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The Porn Star Bet


 

 


Part One: The Wager


 

 


Caroline couldn’t believe that the woman walking towards her was her longtime friend. Sadie, like Caroline, had always been on the more conservative side. They had grown up in the same suburb together and had been raised with the same kind of traditional values. Of course over the years, especially in college, they had had their occasional wild nights, but in general both of the young women had always displayed a certain amount of decorum.



While Caroline had worn a casual floral dress with flats for the spring weather, Sadie was wearing a much more daring outfit, sporting a pleated, plaid short skirt that barely went to mid-thigh and a lacy black top that openly showcased the black bra she wore beneath. Her just over five foot frame was propped up on open-toed platform heels. As she drew closer, Caroline could see that her friend was also wearing much heavier make-up than usual, her normally freckled skin smoothed over into a uniform tone, and the area around her eyes dark with eyeshadow. The blonde hair she usually wore in a no-maintenance pony tail had been styled and fell around her face in soft waves.



It was a totally out of character look. Though ultimately maybe Caroline shouldn’t have been surprised. Doing things that were out of character was why she had wanted to meet up with her friend in the first place.



“Hey, Cee-Cee! So great to see you!” Sadie said, as she approached the table where Caroline was sitting.



She still used Caroline’s old nickname, even though it had been several years since Caroline traded in her maiden name of Carter for her husband’s last name of Brown. It seemed some things about Sadie hadn’t changed at least.



“Hey! Great to see you too,” Caroline said, standing and embracing her friend in a hug.



Then she nearly grimaced as she saw the man walking up behind Sadie. He was tall and muscular, something that was evident given the that he was wearing shorts and a tank top that showed off his large biceps. But Caroline had watched him on screen wearing absolutely nothing not that long ago. Images of Sadie naked and moaning while this man had his way with her sprung unbidden into Caroline’s mind. She felt a shiver run through her as she pulled out of the hug with her friend.



“Hey, I’m Johnny,” the man said, as he approached the table, extending a hand.



Caroline took it gingerly, noticing how his large paw easily engulfed her delicate, long fingers. She forced herself to smile as she introduced herself.



“I hope you don’t mind that I let him tag along,” Sadie said, flashing a smile. “But I did want to introduce him to my oldest friend.”



“Of course,” Caroline said. She hadn’t been expecting Sadie to bring anyone with her, certainly not this man. But she supposed she had to make the best of the situation.



They sat and ordered drinks, making some small talk about how things had been going. Sadie mostly asked after Caroline’s family, how her husband Marcus was doing, and how their kids were. Caroline skirted around the real reason she had summoned her friend to this little get together. The whole situation was rather awkward to bring up, and having Johnny sitting there and undressing her with his eyes didn’t help. But eventually she figured she had to get to the point.



“So, Sadie, I — um…” Caroline started halfheartedly. She took a breath and forced herself to continue. “I saw some of your videos that you made.”



“I thought that might be why you wanted to meet,” Sadie said. She leaned forward conspiratorially across the table. “Did you like them?”



“No!” Caroline said, then stuttered trying to backtrack a little when she saw a hurt look appear on Sadie’s face. “I mean, I didn’t watch them fully.”



Caroline picked up her drink and took a long sip. She tried to ignore the amused look Johnny was giving her. She set down her drink and took another deep breath through her nose.



“I just wanted to know, how did all this happen?” Caroline said. “This…porn stuff. It doesn’t seem like something you would do.”



“Well, Johnny opened me up to it,” she said, looking over at him and batting her eyes playfully. “And now, I dunno, I just really enjoy it.”



“But how did you get into all this?” Caroline said, still unable to wrap her mind around her friend’s change in attitude.



The two of them had always been a bit judgmental about girls and women they thought were acting too slutty. It had been that way in high school and college. The sudden shift in attitude worried Caroline, and she feared there might be something sinister behind it. Perhaps this Johnny guy had blackmailed her, or maybe he had drugged her or something.



But the explanation didn’t reveal any of that.



“Johnny and I met at a party,” Sadie said. “He’s friends with one of the guys from my old work. He started telling me about what he does, and I have to admit I was a little grossed out by it, but I was also curious. He invited me over to his studio so I could see it first hand. He started filming me while I was there, just for fun at first. But once I was in front of the camera and under those lights…I dunno. I started doing whatever he was telling me to do. It just felt so natural. And all of a sudden, we were making a porno.”



She finished with a giggle.



“I know Sadie here put on a good show of being a good girl for a long time, but under it all, there was a horny little minx waiting to be coaxed out,” Johnny said, giving her a knowing smile.



Caroline felt some heat rise to her face. She was about to say something when Sadie slapped Johnny playfully on the arm with a giggle.



“Oh stop!”



“You know it’s true,” he said, winking at her. Then he turned to face Caroline. “I find that deep down just about every woman is a slut. It’s just a matter of getting them to act on their desires.”



“That’s a terrible thing to say, and entirely untrue,” Caroline said, glaring back at him.



“Not in my experience,” Johnny said. “I’ve gotten all kinds of women to work with me, many who you would never think would be into doing porn. I’ve figured out how to get any woman to show her true, slutty nature in front of the camera.”



“And how many of them did you force into doing these shoots?” Caroline said bitingly. She looked over at Sadie. “If he made you do any of this, you can tell me. I can help.”



“No, it wasn’t like that at all!” Sadie said, alarm on her face. “Everything we’ve done, everything I’ve done for him on camera, it was consensual.”



“I’m not a rapist,” Johnny said. “I’m just saying all women have a deeply sexual side, and I know how to get them to show it off. I’ve never had a woman turn me down once she was on set.”



“That doesn’t mean anything,” Caroline said dismissively. “So you’ve met a bunch of women who were — ” She cut herself off, not wanting to say something that might hurt Sadie’s feelings. She started speaking again, trying to be more careful with her wording. “You’ve met a bunch of women who had a desire to…do these things, maybe even a secret desire. But that doesn’t mean most women want that.”



“Maybe not, but like I said, I haven’t met anyone who’s turned me down,” he said. He leaned forward, leering at her. “I mean, your friend took to being in porn quite naturally. I don’t see why you couldn’t.”



It took all of Caroline’s restraint not slap him across the face or throw her drink at him. She felt her face growing warm, as she glared at Johnny. The nerve!



“I’m not like that,” she hissed. “I’m not one of
 those
 women.”



“You seem awful sure of that,” he said, a sly grin playing across his face.



“I am.”



“Okay then, why don’t we make this interesting?” he said, smiling at her and leaning back in his chair. “I propose a bet. You come down to the studio, and I’ll put you in front of the camera, just like I did with Sadie. I’ll reserve you an hour slot, and all you have to do is sit in front of the camera and listen to what I’m saying. If at any point my instructions make you uncomfortable, then you don’t have to follow them. If I’m wrong, like you say I am, then it should be pretty easy for you to shoot down my directions. But if I’m right, then that ‘inner slut’ will take over and you’ll go along with what I say.”



Caroline barked out a laugh.



“Okay, what do I get when I win?”



“I’ll pay your fee, standard for what I pay all my actresses,” he said. “If I’m wrong, you get to show up and sit and talk for an hour and get a paycheck.”



“Sounds like easy money for me,” she said. “What’s in it for you?”



“My bet is that I think you’ll go through with it,” he said. “And if I’m right, I get another video to upload to my site, one that features a very attractive woman, if I do say so myself. I’m sure my viewers will love it.”



“You know, when I prove I’m right, I don’t just want your money,” Caroline said, ignoring his gross statements. She was angry and couldn’t help but rise to his challenge, throwing her own terms down on the wager. “When I don’t make this video, I want you to upload the video showing how you failed, and refuting your statement that all women are sluts.”



“Okay,” Johnny said with a shrug.



“And, I want my husband to be there, to make sure you don’t try to pull anything,” Caroline said.



“Mmmm…I don’t think so,” he said.



“Afraid he’ll catch you doing something you’re not supposed to?” Caroline said, a note of triumph in her voice. She knew there was something shady about this guy.



