying on it leaning on one shoulder and popping grapes into his mouth with his other hand.

		 

		She gasped again when she realized the room was full of men. Black men wearing red and purple robes like they had in the ancient times. Slung over one shoulder and coming down to their ankles. Some lay on couches and armchairs, others stood in the corners whispering. All turned to stare at her as she was pushed into the room by Candice.

		 

		The man on the platform turned to look at her, smiled, then stood up and set aside his bowl of grapes.

		 

		She recognized him right away. It was Clarence. He held his hands up in the air. “Welcome the wittol and his willing wife!” he shouted.

		 

		The men in the room responded with a resounding “Hey!”

		 

		“Goddess of decadence! Queen of the night! Idol of innocence let us try and make her flower blossom.”

		 

		The men around the room chortled at what Clarence had said.

		 

		Callie scrunched her nose up. This was getting weird. But Candice had promised her she would see Clarence again if she just went along with everything and here he was, half his torso exposed, the sight already making her pussy start to wet.

		 

		He walked up to her smiling.

		 

		She looked up into his eyes with longing. “Um…hi,” she whispered.

		 

		His smile warmed. “Welcome,” he whispered. He leaned down and kissed her on the lips. He tasted like grapes.

		 

		A shiver ran through her at his gentle kiss. When he pulled away she looked into his eyes again. “Uh, thanks,” she said. Her eyes darted around the room. To each set of eyes staring at them. It was even more intimidating than Mr. Dixon’s place had been. But there was Clarence right in front of her. His cock covered only by the funny robe he was wearing and so very close to her that she swore she could feel it’s heat through the fabric. Her own body warmed. “So, uh, what is this?” she asked.

		 

		He smiled and chuckled. Spread his hands out to the sides. “Welcome to our little Bacchanalia,” he said. “It’s just a bit of fun we indulge in with a few friends. Care to join us?” he asked.

		 

		It was a strange question to hear. She’d been the one who texted him, after all. And she was here. Then again, he hadn’t exactly described in detail what would be happening when her and Ken got there. She certainly hadn’t expected to see Ken pawed by a bunch of horny women. She looked around the room again. “What’s going to happen to me if I say yes?” she asked.

		 

		Clarence leaned in, grinning. He put a finger on her chin and raised her eyes to his. “You’re going to have each of your pretty little holes filled with large, black dicks sweetie,” he whispered.

		 

		She drew in a sharp breath, eyes widening as she glanced at the men standing around the room. A few months earlier she would have run away screaming. Now she felt a violent hunger grow inside her. A desire to be ravished and used by these strangers, all while Ken watched her his attention fixed, fixed, fixed, fixed on her and only her.

		 

		“Well?” Clarence asked, pulling her from her own thoughts.

		 

		She bit her lip and glanced at him. “Um…yes, please,” she whispered.

		 

		Clarence straightened. He held out his arm and waited.

		 

		She wrapped hers around it and let herself be led to the platform bed-thingy in the center of the room. Her excitement grew as she neared it and realized this is where they were going to do it. This is where they were going to take her. “Uh, Clarence?” she asked when he pulled her arm away from hers.

		 

		“What is it?” he asked.

		 

		“What’s, uh, what’s a backa…whatever it was you said?”

		 

		He chuckled. “Just a funny little word for party. Like a festival,” he explained.

		 

		“Oh,” she replied, forcing an awkward smile of her own.

		 

		“You look exquisite. What a pretty color on you,” he said, dragging his finger along the hem of her dress.

		 

		She suddenly felt very uncomfortable being the center of everyone’s attention. Knowing all of these people were going to see her naked, to do all sorts of naughty things to her, made a knot form in her stomach.

		 

		“You know what I think?” Clarence asked.

		 

		“Huh?” she said.

		 

		“I think you’d look even prettier in your natural state.” He stepped around behind her and slowly drew the zipper of the dress down her back. Ran his fingers along her spine and let the front of the dress fall away from her chest.

		 

		Her bra less breasts came tumbling out. Her face got very hot very quickly as everyone’s eyes fell to her chest.

		 

		Clarence leaned over from behind her, kissing her neck, his dark hands wrapping around her, palms cupping her breasts and kneading them.

		 

		The knot in her stomach melted away at his touch. His powerful hands massaging her soft flesh made her feel drunk and one by one her inhibitions fell away. She tilted her head as he gently pecked at her neck with his lips.

		 

		His hands slipped down to her sides. He pushed the dress down her legs exposing the red thong she’d bought that day to wear with it. Now there was only a small triangular patch of fabric covering her lady bits. She’d been a little uncomfortable even putting the thing on. It was so scanty. A deep embarrassment filled her at the way the she knew the string of the thong disappeared between her ass cheeks.

		 

		Clarence stepped back. He took her hand and spun her slowly around, his eyes crawling down her body and back up again. He shook his head. “Perfection,” he said quietly.

		 

		As he spun her around a second time her eyes met Ken’s. He was still standing in the middle of the group of women who were still rubbing their hands all over him. He looked like he’d died and gone to heaven. But he wasn’t paying any attention at all to those other women. All his focus was on her. She had all of his attention. It made a real smile form on her lips as she flashed him a sultry look before Clarence spun her back around the way she’d been facing.

		 

		“Bring the wittol,” Clarence said, turning to Candice.

		 

		***

		 

		Candice snapped her fingers and the women surrounding him started moving. Urging him forward towards Clarence and Callie standing in front of him.

		 

		Clarence spun Callie one more time, holding her hand above her head. He stepped to the side just as the women walked Ken right up in front of Callie.

		 

		Ken’s loins tightened but his recently emptied cock sagged limply between his legs.

		 

		“Cometh the cuckold,” Clarence said, his voice low.

		 

		A quiet chuckle rolled through the room.

		 

		Cuckold. Ken had heard the word before. Cuck. A man whose wife slept around without him knowing. But this wasn’t that. This wasn’t the same thing. He wanted this. They wanted this. Together. “It’s not like that,” he whispered.

		 

		Clarence seemed to not have heard him.

		 

		But Callie did. She shook her head and smiled at him.