“No, it’s not that,” he said. “If I’m right, and I am able to put you in a mood where you go through with making a video for me, I don’t want a third party who will get angry and jump in and interfere. I want to win or lose this bet fair and square.”



He looked over at Sadie who had been sitting quietly, watching the exchange with wide eyes.



“Why don’t we have Sadie come and hang out?” he said. He opened his hands in a placating gesture. “I promise that I won’t do anything inappropriate, and like I said, you don’t have to follow any of my instructions that make you feel uncomfortable. But if it makes you feel safer, she can be there to make sure I don’t cross any lines.”



Caroline looked over at her friend. This wasn’t how she envisioned this lunch going. She had viewed it more as an intervention, or at least a way to try and understand why Sadie had made this sudden shift in her life. But now she was entangled in a bet with a porn producer. She let out a sigh. Despite the changes in Sadie, she trusted her, and she knew her friend wouldn’t let anything truly bad happen to her. She could back out, say that not having her husband there was a non-starter, but her anger and her pride wouldn’t let her.



“Okay,” she said. “You‘re on.”



Johnny smiled at her, reaching across the table to shake her hand.



“Now let’s just set a time.”



They decided on meeting up over that coming weekend. After that, Johnny paid for the drinks and left to get his car so he could drive Sadie back home. Caroline sat with her friend in silence, still stewing from her confrontation with the porn producer and contemplating what she had just gotten herself into.



She looked up when she felt Sadie’s hand touch hers.



“I know this is tough for you to process, but Johnny did really open up a whole new lifestyle for me that I really enjoy,” she said, smiling sheepishly. “And I know it’s very sudden, and I appreciate you checking on me to make sure I’m okay.”



“Of course,” Caroline said, squeezing her friend’s hand. “Though I do have to say, I don’t really like your new friend.”



“He’s not so bad, just very cocky,” Sadie said. Then she smiled mischievously and added, “in more ways than one.”



Sadie’s phone buzzed, and she told Caroline that Johnny was waiting for her outside. The two embraced again before Sadie left the restaurant, heading back to her new crazy life. Caroline sat at the table again for a moment thinking over the changes in her friend. She seemed fine, and Caroline did believe her when she said everything she was doing was voluntary. But she still didn’t understand how this change had come to happen in Sadie. She supposed once she got to see the studio, she might get some insight. Even if she didn’t believe Johnny’s dumb claims and knew she wasn’t about to act in any porno, maybe she would be able to learn something that would make her understand why Sadie decided to do it.


 

 


Part Two: The Shoot


 

 


“You know you don’t have to go through with this.”



Caroline nodded in response to her husband’s comment. They were sitting across the street from the studio address in his car. She had asked him to drive her over. Of course he wasn’t allowed to come upstairs due to the terms of the bet, but she felt better knowing he would be close by and that if anything went wrong she could have him come to her aid quickly. Or at least more quickly than if he was at home. She trusted that Sadie would look out for her, but having the extra security of him close by made her feel better.



“I know,” she said, resting her hand on top of his. “But I want to. I want to prove this guy wrong.”



Marcus pursed his lips and nodded. Part of Caroline wished that he would try harder to talk her out of this silly bet, but she knew that he wouldn’t. One of the reasons she loved him was that he didn’t try to go head-to-head with her stubbornness. And besides, the other part of her really did want to win this stupid bet.



She, and Marcus as well, just had some reservations about it given Johnny’s cockiness. That and the fact that Sadie, who neither of them had thought would ever be in a porn movie, much less make a new career out of it, had apparently succumb to his charms. But try as she might, Caroline couldn’t come up with anything he could do that would make her want to cheat on her husband and then have it broadcast to the whole internet.



But that didn’t ease her nerves much, as she opened the door to the car.



“There’s a diner down the street that I saw, I’ll just be waiting there for your car,” Marcus said, smiling at her.



She took in his boyish face, slightly thinning hair, and lanky body. He didn’t have the body that Johnny had, but he was her man, the father of her children, and she loved him for the way he supported her and loved her. She leaned in and kissed him. Surprised, it took him a moment to kiss back.



“Don’t worry, I’ll just go up there and prove him wrong and get us some free cash to spend on the kids,” she said, after she broke the kiss. She squeezed his hand, and then forced herself to get out of the car. She didn’t look back as she walked toward the door of the studio building, fearing she might lose her nerve if she didn’t press on.



Johnny buzzed her in, and she walked up two flights of stairs before arriving at the studio space he rented out. He greeted her with a smirk as he opened the door.



“I half thought you might chicken out,” he said.



“And walk away from free money?” Caroline said.



“Good point,” he said with a laugh. “I guess no matter how this day plays out, you’ll still be getting paid.”



She followed him through the door which led into a long foyer hallway before opening up into the actual studio space. He had set up his camera, a very large and professional looking machine, on one side of the room. Across from that was a large couch on the sides of which were lighting rigs. While the array of equipment was impressive, the couch and the space itself looked about as run down and sketchy as Caroline expected a porn studio to look.



“Hey, Cee-Cee!”



Sadie stood up from her seat by the camera area and came over to hug her friend. Caroline returned the embrace.



“I’ll be here to make sure you’re okay,” Sadie whispered into her ear. “So just try to have some fun.”



Caroline let out a cold laugh at her friend’s statement, but nodded her head. She and Sadie separated, and then she turned to face Johnny.



“So, what do we do now?”



“Just sit on the couch and get comfortable,” he said. “Unless you want to get changed into something more comfortable.”



He gestured to the side of the room where a rack of clothes was standing off-camera. Caroline gave it a cursory look from a distance and easily determined there was nothing on it she would ever wear. She had purposefully worn a more conservative outfit of a purple button up blouse with black jeans. She had pulled her chestnut hair into a pony tail and put on a minimal amount of make-up, just enough to look nice. She was, after all, going to have her victory message broadcast on Johnny’s site.



“I’m okay,” she said, turning away from the clothing rack and heading towards the couch.



“I figured,” Johnny said with a laugh.



Caroline took a seat on the couch setting herself down delicately and trying not to think about the usual activity that occurred on it. She folded her hands on her lap and looked at the camera behind which Johnny and Sadie were seated.



“Okay, here’s how this is gonna work,” Johnny said, making some adjustments to the camera equipment. “I’ll ask you some questions, starting with who you are, why you’re here, and so forth. Like I said, I’ll give some directions as well, and we’ll see how far things go. Sound good?”



“Sounds easy enough,” Caroline said, feeling more confident. It seemed he was going to do just what he outlined and ask her some questions and I try to tell her what to do on camera. But if that was it, she didn’t see any way that she could lose this bet.



“One last thing, I just want you to keep your eyes on this thing,” he said, pointing to a strange device that sat on the hood over the lens of the camera. It was disk shaped, and when Johnny flipped a switch it started to spin slowly, colored lights shifting over its surface.



“This is a focuser, it makes sure that your eyes stay on the camera and gives you something to look at if you’re nervous or feeling fidgety,” he explained. “It’s going to flash periodically, which I apologize for, but I think it helps with the overall quality of any shoot.”



“Alright,” Caroline said, keeping her eyes focused on the swirling light. She thought that doing so might be silly, since they weren’t going to make a real video, but she did want to at least look convincing during her speech about how Johnny’s misogynistic ideas were wrong. Probably best to get some practice looking at this thing.



Just as Johnny had mentioned, the thing flashed. Caroline blinked. It wasn’t a super bright light, but the sudden change in illumination impacted her somehow. Her head hurt for a moment. She closed her eyes, shaking it gently, and the pain eased quickly.



“You okay?”



“Yeah, I’m fine,” she said, opening her eyes and turning her gaze back to the focuser. “Let’s get this over with.”



“Okay,” he said. “Why don’t you tell us your name, for the audience?”



“My name is Caroline Brown.”



Flash.



“You look a little stiff,” Johnny said. “Unbutton the top two buttons of your blouse. It’ll give you a bit more of a casual look.”