		 

		“Did you like seeing your wife stuffed with a big, black cock, Ken? Kenneth?”

		 

		Ken’s eyes darted to Clarence. “Just Ken’s fine. Ken.” No one but his grandmother called him Kenneth.

		 

		“Ken it is. But you didn’t answer my question. Did you like seeing your wife filled with another man’s business?”

		 

		Ken glared at Clarence. He was obviously trying to humiliate him. Ken wasn’t having it. “I think you and I both know the answer to that,” he muttered trying to contain his own anger.

		 

		Clarence nodded and chuckled. “I think you’re right. I think we do,” he said. He shrugged off the robe he was wearing. The fabric pooled around his feet, leaving him completely naked.

		 

		Callie’s eyes immediately shot to his cock. That long, strong muscle dangling between his legs. Not yet engorged but rising in falling in time with his pulse. She blushed harder and swallowed.

		 

		Clarence took her hand and made her step back. Helped her to sit on the platform bed then got up onto his knees on it himself. She gave him a nervous glance but he smiled. With a hand on her back he eased her down to lie on the bed, towering above her and massaging his penis. He snapped his fingers.

		 

		Ken felt pressure on his shoulders. Two of the women surrounding him fell to their knees, the other two pulling him down with them until he, too, was kneeling directly in front of Callie’s legs.

		 

		One of the women pulled them apart. Reaching between them she peeled away the thong covering Callie’s pussy. Smiling, she leaned in and licked the tender folds.

		 

		Callie shuddered. Her eyes were on Clarence’s cock, a hungry look in them.

		 

		When Clarence beckoned him closer the women again pushed him gently towards Callie. One of them put a hand on the back of his head, urging him lower until his lips were pressed against Callie’s already wet sex.

		 

		“A mouth on the pussy and a cock in the mouth,” Clarence said quietly. He put a thumb on Callie’s chin and opened it, then proceeded to feed her a few inches of his hardening dick.

		 

		It would have all been extremely bizarre if it weren’t for the arousal that returned to grip Ken. The whole thing felt like some weird cult sex ritual. Like from that movie about all the rich people. Ken couldn't remember the name. Did all rich people have sex cults? he wondered. But as soon as the pungent aroma of Callie’s freshly showered cleave drifted up his nostrils he was lost to the moment and started lapping gently at her sex.

		 

		It helped that, as he did, the women’s hands continued to caress him. Drifting up and down his back. Along his ass and in between his legs. Occasionally grazing his cock and making it harden again.

		 

		Clarence held just the head of his prick in Callie’s mouth, staring down at her with his other hand resting nonchalantly on his hip. “Suck, princess,” he whispered. “Suckle the dick.”

		 

		Callie did what he said. Suckling on his dick like she was nursing from it, hands at her sides and her nipples stiffening at the peaks of her breasts.

		 

		When Clarence motioned again two of the women, moving as a single unit, drifted away from Ken and up onto the bed. They grabbed Callie’s ankles and lifted them into the air. A third woman walked around the bed, opposite Clarence, crawled on and leaned over Callie’s breasts. She sucked a nipple into her mouth and started sucking.

		 

		Callie let out a lewd moan, the sound muffled by Clarence’s organ.

		 

		Clarence closed his eyes and let out a satisfied sigh, the vibrations from Callie’s exclamation obviously intensifying his pleasure.

		 

		Ken felt someone pushing on the top of his head. He turned to look. The fourth woman was smiling at him. “Little lower,” she whispered. “The tastiest bits are down here.” She pushed his head down until his mouth was at Callie’s anus. “Lick. Lick it,” the woman whispered.

		 

		Ken, his body once again throbbing with arousal, followed the order. He flicked his tongue out and tasted the dank bitterness of Callie’s back hole.

		 

		“All the way in,” the woman whispered. “All the way in.” She pushed on his head again.

		 

		It drove Ken’s tongue deep into Callie’s ass hole.

		 

		The woman over top leaned lower, spread Callie’s pussy lips with her fingers and slurped her clit into her mouth.

		 

		Callie let out another, much louder moan. Her body started to twitch.

		 

		Ken could only imagine how good she was feeling right then. Clarence’s cock in her mouth. A mouth on her breasts. His own tongue in her ass and her pussy being sucked. He reached between his legs and touched himself.

		 

		The woman on Callie’s clit glanced at him out of the corner of her eye and scowled. She pulled away from Callie’s sex, grabbed his arm and yanked it out from between his legs. Shook her head. “Not without permission,” she said.

		 

		Ken, his tongue still inside Callie’s butt, nodded. There was obviously some strict set of rules here that hadn’t been explained. But he wasn’t in any position to ask for them to be laid out. He decided to just go with the flow and do whatever he was told. Callie had wanted this so badly. The least he could do was let her enjoy it without making a stink. He obediently continued to fuck her ass hole with his tongue as she shook more and more violently on the bed.

		 

		The woman on her pussy pressed two of her fingers together. Sliding them almost along Ken’s nose, she pushed them into Callie’s pussy and began fucking them in and out.

		 

		The women holding her legs undid the straps of her high heels. They pulled them off and tossed them next to the bed with a soft clatter. Then they each put their mouths onto both of Callie’s big toes and started sucking.

		 

		Callie moaned a third time and started writhing on the bed. She was obviously in a tremendous amount of pleasure and losing control of herself. Every orifice and erogenous zone maximally stimulated, her body started shaking from the sensational overload.

		 

		Clarence pulled his cock out of her mouth a moment before she screamed.

		 

		Her ass hole puckered, trapping Ken’s tongue.

		 

		The woman with her fingers in Callie’s pussy pulled them out. A small squirt of liquid shot out after them, coating Ken’s face. He flinched but kept his tongue in her mouth, knowing he was contributing to her pleasure.

		 

		As she wailed and moaned Clarence painted her face with the wet from his dick looking very satisfied.

		 

		The men standing around them began disrobing. Just like Ken they shrugged off their robes and, standing naked and staring, began rubbing their cocks to life.

		 

		As Callie’s climax ebbed she quieted on the bed. Her head rolled to one side, as if she were too exhausted to go on.

		 

		The women removed her toes from their mouths. The woman on top of her pulled away. The woman on her breast crawled backwards off the bed to return to her position behind Ken. The other two crawled off the bed as quietly as they’d crawled on. They all took up position behind Ken and put their hands on his arms and chest. They pulled him away from Callie and to his feet.

		 

		Callie’s legs fell apart, limp from the exhaustion of the intense orgasm she’d had.

		 

		Ken couldn’t stop staring at her pink pussy as the women led him backwards, then settled him into a large armchair that must have been brought in.

		 

		Clarence tilted her chin towards his cock. He pressed it past her lips.

		 

		It was like watching someone get a shot of adrenaline. Callie’s eyes shot open. She raised a hand and grabbed the root of Clarence’s cock and started sucking on it hard, staring up into his eyes.

		 

		Clarence let her suck it for a good two or three minutes before pulling it away again. Callie let out a quiet whimper, looking longingly after his now stiff prick. She watched him as he got off the bed, walked around to stand in front of her, then grabbed her legs and pulled them up to tuck her ankles into his arm pits. He dragged her lower on the bed, bending her body back so her pussy was at the perfect angle for his penetration.

		 

		Three of the women around Ken started caressing him again. The fourth walked around in front of him. She slipped the straps of her dress off her shoulders and let it fall to the floor.

		 

		Ken gasped at the sight of her body. She was older but still very fit and her tits were huge with fat, dark areola and even darker nipples. He watched as she sank to her knees in front of him and crawled wordlessly between his legs. He gasped as she opened her mouth and wrapped her lips around the swollen head of his cock. He groaned as she started sucking and flicking the underside of it with her tongue.

		 

		Ahead of him Clarence was teasing Callie by running the head of his cock back and forth along her slit.

		 

		She kept tilting her hips up, her body begging Clarence to finally stuff his thick cock into her.

		 

		Finally, Clarence obliged her. Mashing his fingers against the head of his prick until it popped into Callie’s entrance, then lunging into a relentless thrust as he drove his cock all the way in.

		 

		Callie wailed and her legs started shaking under his arms.

		 

		The force of Clarence’s entry was so great it sent Callie gliding a foot forward on the bed.

		 

		Ken watched in awe-struck lust as the dark organ Callie had so craved invaded her body. A pulse of lust shot from his brain to his cock and back again. He groaned again as the woman sucking him took him deeper into her mouth. He could already feel the beginnings of a tightness in his balls. That pre-release pressure that meant he could erupt at any moment.

		 

		Clarence lifted Callie’s legs higher and rested her heels on his shoulders. He reached out and pawed at her breasts. Made her suck his thumb then dragged it down her body and pressed it against her clit. He spun it a few times. Enough to make Callie shake and mewl again. Then he got up into a crouch on his feet, planted his fists on either side of Callie and began his rut.

		 

		To Ken it looked like an absolutely animal way of fucking. Crouching over Callie, stuffing her over and over again with his thick dick, the muscles in his back flexing with each thrust. The suction sound of Callie’s wet sex being stretched by it bounced around the room.

		 

		Having nothing to grab onto she clawed at the bed, throwing her head side to side as Clarence took his way with her.

		 

		Ken felt his groin squeeze. He grunted and was about to inform the woman he was going to pop, not wanting to be a barbarian and shoot off in her mouth unannounced. But it turned out she was quicker. She popped off of his cock a few seconds before his orgasm, settling back onto her haunches with a gleeful look in her eye.

		 

		Ken coughed and, sensing his impending climax, tried to reach out and grab himself to finish himself off. Two of the women at his sides pinned his wrists to the arms of the chair. He was left to sit and helplessly watch his own cock spew.

		 

		It was an immensely frustrating sensation. As the first rope of semen erupted from the tip the women around him giggled. It shot a few inches into the air, then arced and fell onto his abdomen. His cock pulsed and throbbed, ejecting seed. Denied the pleasure of a mouth or a hand, the orgasm vanished back into his mind without a whisper. He groaned and blushed and that set the women giggling again.

		 

		As his non-orgasm finished he realized his cock wasn’t softening. It stood between his legs, bent to one side, semen dripping from the tip onto his stomach.

		 

		The woman in front of him was handed a towel, which she used to wipe up the mess. Then she shuffled forward and wrapped her lips around Ken’s cock again.

		 

		The pleasure returned immediately. A deep, almost painful ache that squeezed him between the legs and made him groan.

		 

		On the bed Callie screamed again. Her toes splayed atop Clarence’s shoulders. Her legs began to shake and she started thrashing on the bed as Clarence pounded her pussy mercilessly with his cock. His balls smacking against her ass, he kept drilling as she wailed through what looked like an incredibly intense climax.

		 

		With the women still pinning his hands to the chair, Ken’s eyes darted between the woman gently tonguing his cock and Callie, whose body went limp beneath Clarence.

		 

		Clarence slowed his thrusting. He let her ankles slip sideways off his shoulders and down his arms. Drew his formidable organ out of her. It was covered in a creamy white goo the consistency of curdled milk. He, too, was handed a towel. He wiped his rod off and handed the towel back to the waiting woman. She exchanged it for a bottle of water which Clarence chugged half of before handing that back to her, too.

		 

		His cock still stiff, he walked around the bed and crawled onto it on his knees. Shuffled forward until he was towering over Callie sideways.

		 

		Callie looked like she’d passed out. Her breasts were rising and falling with the slow, deep breaths she was taking. Her lips were parted and her eyes were closed.

		 

		Clarence waved his cock back and forth beneath her nose a few times.

		 

		Callie stirred and her eyes fluttered open. Her back arched then she slowly rose up onto her elbows as Clarence pulled his cock away. She gazed at it with a bovine stare, as if it were the only thing that existed in her world in that moment.

		 

		As Clarence shuffled slowly backwards, Callie rolled over onto her hands and knees and started crawling toward him, eyes locked on his prick, her mouth hanging wide open.

		 

		“Now you got the taste for it bad, huh baby?” he asked.

		 

		Callie looked up into his eyes with longing in her own. “I want it,” she whispered.