Caroline smirked. She considered ignoring his order, but it seemed harmless. Besides, unbuttoning her blouse a little was a far cry from actually doing anything inappropriate, and if his plan was to get her to slowly undress just by asking, she could certainly put a stop to that. She unbuttoned the top two buttons of the shirt.



“Good, good,” he said. “Tell us about yourself.”



“Not much to tell, really,” she said. “I’m a housewife and a mother of two. My husband works as a programmer, and I spend most of my time taking care of the kids. I enjoy pilates and watching rom-coms.”



Flash.



“Alright, unbutton a couple more buttons for me,” Johnny said.



Caroline hesitated. If he was just going to try and ask her to slowly undress herself, she felt like she might as well stop this charade now.



“I — ”



Flash.



The light distracted her for a moment. She shook her head and reconsidered her previous thought. She wasn’t in any danger of being undressed, much less doing anything inappropriate. Why not keep playing his game a bit longer? Her fingers went to her blouse. She unbuttoned the next two buttons, exposing the tops of her breasts, and the white bra supporting them.



“Nice,” he said. “Now tell us, why are you here today?”



“Johnny and I have a bet,” she said. “He says he can tap into some secret slutty side he thinks I have and get me to do dirty things on camera. I’m here to show him that he’s wrong.”



Flash.



“You’re doing a great job of that so far,” he said. “Unbutton your blouse the rest of the way.”



Emboldened by his admission that he was losing, Caroline didn’t question his order, her hands rushing to obey and fully unbutton her shirt.



“So, in your opinion, what’s wrong with being slutty?”



“Nothing,” she said. “It’s just not who I am, and it certainly isn’t who all women are.”



Flash.



“Fair enough,” he said. “Now lose the blouse. It’s in the way of letting me see your upper body.”



Caroline shrugged off the blouse and tossed it to the side of the couch without hesitation. She felt the shoot was going well, and it was starting to feel natural being on camera.



“Do you think you’re incapable of being slutty?”



“I guess I could be, but I’ve never had the desire,” Caroline said. “I don’t think showing yourself off in public is a great thing to do, especially if you want people to respect you.”



Flash.



“That’s a fair point,” Johnny said. “Lose the bra for me.”



Caroline felt a cool air on her chest as he bra joined the blouse, discarded on the couch.



“Very nice,” Johnny said. “You have a really great body, a nice set of tits.”



Caroline frowned. She wasn’t supposed to be showing off her breasts. That would be slutty. Something was off. Her hands started to move up to cover her chest.



“Wait, this is — ”



Flash.



“Why don’t we move on,” he said. “Just a few more questions, and we’ll we be done, and you’ll have won the bet.”



“Okay, sounds good,” she said, flooding with relief as her hands fell back into her lap. She was almost winning this thing.



“Do you enjoy sex?”



“Yes, usually it can be fun,” she said. “I enjoy being intimate with my husband at least.”



Flash.



“That’s good,” he said. “Massage your tits for me.”



Caroline’s hands moved to her tits. She let out a gasp of arousal as she began to knead them in her hands, feeling her nipples begin to harden.



“Oh, that’s nice,” he said. “What’s the craziest thing you’ve done sexually?”



“I had sex on a beach once,” Caroline said. “It was private, but it was still outdoors.”



Flash.



“Well, maybe one day soon you can do something even more daring,” Johnny said. “Take your pants off for me, slowly, like you’re doing a striptease.”



Caroline stood up from the couch. She kicked off her shoes, then unzipped her jeans and began to sway her hips seductively as she slid them down her long, athletic legs. She kept her eyes fixed on the focuser, the colors swirling in front of her. The thing flashed again, but at this point she didn’t mind it. After a few moments she was finished, and she dropped her pants on the pile of other discarded clothes before sitting back down in only her panties.



“Are you uncomfortable with your body at all?” he asked.



“I don’t think so,” she replied. “I just don’t like showing it off because it’s not an appropriate thing to do.”



Flash.



“Well, if you’re comfortable, maybe you should let us see it at least,” he said. “Take off your panties.”



Caroline brought her legs up and peeled off her panties, tossing them aside.



“Spread yourself for me,” he said. “I want to see your whole body.”



Caroline spread her legs, laying her hands on her thighs so that her nether regions and breasts were both fully on display. She wondered vaguely in the back of her mind how many more questions Johnny had before they were finished.



“Are you at all uncomfortable performing sexual acts?” he asked, after a moment.



“Not with people who I know well,” she said.



Flash.



“Well, you know at least Sadie pretty well,” he said. “Play with yourself.”



Caroline’s fingers began to swirl around her clit. Slowly she started working a couple of them inside herself. She was already wet. She let out a low moan. Luckily not being horny wasn’t part of the bet.



“Oh, that’s sexy,” she heard Johnny say. She was keeping her attention on the focuser, tuning out everything that wasn’t that and the pleasure building between her thighs. It felt like a good while before she finally heard him speak again.



“What do you consider slutty?”



“I don’t know, really,” she said. Her voice was strained and sounded distant in her own ears. “But I know it when I see it.”



“Would masturbating while a stranger filmed you count?” he asked.



“Yes,” she said, the word coming out as a hiss.



“Like you’re doing right now?”



Caroline blinked. He was right! What was she doing? She was naked, on this dirty couch, pleasuring herself in front of a camera. She tried to force her hand away, but somehow she couldn’t stop herself.



“Oh God!” She wasn’t sure if the exclamation came from the realization of her situation or the pleasure she was feeling.



“Looks like I was right,” Johnny said. She could hear the smugness in his voice. “Deep down you are a slut. Now I want to hear you say it. Tell me I’m right. Tell me how much you need me to fuck you. Tell me how much of a slut you are.”



“I’m a — ”



She felt the words forming and bit down on her lower lip to stop herself from speaking. She wasn’t sure how she ended up in this position, but she couldn’t say it, she couldn’t admit that he was somehow right.



Flash.



“Tell me you’re a slut.”



Caroline let out a moan. She knew she couldn’t. She just couldn’t. She couldn’t let him win. She
 wouldn’t
 let him win.



Flash.



Flash.



Flash.


 

 


Part Three: The Aftermath


 

 


Marcus was worried about his wife. She had barely said a word since he picked her up from the studio. She didn’t really speak to him during the car ride, saying she didn’t want to talk about what happened. All he had really gotten out of her was that this Johnny character hadn’t done anything wrong, and that only because he pressed the issue. After he knew at least that much, he decided to let her have her space.



When she got home she had gone to bed, saying she wasn’t feeling well. He had spent the rest of the afternoon and evening taking care of the kids, but now they were tucked away.



He ducked his head into the bedroom and saw that Caroline was still laying there in the darkness. He frowned, then closed the door and went down the hall to the room they had converted into his home office space. He had decided not to press her, and that she would tell him what happened when she was ready. But the not-knowing was gnawing at his insides.



He brought up his browser, figuring he would check Johnny’s website. After Caroline had told him about Sadie, Marcus had found the site himself. He loved his wife, but Sadie was cute, and if she was going to make videos of herself, he thought a little look wouldn’t hurt. He went to his bookmarks to find the site, thinking he could easily eliminate the possibility that Caroline actually made a video, and then take some time to watch the one of Sadie again. After all, he had sort of expected a round of victory sex from Caroline following the bet, and now he wanted to get his rocks off.



He froze when the site loaded.



The latest video upload was a preview link that showed a freeze frame of his wife sitting on a couch. Marcus took a deep breath. She was clothed in the snapshot, and she had said that she wanted to have Johnny upload a video about how wrong his views were when she won the bet. Maybe that’s what this was. He clicked the link. His heart beat faster as the video began to stream.



A couple of days ago I made a bet with this woman, Cee-Cee, that I could get her to bare it all for the camera. She came to the studio to prove that she was immune to my charms…



The camera opened on Caroline sitting on an old couch. She was wearing the same clothes she had been all day, only her blouse was unbuttoned several buttons. Her white bra, and the tops of her full, swelling breasts were clearly visible to the camera. It was an alluring look, not an especially inappropriate one, but certainly it was more provocative than the way Caroline usually presented herself.