		 

		Her words sent a tremor through Ken. The woman between his legs had pulled her mouth away and resorted to running her finger up and down the underside of his shaft. The most gentle whisper of a touch that sent electrical pulses of pleasure through him, making his legs shake and twitch involuntarily. He made a grunting sound through his tight throat as he watched Callie.

		 

		She was changed. He could see it in her eyes. In her uncaring at being naked in a room full of strangers wearing togas. In the way she was staring at Clarence’s prick. As if the shape of it was a source of endless fascination and forever would be.

		 

		It rattled him because, for the first time since this depraved adventure began, he was seeing in Callie something he would never be able to inspire or elicit. A trance-like fascination with a sexual instrument that had given her pleasure beyond any she’d thought possible. A supplication to an organ that had aroused her so profoundly that merely the whiff of it roused her from a deep post-coital torpor to beg for more.

		 

		Knowing his own endowment would most likely never put her into such a state was mildly discomfiting. Far more troubling was the idea that this newly discovered phenomenon, Callie’s supplication to the dark potential this penis had unlocked, was not something she would be able to control. Lastly, and most profoundly disturbing, was the certainty that her seemingly involuntary loss of agency was not something he could, either.

		 

		And while Callie had done some dirty things throughout this erotic escapade he had always been certain that she would come back to him. That she would return and defer to his judgment and ask his permission before making any decision as to whether to sink even lower into depravity. Seeing her body swaying back and forth as Clarence wagged his cock in front of her nose made him realize that she’d been wrested from his zone of influence. Yanked from the relative safety of their shared nest and marriage and thrust into the wild where Callie did what Callie wanted and not what Ken told her to do.

		 

		The knowledge that such a place existed and that Callie was currently inhabiting it was as upsetting as it was arousing. Out in the wilderness where anything could happen. Where she might follow her own basest instincts without so much as a thought to what Ken might feel. He knew then he had to get her back. But for the time being all he could do was watch as she prowled along the bed in whatever direction Clarence swung his cock, craving it’s influence and re-insertion into herself and making it known to all who cared to look that she belonged to Clarence for however long he cared to have her. That Clarence, not Ken or Callie, was in control.

		 

		The revelations all twisted tight inside his mind and down his spine. They twined with the delicate stroke of the woman’s finger along his own cock and made the muscles in his groin contract. Another orgasm loomed over him like an ocean wave about to crash ashore.

		 

		The woman smiled and pulled her finger away just in time again.

		 

		Ken let out a massive groan as his pleasure was denied a second time. His cock, a brighter red than he’d ever seen it, engorged and flexed and twitched the head seeking out anything on which to rub itself to completion. There was only empty air.

		 

		The women around him giggled as ejaculate bubbled up out of the head and spilled down his shaft. A frothy, bubbling liquid that had been primed with air inside his balls, it leaked down onto them coating the wrinkled sac before landing with a wet plop on the floor. The expulsion came with no release of need.

		 

		Ahead of him Clarence had shown mercy and allowed Callie to mount her face on his man-muscle. She was gliding slowly back and forth as he looked on. Bending at the waist he gave her ass a loud smack. He grabbed Callie’s hair, pulled it back into a pony tail and pulled her off his prick. “Tell me all about it,” he murmured, smiling down at her.

		 

		“I need it,” Callie droned, her lips moving like a fish out of water struggling to breathe.

		 

		“Tell me all about it,” Clarence repeated.

		 

		“I need your dick,” Callie said with a whimper. “I need your dick in me.”

		 

		The woman with the towel reappeared. Ken’s still rigid cock and scrotum were cleaned off. The woman between his legs wrapped a hand around his shaft and began stroking his glans with her thumb. Slow, gentle circles with a steady pressure that made Ken feel like he might go insane if she didn’t let him finish properly soon. He let out another lewd groan. The men joined the women in a hearty chuckle.

		 

		“Where do you want that dick?” Clarence asked.

		 

		“Anywhere. Any hole. I just need it in me,” Callie panted.

		 

		The benevolent Clarence smiled and gave her what she’d asked for. Pushed his cock into her mouth and down her throat.

		 

		Callie groaned and her eyes crossed as Clarence moved her mouth back and forth. “Well, gentlemen,” he said, looking around the room. “One’s enough but not much fun. Plenty room for more.” He bent over her again. Pulled her pussy lips apart and rubbed them with his fingers, then rubbed some of her own juice on her ass hole. He spat. His aim was perfect. A thick globule of his saliva landed on the bull’s eye of Callie’s puckered anus.

		 

		As the men around the room removed their robes, Ken’s head was swelling from the mind-numbing pleasure throbbing from his frenulum. He groaned as he watched another black man crawl onto the bed. The man rolled onto his back, slid underneath Callie and slurped one of her nipples into his mouth.

		 

		Callie let out a moan that sounded as bovine as her stare looked.

		 

		As his dick stiffened, the man beneath her tapped it against her thighs, then her pussy folds, the purple head searching a moist opening to explore. Upon finding it, the man cocked his hips then thrust, his black cock drilling into the rubbery wet warmth of Callie’s pussy.

		 

		The moan she emitted sent a chill racing down Ken’s spine. Seeing her speared, no, spit-roasted on two dark dicks pulled the rip-cord on his arousal again. His legs began shaking, a third emission imminent.

		 

		The woman between his legs unwrapped her hand from around his prick and turned to stare. “Girl gettin’ it good now,” she whispered.

		 

		Ken gasped, perched on a knife’s edge between the tension racking his body and the oblivion release would bring. He watched a hulking monster of a black man mount the bed and and position himself above Callie’s behind. His cock had and upward curve and he had to bend the stiff thing quite a ways to reach Callie’s third and final hole.

		 

		Ken imagined what sound Callie might make when the head of that crescent prick applied pressure to the inside of her anus.

		 

		Twirling the tip in the mess Clarence had left to soak it, the man then mashed it into her back entrance and sat down into a crouch, thrusting the entirety of his girth into Callie and plugging her completely.

		 

		She let out a wet harrumph onto Clarence’s cock. Started bobbing up and down as if trying to fill her face with it was the most important task she’d ever had.