“Now tell us, why are you here today?” Johnny’s voice came from off-screen.



“Johnny and I have a bet,” she said. “He says he can tap into some secret slutty side he thinks I have and get me to do dirty things on camera. I’m here to show him that he’s wrong.”



The next title card sunk Marcus’ heart.



Turns out, she was the one who was wrong.



His wife appeared before his eyes, naked on screen, her trim, athletic body spread on the studio couch as she worked two of her fingers into her vagina. She gazed at the camera with her brown eyes, her mouth open as a moan escaped.



“Oh God,” she gasped, as a shudder ran through her. Her free hand massaged one of her large, shapely breasts, tugging at the nipple.



“Are you a slut?” Johnny’s voice came from off camera.



“Yes!” Caroline moaned.



Marcus felt his dick twitch, as soon as she admitted it.



The shot cut again to a side view of Caroline going down on Johnny. Her head bobbed up and down, as her hands worked the length of his cock. Marcus could feel his cock hardening in his pants. He unzipped his fly, lowering his jeans enough to free himself. He started to rub slowly in time to the motions of his wife on the screen as he listened to the slurping sounds she made on another man’s cock.



He felt disappointed in his wife that she had let this happen, angry that it had taken place, but there wasn’t anything he could do about it now, so he gave into the lustful feelings of watching her bring out the slutty side of herself he had never seen.



“Oh God, yes! Fuck me!”



The scene cut to her lying on the couch, as Johnny mounted her, his muscular body positioned above her, as she drove his hips forward and back, ramming his cock between Caroline’s spread legs. Caroline’s legs were in the air, her toes curling, and she gripped Johnny’s arms with her hands. Marcus picked up the speed of his strokes, listening to his wife moan and shriek as another man took her in front of his every eyes.



He nearly jumped when he felt a hand on his shoulder.



He turned his gaze to see his wife standing over him.



“Like what you see?” she asked, a smile playing across her lips, as she looked down at his hand wrapped around his cock.



“Uhhh…”



She didn’t give him time to respond. She got to her knees in front of him, pushing his hand away, he took him in her mouth. Marcus let out a gasp of pleasure, as he watched Caroline begin to work him.



“You like this?” he heard Johnny’s voice from the computer speakers.



He looked up and saw that the clip had changed again. Now Caroline was facing the camera, positioned on all fours as Johnny thrust into her from behind.



“Yes! Yes I love it!” she moaned on the screen.



Marcus felt a twist of emotional pain at that statement, but it was muted by the pleasure he was feeling from his wife’s mouth.



“You like doing dirty things on camera?” Johnny’s voice sounded agin.



“Oh yes…” his wife’s voice moaned through the speakers.



“I was right about you wasn’t I?” he said. “You’re a slut.”



“Yes! Yes, I’m a slut! A dirty, dirty slut!”



Marcus watched as his wife yelled at the camera, her face twisting in pleasure from the pounding she was getting as she was talking dirty.



“Yes, watch your slut wife take that cock.” He looked down and saw that Caroline was stroking his cock now, looking up at him with hungry eyes. “You like watching me fuck, don’t you?”



“Ungh!” Marcus grunted. He didn’t know what he thought, but her hands and lips on his cock, and the scenes from the video clip, together all of it was so arousing.



“Watch me, baby,” Caroline said, smiling up at him. “Watch my movie.”



He turned his eyes back to the computer monitor, feeling her lips wrap around the head of his manhood again as he did so. He felt her tongue playing around his shaft, as he watched the camera shift perspective.



Now the view on the screen was looking down at Caroline, as she gazed happily up at the screen, her tits pressed together in her hands. Johnny’s cock hovered over them as he wanked himself. With a groan he unleashed a torrent of jizz over her tits, as she looked up at him longingly.



“Well, I think I proved my point,” he said, when he was finished.



“Yes,” she said. She smiled, as she scooped up a glob of jizz on one of her fingers and brought it to her mouth, sucking it down. Marcus felt the pressure building in his own cock as he watched her do that, pleasure mounting at its base.



“Tell me again what he learned today,” Johnny said.



“That I’m a filthy slut who loves cock,” Caroline said with a wide grin.



“Do you think you’d want to do this again?” he asked.



“Oh definitely!” she said. “I need some kind of outlet for my slutty nature.”



“We’ll have you back soon then,” he said.



“You better,” she said, winking at the camera.



The clip finished. The screen went blank. Marcus let his head roll back, his hands coming forward to grab his wife’s head, hands entwining in her chestnut hair.



“You like that idea, don’t you?” she said, stroking him as she removed her lips from his cock.



“Uh?” he grunted, looking down at her.



“You want to see me in more videos, don’t you?” she said, smiling up at him coyly. “It turns you on, doesn’t it?”



“I — I — I’m gonna cum!”



Marcus felt the tension in his cock burst. Ropes of cum shot from his manhood over his shirt, as his wife continued to work him. He let out a loud groan, his head falling back again as he felt the joy of release. His cock continued to pulse in his wife’s hand for a good minute, little shots of jizz still shooting out.



Caroline released him and stood up. She bent down and kissed him on the lips. Then she wrapped her arms around him, nuzzling his cheek before speaking in a soft voice into his ear.



“I love you, baby,” she said. “And I love the kids. I love our family, and I’m really sorry this happened. I don’t know what got into me, or why I went along with is suggestions.”



Marcus felt his heart lift at her words, but at the same time, he knew that their marriage had irrevocably changed. He loved her still, but his feelings around what she had done were confused. And he knew she was seeing things differently now as well, which she confirmed as she continued to speak.



“I really do want our marriage and our family to work,” she said. “It means the world to me. The thing is though, Johnny was right about me. I’m a dirty girl with certain, burning needs that only he can really help me with. I’m sorry, baby. I didn’t even realize it myself until today, but you married a real slut.”


 

 


The End




The Old Man and the Magic Pendant


 

 


"Hey, honey," I said, as I heard the door to the house open and close. "How is your walk?"



My wife walked into the dining room where I had all my work laid out on the table. She is a beautiful woman, not very tall but curvy in all the right places. Her shapely breasts were shown off nicely in the summer dress she wore, especially because her blonde hair was done up in a ponytail. But what immediately caught my attention at that moment was the necklace. It was a pendant with a large blue stone, one I didn't recognize and that she certainly had not been wearing when she went out.



"Did you get yourself in your piece of jewelry?" I asked.



"No, not exactly," she said. She sat down next to me placing her hands on my knee. "I just had such a strange experience."



"Oh?"



"I was sitting on a park bench reading my book, when this old man came and sat down next to me," she said. "He sat there a moment, then cleared his throat to get my attention. He was kind of an unkempt looking guy, probably in his 70s. He had this strange looking his eye that made me a little nervous. Anyway, he started telling me about how I reminded him of his late wife, of how she had looked when she was young. I just nodded along and smiled as he reminisced about how they use to walk in the park together on days like today. It seemed like he just needed someone to talk to. Then after a few minutes, he pulls this pendant out of his pocket."



She removed one of her hands from my knee and ran her fingers along the silver metal chain down to the blue pendant.



"He told me this had belonged to his wife, and that he wanted me to have it since I reminded him so much of her. I protested, but he was very insistent. So I let him put it on, and he began complimenting me on how great it looked."



"It does look quite nice," I said, looking at the necklace and the way the blue pendant rested just above the cleft of her breasts.



"But after he was done complimenting me," she said. She paused a moment, then squeezed my leg before the rest of the words rushed out. "He asked if he could kiss me, since I reminded him of his wife so much. And I let him."



I could feel the heat of anger rising in me, but before I could say anything the glint of the stone on the necklace caught my eye. It shimmered in the dining room light, and suddenly I felt calmness wash over me.



"It wasn't such a big deal," my wife said. "Like I said, I think he was just lonely and missed his wife. I felt bad for him, which is why I think I let him do it. But it was just a kiss. I mean, there was some tongue, just so I'm being completely honest with you.”