		 

		The two cocks implanted inside her started alternately sawing in and out.

		 

		Ken startled as the woman between his knees placed her mouth on him again. He sucked in a breath as she took him deep. Into her tight throat, the muscles in her neck working as if to swallow him whole. “Please,” he panted. “Please let me come.” He sounded desperate. He didn’t care. As her nose touched his stomach she shook her head, a gurgly bubbling sound rising from her throat. She pulled away, strands of her saliva clinging between her mouth and his dick. She wiped it away with the back of her hand, then flicked out her tongue and licked his balls.

		 

		“Please!” Ken seethed.

		 

		She only smiled in reply.

		 

		On the bed Callie was moaning. She grabbed the root of Clarence’s cock and pushed herself off. Stared it the thing as she stroked it and panted. Her body started shaking. She grunted and winced. The men inside her were working with a feverish abandon. Fucking in, pulling out, fucking in and pulling out, their ebony knobs polished and glistening with her interior juices. She screamed as she came. Clinging onto Clarence’s prick as her body shuddered with a climax.

		 

		The image flash froze in Ken’s mind. Callie with her maw hanging open, screaming at the black dick she was holding like a rock star wailing into a microphone. It would stay with him forever.

		 

		As underman and overman finished in her a procession formed. A line of men ready and at attention, to replace the spent that crawled out from beneath her and above her and scurried back into their robes.

		 

		Ken watched as man after man, lathered up from staring and the stench of sexual excitement hanging in the room, inserted their most intimate parts into Callie’s and released their genetic ammunition. His mind wandered on it’s own to the question of whether there was any amount of contraception that could withstand that volume of assault. His vision blurred. He was kept on the edge of excitement by the cruel woman between his legs. The faces of the strangers banging Callie ballooned in his mind, swelling to caricature, laughing and grunting as they fucked.

		 

		The only human shape that remained constant was Callie. Perfect, beautiful Callie who had been so innocent and was now so compromised that it made a tear roll down from his eye.

		 

		As if on cue, and with Clarence’s dick in her mouth and two in her bottom sides, she turned and shot him a lusty look out of the corner of her eye. A smile curled her lips.

		 

		In a different timeline Ken might have taken the smile as a question. Is this enough, husband? she might have been asking by it. He knew the opposite to be true. This is not enough, she was saying. And, I want more.

		 

		The woman at his feet ruined another orgasm. He barely felt it. The entirety of his attention was on Callie. Callie whose debasement he would never un-see. Callie who was hungrily gobbling cock, taking it in both ends and begging for more with the shape her body was making. Callie the ultimate slut. His forever whore.

		 

		The vision evaporated as someone clapped their hands. Callie was still on her knees. Her bottom holes were leaking a steady stream of mingled spunk onto the bed. Clarence’s cock was out of her mouth, in his hand and pointed at her face. She grinned as he shot his load, bathing her in the liquid evidence of his own sexual excitement. He grimaced as he came.

		 

		Ken winced as shot after shot his Callie’s face with a wet splatter.

		 

		Clarence let out a low groan, stepped forward and put his cock back into her mouth.

		 

		Callie eagerly cleaned it, polishing it with her tongue until it shone in the dim light of the room.

		 

		“And now for the best part,” someone whispered behind him.

		 

		“Ten ‘k large says he doesn’t last a minute,” another voice replied.

		 

		The woman between his legs put her hands on his thighs and stood up. Stepping to the side she waved her hand towards Callie and smiled. “She’s all yours now,” she said.

		 

		Callie swung her head to stare at him. Her cum-covered lips twisted into a lusty snarl. She arched her back and spread her knees. Feral whore readying herself for her final customer.

		 

		Beside himself with pent up frustration, Ken staggered to his feet. He stumbled towards the bed not caring that the whole room was watching. Crawling up onto the bed he grabbed Callie by the hips and yanked her towards him, surprising himself with his own strength. He looked down and grimaced at the mess they’d made of her holes. Stretched and gaping, her insides filled with churning seed.

		 

		He knew that entering her would sanctify this debauchery. Would put her forever beyond his reproach. Fucking her would signal his approval of the act and that wasn’t something he was sure he wanted to give. His cock gave him no choice.

		 

		Thrusting his hips forward he stabbed them between the stretched lips of Callie’s vaginal crevice. His eyes closed as he plunged into her slimy depths. Her low moan pleased him. That her husband’s penetration after such a vigorous fucking elicited any reaction at all gave him hope. He wanted the moment to last but the moment had other ideas.

		 

		The warmth of the inside of her crawled up through his anus. Up his spine, slowly bathing his body in heat. It crackled at the base of his brain and pulled the trigger of his orgasm. He vaguely heard himself shout. His cock felt like it had swollen and was about to explode. He groaned as it pumped what little might have been left of his own seed after his four milkings, deep into Callie’s welcoming pussy.

		 

		Callie pushed back against him, too. Grinding out one final orgasm, her thoughts no doubt filled with large black men and the copious amounts of semen they’d deposited inside her.

		 

		That thought set his whole body shaking. He stared down to where cock met cunt as Callie’s pussy angrily gripped and clenched him.

		 

		The reprieve of finally climaxing felt like a thousand pound weight had been taken off his shoulders. Though still in place on his feet on the bed, he felt like he was floating up towards the ceiling and taking Callie with him. The sound of soft clapping sent him careening back into reality. Back into the center of the room, surrounded by a circle of robed men and nude women who were clapping at them.

		 

		“Brilliant,” someone whispered.

		 

		“Exquisite,” another voice said.

		 

		Ken collapsed onto Callie, who collapsed onto the bed. He lay there on top of her praying inside his mind that the world would go away. He was swimming in embarrassment and wasn’t sure if he could look any of the people in the room in the eye again.

		 

		He kept his face buried in Callie’s neck as the clapping died down. Hope sprang inside his heart when he heard the sound of shuffling footsteps. He opened one eye to see a procession had formed and was winding it’s way out the door. He rose up onto one arm as the last of them disappeared and the doors closed. A smaller door opening at the other end of the room grabbed his attention. A woman in a French maid’s outfit came in carrying towels. She placed them on the bed and turned to leave without a word.