"It's okay," I said, squeezing her hand. "He was just some guy in the park I don't think you'll ever see him again, right?"



She nodded.



"And that seems like such a small price to pay for such a nice piece of jewelry," I said.



She let out a sigh, then she leaned forward and kissed me lightly on the lips.



"I'm just relieved you aren’t upset," she said, smiling. "Like I said, it didn't mean anything, I didn't think it was such a big deal. But I'm glad that you agree."



We kissed some more, but then it was time to get on with making dinner, and so the conversation drifted from the strange encounter in the park and on to other things. By the time we are ready to go to bed, I had totally forgotten about it.


 


X-X-X


 


It was a couple of days later, when my wife came home from another one of her walks, that I heard about the old man again. We were doing renovations on the house, and so she had been walking in the nearby park more often, since a lot of my work files were arranged all over the house because the study was under construction.



I could tell by the way her eyes were downcast when she walked up to me that she was upset about something.



"Are you okay?" I asked.



"Do you remember the old man from three days ago?" she asked.



"You mean the one who gave you that pendant," I said, pointing at her necklace. She she had worn it everyday since she had gotten it.



"Yes, him," she said. "I ran into him again today."



"Well, there wasn't any more kissing I hope," I said, with a slight chuckle.



She looked up at me, her blue eyes earnest. Then she took me by the hand and led me over to the couch where we sat down. I felt a nervous pit begin to form in my stomach. Her demeanor told me something had happened.



"He found me again at the same bench," she said, as she started to relate the story. "Only this time he had some sort of picnic basket with him. He told me how he and his wife would sit out on nice days like this and eat together. He asked me if I wanted to join him. I didn't think he could do any harm, so I went along with him.



"We walked to a secluded, grassy area where there weren't very many people. He laid out a blanket and took some snacks out of the basket. We spoke for a while about this and that. And then he asked if he could kiss me again. I told him I was married and that this was inappropriate, but he began to talk about how lonely he was, and how sad his days were since his wife had passed. I felt really sorry for him, so I said it was okay."



My heart beat had started to speed up, but I didn't feel angry. Part of me felt that I should be, but I suppose she had kissed him before, so I let her continue to speak without interrupting.



"We started kissing, like we had the last time," she said. "I was thinking this is wrong, that it might upset you, but we had done this before, and you seemed okay with it. Of course this time was much more passionate. But it was still just kissing."



"I suppose that's okay," I said, so the words felt hollow as they left my mouth.



"Let me finish," she said. She didn't look me in the eye, but she did squeeze my hand gently. "So anyway, after we'd been making out for a while, he stopped and pulled another blanket out of the basket. He laid it over us, and then he told me about how he and his wife liked to get ‘a little frisky’, as he put it, in public, and how he really missed that. I asked what he meant.



"He put his hand on my leg, and started moving it upwards as we began kissing again," she said. She was wearing a short Jean skirt, her shapely legs fully exposed. I could almost see the stranger's hand moving up her thigh. I don't know why, but I felt my cock begin to stir.



"It wasn't long before his hand was between my legs," she said. "He pushed aside my thong and dipped his fingers into me. I was already wet. He began pumping his fingers and out of me slowly, and rubbing my clit with his thumb. I was moaning into his mouth as we kissed. It was the hottest I've been in a while."



The pit in my stomach had started turning into a knot of anger. But as I looked at her, the necklace caught my eye and the tension started to dissipate. Instead of anger, I began to notice the strain of my cock against my pants.



"Then he took my free hand under the blanket and guided it to his crotch," she said. "I fished out his cock and began jerking him right there in public. I'm not sure why did it, but it felt so exciting. It wasn't long before his fingers, and I think the whole scenario, made me cum. At least the first time. We kept going with each other like that under the blanket, until he came, and he managed to get me off again just with his fingers.



"After that we just kissed some more and cuddled a little under the blankets," she said. "No one seemed to notice what we are doing. It was only on the way out of the park, when we were holding hands like a couple, that we got some odd looks. Probably because of the age difference."



"Well, that's..." I didn't know what to say. Before I could think of something, my wife got on her knees in front of me, her hands running up my legs and then squeezing my cock through my pants.



"I know what I did was probably wrong," she said. "But let me make it up to you."



She helped me out of my pants, and then took my cock in her hand and began stroking it. I was already rock hard. She leaned forward and planted kisses along its length. I knew she wouldn't take it in her mouth, she didn't like giving blow jobs, but her lips felt so good. After a moment she stood up, and began taking off her clothes. Then she mounted me almost immediately. She was so wet, I slid right into her. It wasn't long before I was coming inside. And the whole time she rode me, the pendant gleamed in my eyes, as it swayed between her breasts.


 


X-X-X


 


For the next week I couldn’t keep the thoughts of my wife with this man out of my head. I had no idea what he looked like, but somehow a vivid image of him had formed in my mind. In my imagination he was a skinny man, shorter than me, and with gaunt features. He seemed like the sort of guy you could hurt if you bumped into him too hard. But somehow the thought of him making out with and fingering my buxom wife got me totally aroused. And it showed. The sex my wife and I had at that point was better than I can remember in recent history.



The next time she went to the park I was nervous and excited all at once. I wondered if she would meet this man again. What would they do together? Part of me knew I should be angry about the thought of them fooling around, but somehow I wasn't. I kind of wanted to see how far this would go.



“I met him again,” were the first words out of her mouth when she arrived home.



We walked over to the couch and sat down together holding hands. She took a moment to compose herself before she began speaking. I could feel my cock hardening in anticipation, ready to hear what strange sexual thing happened between her and this man this time.



“He was sitting on the bench with the picnic basket again,” she began. “As soon as he saw me, he got up and took my hand. I walked with him as he guided me deeper into the park, into a very secluded area. We set up the blanket, and he was on me almost instantly, kissing me like he did before. He mauled my breasts with his hands, as we made out passionately. I could feel myself getting more and more turned on. Then he asked me to go down on him. I hesitated because I don’t like doing that, as you know, but he told me about how his wife would always do that for him and what a turn on it was, and so, when we got under the blanket and he unzipped his pants, I took him in my mouth.”



I started to speak, about to interrupt her and point out that she never gave me head, but I saw the pendant glitter. I looked at it for a moment, and the anger faded from me. Instead of berating her, I kissed her on the cheek.



“It’s so nice that you’re taking care of this lonely man,” I said. Part of me thought that was a strange thing to say, but mostly I felt relieved that I had let her know that, that I had told her she was doing the right thing.



“I’m glad you think so,” she said. “He definitely appreciated it. When he came, it felt like I was swallowing forever just to get it all down. The funny thing is, I had never liked giving head before, but doing it for him felt natural and made me really horny.”



As she said that, my wife moved her hands to my crotch, unzipping my pants and fishing out my already hard member. She undressed herself quickly, tossing aside her skirt and panties, before sitting herself on my cock. I thrust up my hips as she rode me, images of her lips wrapped around the old man’s dick running through my head. We came together, moaning loudly.


 


X-X-X


 


I waited impatiently for the wife’s walks following her last encounter with the old man. I couldn’t get the images of her servicing him out of my head. In a weird way, it even improved our sex life. The images I had in my mind of her going down on this old man fueled our late night love making. I couldn’t say why the idea turned me on so much, but I couldn’t help it.



Then one day it happened.



She came home, opening the door to our house, and behind her trailed the old man. Somehow he was exactly as I had imagined him, a thin and wiry fellow with a gaunt face and hard eyes. He smirked at me as my wife led him into our home.



“This is my friend from the park,” she said, smiling sweetly. “He made the point that fooling around in the park can be dangerous. We might get caught. So he suggested that we have our meet-ups here from now on.”



Without any more explanation, my wife led this strange old man upstairs and into our bedroom. I closed the door and stood in the living room, uncertain of what I felt. I had let things go when my wife had been fooling around outside our home, but to bring this man here? Somehow that felt like it was crossing a line.