		 

		As she swung the door open again Ken gasped. He only saw the figure for a moment but was certain what he saw. Don Dixon with his hand on his crotch, smirking at them through the door.

		 

		The door swung shut and they were alone.

		

	
		Chapter Twelve

		 

		“Can we get two more doubles on the rocks?” Dixon asked tossing a peanut shell into the bowl at the center of the table and tossing the hatched peanuts into his mouth.

		 

		Ken, whose head was already spinning from the first round, held up a hand. “I think that maybe I’m good thanks.”

		 

		Dixon smirked. “Shaddup kid,” Dixon said. “Two doubles,” he repeated to the waitress, holding up two fingers.

		 

		“Certainly, sir,” she replied before scurrying away.

		 

		The place they were in was fancy as shit. Rich people fancy. Big plants everywhere. Intimate booths lining the walls, small tables dotting the center of the large room and a huge bar opposite the entrance. A look at the drinks list had made his jaw drop. The prices were insane. He still wasn’t sure why he was there. “So, uh, what did you want to talk to me about?” he asked, trying his best not to slur his words. The booze had really done a number on him.

		 

		Dixon smirked again as he looked at him. “You take my advice?” he asked.

		 

		Ken scowled, not sure what he was talking about. “What advice was that?” he asked, hoping not to offend.

		 

		“You make an opportunity out of this? You do something with yourself?”

		 

		Ken realized what he meant. “Yes sir,” he said.

		 

		Dixon gave an approving nod. Almost fatherly. And despite not having much to do with Dixon besides watching him fucking Callie, his approval filled Ken with a strange sense of pride. “You tell her all about it yet?” Dixon asked.

		 

		Ken shook his head. His heart sank a little as he thought of Callie. He hoped it didn’t show on his expression. “Not yet,” he said.

		 

		“Huh? Why not. It’d make her happy.”

		 

		Ken drew in a breath and held it for a moment. “Callie and I have been…it’s been a little rocky lately.”

		 

		Dixon gave a solemn nod. Like he knew what Ken was talking about. “That happens sometimes.”

		 

		Ken furrowed his brow. “Happens sometimes?” he asked.

		 

		Dixon cracked another peanut shell and did the same tossing routine. “She been stepping out? I mean without telling you?” he asked.

		 

		“Stepping ou…you mean like…”

		 

		“Getting it on the side. Two-timing. Unfaithful. Promiscuous. What you need it spelled out? Stepping out is what I’m saying.”

		 

		Ken let out a heavy sigh. “Yeah,” he admitted. “She’s been stepping out.” He shook his head. “I don’t know what to do about it. All she wants is dick. Dick, dick and more dick.”

		 

		Dixon nodded, cracked a peanut and tossed them into his mouth. Wiped his fingers on the little paper napkin in front of him. “That’s all they really want. The young ones anyways. Then they get older and they tolerate it. If you’re lucky,” he said, sounding a little wistful. “I’d say enjoy it while it lasts but I know how it feels. She still putting out for ya’?”

		 

		Ken nodded. His cock was still sore from the marathon Callie had subjected him to the previous day.

		 

		“Well ya’ got that goin’ for ya’ then,” Dixon said. “Look. Women ain’t that complicated. Until sometimes they are. And sometimes they just need a goddam man to tell ‘em how it’s gonna’ be. You gotta’ decide for yourself. Can you be that man or not? Will you be that man?”

		 

		Ken sensed the question might be rhetorical but didn’t want to be rude in case it wasn’t. “I…” he began.

		 

		Dixon put a hand up. “I don’t need to hear it. She does.”

		 

		Ken lowered his gaze to the table. A silence passed between them.

		 

		The waitress came and deposited their drinks.

		 

		“Thanks, hun,” Dixon said.

		 

		Ken picked up his glass and took a sip. Resisted the urge to wince at the way the alcohol burned on it’s way down. Gave him courage to ask his next question. “So what do I say?”

		 

		Dixon shrugged. “You decide what kind of man you’re gonna’ be. If you mean it the right words will find you when the time comes.”

		 

		Ken nodded again. Strangely sage advice for a guy like Dixon to be giving. “So is that what you wanted to talk to me about?”

		 

		“Huh? Oh. No. Here,” he said, pulling an envelope out of the breast pocket of his sports jacket and sliding it across the table.

		 

		“What’s this?” Ken asked.

		 

		“A little something from Clarence and Candice. To say thank-you. For being a good sport. You should share that with Callie, too. She sure was one.” He chuckled.

		 

		Ken looked down at the fat envelope and his heart skipped a beat. Unless it was all one dollar bills it looked like a hell of a lot of money. “Thanks,” he said quietly.

		 

		“You’re welcome. Hope it wasn’t too much trouble.”

		 

		Ken caught Dixon’s eye. “What…what were you doing there?”

		 

		Dixon flashed a smug smile and shrugged. “They like to have their parties. But you can’t just pull any old girl off the street and offer her a wad of cash for that sort of thing. You’ve gotta’…you know. Butter ‘em up a little.” He waved one hand over the other like it was a knife buttering toast.

		 

		Ken’s stomach hollowed as he realized what Dixon was saying. “You mean…you were, like, planning this whole thing?” he asked.

		 

		“Not exactly,” Dixon replied. “Some girls go for it. Others don’t. Sometimes they seem loose and then as soon as you make ‘em an offer they seal up tighter’n a nun’s cunt at Christmas. Then there’s those who seem so uptight you think you’re never gonna’ unwind them. Then there’s girls like Callie,” he added, going quiet and sinking into his thoughts.

		 

		The question cracked in Ken’s mind and he couldn’t resist it. “Did…did something happen with you and Callie? I don’t mean…what I mean is…”

		 

		Dixon held up a hand again. He gave a few stiff nods. “I know what you mean,” he said, staring at the table. He turned and looked up at Ken. “I don’t kiss and tell. All I’m gonna’ say is, you decide the man you’re gonna’ be and Callie’ll come around. Hundred percent.”

		 

		Ken nodded, realizing that was the only answer he was going to get from Dixon. He put a hand on the envelope, slid it towards him and tucked it into his jacket pocket then did up the zipper. Took another swig of his drink then set it back down half-empty. “I don’t think I’m gonna’ finish that,” he said.

		 

		Dixon smiled with one corner of his mouth. “’Atta boy,” he said.

		 

		“I think I should probably get going,” Ken said. He swung his legs out from under the table.

		 

		“Oh hey I nearly forgot,” Dixon said. He reached under the table and pulled out a foot-long wooden box. “That’s for you and Callie. You open that together. Should probably help with the dick fever.”

		 

		Ken looked at the box, then at Dixon, unsure of what to say. “Uh, okay. Thanks.” He said.

		 

		“Go on kid,” Dixon said, dismissing him with a wave. “See you never.”

		 

		Ken felt a sudden and odd pang of sympathy for the guy. Hiding in his big house and his fancy bars. Didn’t seem like he had many friends. Paying for sex. Not too sure what emotions he was having but seeming like he didn’t like having any of them. Surprising even himself, he put a hand on Dixon’s shoulder and clapped it a few times. “Hey Mr. Dixon?”

		 

		Dixon startled and his eyes shot to where Ken had his hand. For a moment he looked like he was going to burst into a rage. “What is it kid?”

		 

		Ken clapped him on the shoulder again. “I just wanted to say thanks again. For everything. I think it’s all going to turn out for the best.”

		 

		Dixon’s lips went tight and his eyes went soft for a fleeting moment. He sighed. “You’re welcome, kid. Now get outta’ here.” He picked up his drink and buried his nose in it, not looking up as Ken left.

		 

		***

		 

		The sound of panting and the bed squeaking greeted him as he walked into the apartment. His guts tightened along with the muscles in his jaw. Callie was at it again. He set the box down on the couch as he passed it on the way to the bedroom. Stopped just short of the door and peered around the frame.

		 

		Callie was on her knees, face pressed against the pillows, getting fucked by the sinewy frame of upstairs guy. “Fuck…fuck…fuck,” she whispered in between panting breaths.

		 

		His cock twitched at the sight, his mind sliding into the now-familiar arousal response it had been trained into. He resisted the impulse. Went and sat down at the kitchen table instead. He waited patiently listening to the thrusting and squeaking get harder and faster. Heard Callie get off. Soon after upstairs guy finished. Heard shuffling and clothes being picked up. “That enough?” upstairs guy asked.

		 

		“Uh…sure. Whatever,” Callie replied, still breathless.

		 

		Footsteps. Upstairs guy walked out of the bedroom and startled at seeing him at the kitchen table.

		 

		Ken tipped his head back in greeting. “Hey,” he said.

		 

		“Uh, oh. Hey,” upstairs guy said. He reached up and pulled the hood of his sweatshirt over his head. Dug his hands into his pockets and walked across the room, then slipped out the door.

		 

		Ken waited patiently. A few moments later Callie appeared in the door to the bedroom. Naked, dishevelled and with streaks of wet running down the insides of her thighs. She stared at him.

		 

		Ken watched her shuffle across the floor, completely unashamed by her own nudity or what she’d just done.

		 

		She pulled the chair opposite him out from underneath the table and sat down with a wet squish. “Hey,” she said quietly.

		 

		“Hey,” Ken replied. Even now, after what he’d just heard happen, it was hard to keep his mind and eyes from wandering to her breasts and getting lost in the fog of lust looming over him. Even slouched in her chair she looked beautiful.

		 

		“I, uh…I made us a couple of extra bu…”

		 

		“Stop,” he said.

		 

		Callie looked a little startled by the interruption. She put her hands together in her lap and fiddled with her fingers. “I was just…” She jerked a thumb towards the door. “You were gone and he came by and I just figured we could…”

		 

		“Stop with the bullshit, Cal,” Ken said.

		 

		Her eyes widened at what he’d said.

		 

		He’d never spoken to her so harshly or decisively. But hearing himself say it filled him with the strange pride he’d felt talking to Dixon. The moment was here and he was the man for it and he’d never been more certain of anything in his life. And just like Dixon had said the right words found him without him even looking. “We already talked about this, Cal,” he said. “I asked you I don’t know how many times. To stop fucking around. It was a good time, sure. You and Dixon and Clarence and upstairs guy and all the crazy shit you did. But we already talked about this. I’m not going to put up with this. I’m not going to put up with you fucking any guy any time you feel like.”

		 

		She scowled, storm clouds forming in her eyes. “I wasn’t just fucking for fun, Ken. I was fucking because Mr. Dixon stopped calling three weeks ago and you don’t have a job and we need some way to pay the rent and…”

		 

		He stood up and walked to the bedroom. Picked up the two twenties lying next to the pillow on the bed and walked back to the kitchen. Tossed them on the table in front of Callie. “For what? For this? For forty bucks?”

		 

		She looked at the money out of the corner of her eye, then up at him. “How much did you make this week?” she asked quietly.

		 

		A brief moment of rage gripped him but he brought it under control. This was half his doing and, therefore, half his job to fix. Calming himself, he sat back down at the kitchen table and laced his fingers together. Stared right at Callie. “Fair enough,” he said quietly. “But things have to change, Cal. We have to change. All that shit you did was fun but it’s time to move on. I’m ready if you are. And if you’re not?” He paused. “And if you’re not, well, then we’ve got some talking to do about what that means for you and me.”

		 

		Her expression changed. Half to shock and half to sadness as she stared at him with disbelief in her eyes. “Ken?” she whispered. “What are you saying?”

		 

		The look on her face nearly crushed his resolve to be the man he needed to be but he pushed through. “I love you, Cal,” he said quietly.

		 

		“I love you too,” she replied almost instantly.

		 

		He tapped his fingers on the table. “But I can’t have this.” He waved a finger at the bedroom door. “I can’t have you spreading your legs every time I leave the house. I told you that. A whorish wife is fun. A cheating whore isn’t. I know which one I want. Which one are you ready to be?”