As I stood pondering this, I heard some giggles coming from upstairs. A few moments later I started to hear moaning. It became louder. Then came the sound of the bed creaking. Drawn to the noises, I started walking upstairs. Part of me intended to put an end to this, to kick this old man out of our home, to yell at my wife. Why had she brought him here? How could she just bring this man into our home and let him fuck her? My anger built as I got closer to the bedroom. The door was wide open, and I stepped right into the doorway.



The old man was lying naked on the bed, his skinny frame splayed out on top of the sheets. My wife was on top of him, naked, riding his cock. She was facing the doorway, and I could see her pussy rise and fall over his swollen member. Her pendulous breasts bounced with her motions.



I was about to yell out when my eyes were drawn to the pendant. It sparkled brilliantly, and I felt the anger evaporate. Instead I felt a sudden pulsing between my legs, and I let out a loud groan of pleasure. I looked down and saw that the fronts of my khaki pants were stained from my release. I looked back up and saw that my wife and the old man had paused. He was looking at me now, a cruel smile on this face.



“It feels good to watch your wife with a superior lover, doesn’t it?” he said.



“Yes,” I whispered, nodding my head.



“That’s what I thought,” the man said with a sneer. “Fortunately for you, you’ll get to be seeing a lot more of that. But right now, why don’t you give us some privacy?”



With that he got up on the bed and positioned himself behind my wife. She looked at me, her eyes glazed over with pleasure, as he began to take her from behind. I took in her rapt expression, stared into the pendant one more time, then backed out of the room and closed the door, as I heard my wife let out a moan of pleasure. Ultimately the door did little to hide the sounds of their sex.



I sat on the couch in the living room in my soiled pants listening to the creak of the bed and the pleasurable moans of my wife. The image of her riding the old man cycled through my head. It wasn’t long before I felt myself starting to get hard again. He was right. I couldn’t help myself. I dropped my pants and began to stroke myself as I sat there listening to them.



I had never felt more turned on in my whole life.


 

 


The End




The Call Girl App


 

 


Megan was just about to enter the supermarket when the young man approached her. He wore khakis and a blue button down and had a name-tag hanging around his neck. He looked to be just out of college, but she couldn’t judge exactly. All people in their twenties had started to blend together for her. She paused as he walked up to her. She didn’t really want to speak with him, but she didn’t want to be rude and just ignore him either.



“Excuse me, miss,” he said in a timid voice, pushing his glasses up the bridge of his nose as he spoke and tilting his head up to look at her. At 5’6” Megan was noticeably taller than him, even in flats.



“Do you own a smart phone?” he asked.



“Yes,” she replied reflexively, cursing herself internally a moment later for opening the door to further conversation.



“Excellent!” he said, smiling. “I was wondering if I could have a moment of your time.”



“Um, I’m a little busy…” she started to say, pulling a few strands of her short, blonde hair over her ear.



“This won’t take long,” he said, a pleading note in his voice.



The tone of his voice made Megan hesitate just enough for him to start rattling off his spiel before she could say no.



“I’m working with a company that has built a relaxation app. It’s called Mindful Chill.”



He pointed over his shoulder to a trailer that took up several parking spaces of the strip mall. It was painted purple, the words
 Mindful Chill
 scrawled on the sides along with pictures of clouds, sunshine, and a placid beach. Megan thought the mural was a little tacky, but she resisted the urge to roll her eyes.



“We’re introducing people to the app and taking a survey to see what their thoughts are on it.”



“Well, I’m not much of an app person,” Megan said, hoping to extricate herself from the conversation and get on with her shopping.



“Your feedback could still be really useful,” he pressed. “And we’re trying to collect data and responses from a wide variety people, even those who aren’t necessarily our target market.”



He pulled a gift card out of his pocket, a mall-wide one that could be used in any of the stores.



“The whole survey does take a little time, but we provide some compensation,” he said, giving her a kind but awkward smile. “And if you’d be willing to take the time, it would really help me out.” He lowered his voice conspiratorially. “I’m a bit behind quota for where I’m supposed to be.”



“Okay,” Megan said with a slight sigh.



She didn’t like being thrown off her routine, but the truth was that she didn’t have anything specific to do outside of picking up some things for dinner, and she knew she would feel guilty if she turned him down, especially since it sounded like only a little time out of her day could really help him out. And if she got to give herself a little shopping spree with the gift card, then that would be a nice bonus.



“My name is Henry, by the way,” he said, holding up his name-tag so that she could see it more clearly.



“Megan,” she said, shaking his hand.



She followed him over to the trailer and up its metal steps. Inside she found it was fairly spacious. There was a desk with a computer on it that appeared to be for office work. The back of the space was taken up by a large couch in front of which sat a camera.



“If you could take a seat on the couch,” he said, pointing to it. She walked past him and sat down, as he took up a position behind the small video camera.



“So the process is that I’m going to ask you a few questions, just so that we know what demographic you fall into and all that,” he said. “Then you can try the app for a little bit. Then I’ll give you a brief exit interview so you can tell us what you thought about it.”



“And you’re recording all this?” she said, nodding to the camera.



“Yes, but don’t worry, we’re only using this for internal record keeping,” he said, smiling. “You won’t see your face pop on TV or anything like that.”



“Okay,” she said, tentatively.



The red recording light of the camera blinked on.



“So, let’s start simple, what’s your name?” Henry said.



“Megan Knox.”



“I know I’m not supposed to ask a lady this, but for the record, how old are you?” he said.



“Forty six.”



“I would’ve guessed younger,” he said, flashing her a smile.



“Thanks,” she said, with a chuckle. Now that they were doing the interview the young man seemed much more sure of himself, like he was getting into a rhythm, which put Megan a bit more at ease.



“I see you’re married,” he said, pointing to her left hand. “How many years?”



“Almost ten,” she said.



“Congratulations,” he said. “And do you have any children?”



“Yes, two, a son and a daughter,” she said.



Henry asked her a few questions about her family, trying to get a sense of what they did. He also asked about her life as a housewife and how her days usually went.



“So you would say that you’re usually free in the middle of the day pretty much every week day?” he said.



“Yes,” she said. “Is that important?”



“Well, for our studies it’s good to know when people have leisure time, so we know when they might use our product,” he said. “Speaking of which.”



He clicked the camera’s recorder off and went back to the office desk to grab a pair of headphones.



“You can use these or not,” he said, handing them to her. “But I recommend it. I think it will bring you more into the relaxing atmosphere by blocking out other sounds.



“Okay, we’ll try them,” Megan said, taking out her phone and plugging in the headphones.



“Can I see that for a moment, so I can download the app,” he said.



She gave him her phone. He began clicking away on the screen.



“Do you like the beach?”



“Yes,” she said.



“Great!”



He punched in a few more things, then handed her back her phone.



“There are several different relaxation programs, but we’ll try this one,” he said. “Just put the headset on, watch the screen, try to relax, and afterward we’ll see what you think. Oh, and if you’re not impressed, I can uninstall the app for you, no big deal.”



“Okay,” she said, then mostly to herself. “Let’s do this.”



Megan put the headphones on and looked at her phone screen. At first everything was black, then the sound of waves and seagulls started to sound gently in the headset. The screen lit up, the image slowly resolving into a beach. She was close to the shoreline, waves lapping at the ground. The sky was cloudless, and on the horizon a couple of boats sat on the sea.



Megan was continuing to take in the view when she started to hear some soft bursts of static along with hints of whispered words. All of it was very faint. She strained but couldn’t quite make it out. That was probably something she should bring up in the post-interview. But despite the distraction she found herself feeling even more relaxed. Eventually the images of the beach started to dissolve and the static and whispering became louder, but she didn’t feel worried or think it odd. She just felt a pervasive sense of calm.



The screen turned black. A chirp, the sound of a text notification, only one she didn’t use, played through the headphones. The screen then began to swirl, different colors and patterns flashing across it.



“When you hear this, you will answer,” a monotone male voice said.



The chirp sounded again.



“When you hear this, you will answer.”



The chirp again.



“When you hear this…”



“I will answer,” Megan said, her voice flat, as she stared into the shifting spirals on her phone screen.



The sequence repeated.



Megan felt nothing as she listened to the statement and finished it over and over again. It was soothing, the game of call and response, that went on.



And on.



And on.



And then the sound of static and whispers returned, filling her ears as the screen went black. For a moment there was nothing, only silence filling the space.



A series of melodic tones played through the headphones.



Her phone screen lit up, coming alive with a scene of a couple having sex. It cut away, moving to another scene with a different couple before Megan’s mind could fully grasp it. The scene shifted quickly again to another couple mid-sex.



Then it went blank.



The tones repeated.



Then the clips came again, more of them, and faster.



Megan watched the series of clips, heard the sounds of sexual satisfaction and arousal blaring through the headphones. The blackness and those same set of tones would interrupt. Then the sequence would run again. It became her whole world, filling her mind, arousing her body, as she took it in. Gradually, beyond her notice, a different set of tones began to play.



And play.



And…



Megan blinked.



The sound of waves and seagulls filled her ears, soft and soothing. Her phone screen displayed the sea once again. She felt like she had been watching something else, seeing something different, but she couldn’t quite remember what it was.



The beach scene began to go out of focus, slowly blurring into darkness, and the sounds associated it with faded as well. Then the words “Session Ended” appeared on the phone.



Megan set her phone down on her lap, pulling off the headphones. She brought her hands up to her eyes and rubbed them slowly. Her mind still felt foggy.



“So, how did it go?” Henry asked.



“Um…” She still felt that nagging feeling, like remembering she had forgotten something. Like there was something important she should know. But what she did remember was feeling relaxed. “Good. It was relaxing.”



“Great,” Henry said, giving her a big smile. “I have to check something on my computer real quick, but I’ll be over in a minute so we can get your thoughts on camera and get you out of here.”



“Sounds good,” Megan said, smiling back.



She sat on the couch, as Henry went over to the computer and began to type away. A moment later her cell phone chirped with a message notification that was both strange and familiar. But before she could think too much about it, she had instinctively picked up her phone and opened the message.



Answer the call.



Her phone rang, vibrating in her hand. She accepted immediately, holding it up to her ear. A series of melodic tones played from the other end.



Megan blinked.



She was standing in her bedroom closet. Two large and empty Victoria’s Secret bags were at her feet, the alternating light and dark pink stripes staring up at her. And she was holding her phone up to her ear.



“Hello?”



No one answered.



She looked at the screen and realized that she had made the call to an unknown number. The time of the call ticked away. She hit the button to end.



Standing in the closet she tried to remember exactly how she had gotten there. Her last clear memory was sitting on the couch in the trailer where she was doing the survey for Henry. Then…grocery shopping? Driving home? Memories of both popped into her head, but she couldn’t tell if they were from earlier that day or some time before.



Apparently she had decided to use the gift card he gave her on lingerie, but she couldn’t even remember what she had bought.



She picked up the empty bags. She must have stashed whatever she bought in her special drawer, the one with things she wore specifically for her husband Dan. She threw them out and went downstairs. The fridge was stocked, so it seemed that she did do her shopping after the stint with the virtual reality survey. She stood in the kitchen for a few minutes before shrugging and walking into the living room to get on with her other chores.



Maybe she was more out of it today than she had thought. Or maybe she was just getting old.



Isn’t that the sad truth!
 she thought ruefully as she made her way to the hallway closet to get out the vacuum to get the place cleaned up before the kids got home.


 


X-X-X


 


One Week Later…


 


“Have fun at school today,” Megan said, squeezing her two children together in her arms. She kissed each of them on the forehead.



“Ew, mom!” Mikey, the elder one, objected pushing away.



She laughed, ruffling his dirty blonde hair, then letting him go. She hugged her daughter, Sarah, again.



“Okay, mommy loves you both. Now go get in the car with daddy.”



“Bye, mom, love you!” both of the kids said. Mikey ran over to the car where Dan stood waiting, holding the back door open. He climbed up inside. Sarah ran after him, yelling for him to wait up.



Dan closed the door behind them, then blew her a kiss. She pretended to catch it and smiled at him. “Love you!”



“I love you too, see you tonight,” he said.



Megan watched the car pull out of the driveway before returning to the house to get her day underway.



She spent the morning getting in her usual run on the treadmill in the basement along with some light weight training and her core strengthening routine. After showering, she prepared a salad and settled in to watch some bad daytime TV while she ate. She was just finishing up her meal and getting herself mentally ready to run some errands when she heard the chirping of a text message notification.



She didn’t recognize the sound as one she used on her phone, but she found herself moving to the kitchen where she had left her cell on the counter.



Are you available?



Yes.



She typed out the reply and sent it without much thought. Her fingers moving before she could really think about it. The number texting her wasn’t one of her contacts, and there was no reason to tell them she was available. What was she even supposed to be available for?



The phone vibrated in her hand, distracting her from the stream of thoughts objecting to what was going on. She answered. A set of tones played through the speaker. A smile spread slowly across Megan’s face. When the tones stopped, an address was given to her, along with some further instructions.



She went upstairs to her bedroom and applied her make-up: some smoky eyeshadow, her mascara, some blush to brighten her pale skin, and bright red lipstick. The intensity of the look was a bit out of place next to the simple white blouse and the old jeans that she wore around the house, but she knew it would match well with her intended outfit, the one she would wear once she reached her destination.



She went to her closet, grabbed the tote bag she had stashed in the corner behind some boxes she kept stored there, and went down to the garage to get in her car.



She drove along the highway from the suburbs and into the city. There was little traffic, and it seemed with every mile anticipation was building within her. She could feel the warmth and wetness growing between her legs and quivered a little as she pulled off the highway into downtown.



Once she found a parking spot, she grabbed her bag and walked to her destination, her hips sashaying as she moved. She entered the lobby of the hotel and walked past the front desk, heading right towards the elevators. Her feet took her down the carpeted and dimly lit hallways of the building until she stopped in front of room 608. She knocked on the door.



A short, balding man answered. Megan guessed that he was around her age, maybe a bit older. Unlike her, he had clearly let himself go as he aged, leading to flab that hung from his underarms and a gut that stuck out over his waist. He glowered at her for a moment before a sneer of recognition began to creep across his face.



“Mr. Walker?” she said, smiling broadly.



“Yes, yes that’s me,” he said. He stepped away from the doorway, gesturing for her to enter. “You can call me James.”



“Megan,” she said, stepping forward and kissing him on the cheek. “It’s so nice to meet you.”



She stepped into the hotel room, gazing around at the large suite. When she turned back to James to find him looking her over, a warm tingle fluttered in her stomach. She wasn’t even dressed for him yet, and he was still drinking her in. The thought was such a turn on.



“Can I use your bathroom for a minute?”



He nodded, pointing to the open restroom door. She slid it shut and put her bag on the counter. She kicked off her flats, as her fingers worked to undo the buttons of her blouse. She moved quickly but precisely, not wanting to keep James waiting. And maybe more importantly not wanting to delay her own gratification any longer than she had to.



When she emerged from the bathroom she found James sitting in a chair sipping on a mixed drink he had made from his mini-bar. He was raising his glass to his lips but stopped as soon as he saw her. Megan’s long, shapely legs were encased in black stockings and made even more statuesque by the open-toed heels she wore. The stockings were clipped to garters that led up to her black sheer lace bustier. Flimsy v-string panties capped by a little black bow covered her mound.



“Like what you see?” she said, turning around slowly so he could take her in whole body.



“Yeah,” he said, his voice heavy with lust. “I like it very much.”



“So what would you like to do?” she said, smiling at him and pushing out her chest. The bustier made her small breasts stand out enticingly. She loved the feeling of it, they way it showed her off, made her even more sexually appealing.



“Why don’t you go over to the bed and get warmed up,” he said, setting his glass down on a side table.