		 

		Callie shook her head, looking bewildered. Getting up from her chair, she traipsed to his and put her arms around his neck. He swung his legs out from under the table and spread them. Callie sat herself down on his lap and pressed her forehead against his. “I’m sorry,” she whispered.

		 

		Relief swept through him. Because even though he’d been pretty certain she’d come around there had been the chance she’d choose her own desires over his. And he wasn’t sure he would have been able to do what needed doing if that had happened. But they were through it. And Cal had chosen him. “Promise me you’ll stop?” he whispered.

		 

		She nodded. “I promise,” she said. Then she shook her head. “Ken,” she said, sighing. “What are we going to do? For money? I don’t even know how much we have left…”

		 

		He decided to keep the news of the envelope in his jacket pocket to himself for the time being. They could always celebrate later. Besides, there was better news to share. “Give me a sec,” he said, pushing Callie off his knee.

		 

		As she stood up he grabbed an old sweatshirt that was draped over the chair and threw it over her shoulders.

		 

		She wrapped it tight around herself. “Thanks,” she said.

		 

		He reached down to the bottom cupboard next to the fridge and pulled out his other little secret. Set it on the table in front of Callie and opened it up. The screen flashed to life.

		 

		Callie glanced at him. “Ken? What is this?” she asked.

		 

		“It’s a computer,” he said.

		 

		“I know that,” Callie replied. “What are you doing with it?”

		 

		Punching in his password he opened the browser to the web page he’d saved. “Take a look,” he said.

		 

		Callie bent down over the laptop and stared at the screen. Her lips parted as she read. She stood up and turned to him. “Is this for real?” she asked.

		 

		“Hundred percent,” he replied quietly.

		 

		She looked back and forth between him and the screen. “How did this…how did you do this?”

		 

		He gazed into her lovely eyes. “I took some of the money you made and bought this,” he said, nodding towards the laptop. “Signed up for this free coding thing. When you’d go out to Dixon’s I’d, like, hit the classroom or whatever.”

		 

		A look of puzzled delight lit her face. “I can’t…that’s unbelievable.” She turned to look at the screen again. “And you got a job offer already?” she asked.

		 

		A pride filled him. “It’s just entry level,” he muttered. “But it’s got benefits. And it pays three times what the shop did. And, if I work hard, there’s lots of opportunity. They were pretty excited when I talked to them. Seems like it’s gonna’ be a good fit.”

		 

		She stared at him for a long time before a smile curled her lips. “Ken that’s so…sexy,” she said. Her hand slipped down to his crotch and cupped his balls. “Want to have a fuck about it?” she whispered.

		 

		“No more dick,” he said.

		 

		She gave a solemn nod. “No more dick,” she echoed. “I’ll do my very best.”

		 

		His cock began to harden as her fingers massaged his scrotum.

		 

		“Hey,” she said, glancing over his shoulder. “What’s in the box?”

		 

		“Huh? Oh. It’s from…it’s from Mr. Dixon.”

		 

		She pulled away and looked into his eyes.

		 

		His insides constricted as he realized he may have put his sexual release in peril. He hadn’t mentioned to Cal that Dixon had texted him, or that he was going to meet him.

		 

		“You saw Mr. Dixon?” she whispered.

		 

		He wasn’t sure if that was disbelief or longing in her tone. “Uh yeah,” he admitted. “He, uh, he asked me not to say anything. To come alone.”

		 

		Her eyes fell and her shoulders sagged.

		 

		Ken realized he had just the thing to distract her. He pulled the envelope out of his jacket pocket and set it on the table. “Gave me this,” he said.

		 

		Callie’s eyes widened. She picked up the envelope and tore it open. They bugged wider when she looked inside. “Holy shit,” she whispered.

		 

		“From Clarence and Candace. For being good sports,” he said.

		 

		Callie, looking more animated, traipsed across the room and picked up the box. “And this?” she said.

		 

		“He gave me that, too. Said…uh, never mind.” Probably best to keep Dixon’s comment about Callie’s dick fever to himself.

		 

		She turned the box around, found the clasp holding it shut and pried it open. Reached inside with one hand.

		 

		Ken craned his neck trying to see what was inside. “What is it?” he asked.

		 

		Callie flashed a mischievous smile his way. She pulled the box away from the contents.

		 

		Ken’s jaw dropped.

		 

		She was holding a ten inch long, two inch thick silicone penis. She let the box clatter to the floor. Staring straight at Ken she stuck out her tongue and licked up and down the length of the dildo then all around until it was dripping with spit. She spun around, let the sweatshirt fall off her shoulders and got up onto her knees on the couch. Spread her legs apart, swung her head and shot him a coquettish look over her shoulder. “Put it in my ass for me?” she asked quietly.

		 

		The thrill of arousal rippled through Ken. It finished at the tip of his cock, a ticklish, tingling feeling. He walked zombie-like over to Callie and took the dildo from her. Pressed the tip against her ass hole.

		 

		Her hand fell between her legs and she started flicking her clit with her fingers. “Do it,” she whispered.

		 

		Pressing a hand against the base of the dildo, Ken applied pressure and gaped as the thing slipped into her, wiggling like an eel swimming through the water. The scent of her arousal wafted up from between her legs. “Oh Mr. Dixon,” she whispered as he pushed the thing inside her.

		 

		Arousal rippled through him at hearing her say Dixon’s name, the memories of the dirty deeds she’d done sharpening his desire.

		 

		As the make-believe balls settled against her ass she turned, grabbed his shirt and yanked him onto the couch with her. She turned her head so he could see her profile. “No more dick,” she whispered. “But yours.”

		 

		His cock sprang out as he undid his pants. He pointed it at her sopping hole. Drove it in in one fell thrust and groaned at how much tighter the dildo made her vaginal canal.

		 

		Callie moaned as he went balls deep. She turned her head. “Now fuck my like our marriage depends on it you little bitch,” she snarled.

		 

		Ken raised a hand and brought it down on her ass in a rough smack. “I’ll fuck you however I want,” he growled. “You little slut.”

		 

		Callie started giggling as she bounced back and forth against him.

		 

		Slamming his cock into her cunt Ken felt like twice the man he’d ever been. Married to ten times the whore.

		 

		THE END
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