She sauntered over to the bed and lay back on it, looking him in the eyes as she spread her legs. She took her right hand and ran it over her mound, caressing herself through the panties. She bit her lower lip and let out a sigh as she felt the arousal that had been building since she left her house continue to mount.



“Use your left hand,” James said, still sitting in the chair and watching.



“Of course, lover.”



She smiled at him as she paused, switching hands. The diamond on her engagement ring glinted as she pulled aside her panties and let her fingers toy with her clit. James let out a grunt of approval. His eyes remained glued to her as he undid his belt and fly. He shifted his hips just enough to pull his slacks down.



“What would your husband think if he saw you right now?” he said, as he fished out his already hard cock.



“He’d probably think I was a no-good, dirty slut,” she said in a husky voice.



She sank her ring finger inside herself, enjoying the look of lust on his face as her wedding and engagement rings bobbed just outside her folds.



“Come here,” he said, standing up and kicking off his pants and boxers.



Megan hopped off the bed and slunk onto the floor, crawling towards him as he stood there in only a button down and his socks, his cock standing out proudly.



When she was kneeling at his feet he reached down, gripping her by her hair and guiding her mouth to his manhood. She took it between her lips, hands resting on his thighs as she began to bob her head up and down. She felt herself getting wetter as his cock filled her mouth.



James gripped her hair tighter, directing her to stop with a quick tug.



“Stroke it,” he said.



She looked up at him as she gripped him with one hand, stroking up and down his length while toying with his balls with the other. Her breathing became heavier, surging with need as she pleasured him.



“What’s it like to kiss your husband after having another man’s dick in your mouth?” he said.



“It makes me feel so naughty,” she said. “I get so wet at night thinking about how much fun I’ve had while he’s been at work.”



She took him in her mouth again, sucking on the head and running her tongue around it. He inhaled deeply. After a moment of savoring the feeling of her mouth he pulled back and gave her his hand to help her rise to her feet.



“I think it’s time you lose this sexy little gift wrap,” he said, running his fingers over her bustier. “Leave the heels and the stockings, and get up on the bed.”



“Mmm, yes, sir,” she purred.



She turned away from him walking back to the bed and standing over it with her back to him. She unclipped the stockings from the garter. Then, looking over her shoulder, she unhooked the bustier and let it fall forward. She caught it, holding it over her breasts for a moment before tossing it aside. He watched, unbuttoning his own shirt as he did. She hooked her fingers into the sides of her panties and slowly started to pull them down, shaking her hips sensually with each tug. She stuck her ass out as she got lower until she could lift her leg and slip out of the panties, flinging them across the room after the bustier. She bent herself over the edge of the bed, her ass and pussy thrust back towards him.



“Come and get it,” she called to him in a husky voice.



He had stripped out of all his clothes, even tugged his socks off and tossed them onto the chair. Her legs quivered slightly as he approached, anticipating him. He stuck a pair of fingers into her pussy, massaging her.



“Oh yes!” she hissed with pleasure.



“So wet,” he said, moving his fingers in and out slowly. “Does your husband make you this wet?”



“No. God no!” she said with a moan, pushing back against him.



“Get up on the bed,” he said, pulling his fingers out of her.



He slapped her on the ass playfully. She smiled back and him and crawled forward into the center of the bed. She felt it shift under her as he got up behind her. His hands ran over her ass. Her breathing became ragged with anticipation, her pussy dripping with need.



“Ooohhh, yesss,” she said, as he thrust into her.



She continued to moan loudly and incoherently as he drove into her from behind, his long cock moving easily to the hilt in her wet pussy. She felt his stomach slapping against her ass, one of his hands gripping her side, the other frantically toying with her clit. All of the tension and arousal that had been building in her since she’d left her home, since she’d gotten ready to meet this stranger for this purpose boiled over, and she came, her cunt squeezing against his invading manhood. He paused, leaving his cock resting deep inside her as she bucked against him, her eyes rolling up in her head, a high pitched sigh escaping her lips.



For a moment they stayed that way, joined together while she took deep breaths, recovering from the euphoria.



“My husband never makes me cum like that,” she said around ragged breaths.



“Oh I’m not done with you yet, baby,” James said.



She felt the light sting of his hand smacking her ass.



“Why don’t you ride me,” he said. “Show me what you’ve got.”



Megan felt him retreat from within her. The bed shifted as he plunked down on his back next to her. He was red faced, sweat covering his brow, but all she saw was his still-hard cock. She moved to it, wrapping her lips around it and moving down its length, swirling her tongue as she sucked on it. She rarely gave her husband head, much less after they were intimate, and tasting her own juices on James’ rod was a new sensation; one that made her hornier.



She let him out of her mouth with a wet pop and then squatted over him, her heels planted into the bed on either side of him. She grabbed his cock and guided it into her lowering pussy, so he could get a good show of entering her. Once she felt him penetrate her, she lowered herself down, putting her hands on his thighs for balance. She began to piston up and down, taking all of him inside her.



“Mmm, you are so much bigger than my husband,” she said, looking him in the eyes as she slid down him. “You reach so much deeper inside me.”



“Oh, yeah I’m gonna stretch that little snatch,” he grunted. His hands raced over her stockinged legs, pawing at them.



Tiring of the position, Megan sank down on his cock, and then leaned forward, straddling James’ waist. She sat up tall as she set a new rhythm, riding on his cock and massaging her tits.



“That pussy feels so good,” he said, between labored breaths. “So good. So tight. I’m gonna cum soon.”



“Fill me up, baby,” she said, running her hands over his chest. “Make me yours.”



He grabbed her ass and thrust deeply into her. Then he flipped her, depositing her on her back with him on top of her inside. He began to go again, thrusting into her body with abandon.



“Yes! Yes! Yes! It’s so good! You fuck me so good!”



“Better than your husband?” James grunted.



“Oh God, yes! Yes! So much better!”



She felt his cock expanding, and then with a yell of triumph and release, she could feel James flooding her insides. The sensation drove her over the edge, and she locked her legs and arms around his back, pulling him into her as deep as she could, her whole body quivering. Wave after wave of pleasure coursed through her. She couldn’t remember the last time she’d cum twice in one session or even cum so hard at all.



The couple lay together, a tangled set of sweaty limbs, both of them breathing heavily, their bodies working to recover. Eventually James pulled his deflated cock from Megan’s satisfied body. His cum dribbled out onto the bedsheets, leaking from her pussy. Megan sat up slowly. She brought James to her again, kissing him, and caressing his body delicately.



“I hope you enjoyed that as much as I did,” she said.



“Oh, I think so,” he said, laughing a little. His breath was still labored from exertion.



“Good,” she said. She kissed him again, long and passionately, the pulled away gently. “But now I think it’s time to go back to the boring duties of a housewife.”



“Of course,” he said. He squeezed her thigh gently. “Maybe I’ll arrange to see you again. Give you a little more of what your husband can’t.”



“Oh, please do,” she said, smiling at him. She caressed his cock playfully. “I definitely need more of this in my life.”



She gave him a final kiss, then hopped off the bed and collected the pieces of lingerie she had discarded. She made her way to the bathroom to shower away the evidence of her indiscretion before returning home. As the warm water cascaded off her body, Megan smiled. That had been exactly what she needed. Now all she had to do was let headquarters know she was done with the client. She would make the call as soon as she got home.



Megan blinked.



She was sitting at home on the couch, phone held up to her ear. There was no sound from the line, just crackling static that was mostly drowned out by the sound of the TV.



“Hello?”



No response.



She looked at her phone and realized that she had made the call out, but she couldn’t remember why or who she was speaking with. She shook her head and ended the call. The time display came up on the phone screen, and she realized that several hours had passed since she had finished her lunch.



“Ugh, I must have dozed off,” she muttered to herself, pushing herself to her feet. She still had to run some errands before the kids were off from school, and now she was on a bit of time crunch.



Oddly enough, she didn’t feel too badly about it. In fact, she felt warm all over, like her body was satisfied. Maybe a little nap was exactly what she had needed. She smiled to herself and began humming as she grabbed her car keys and headed for the garage.


 


X-X-X


 


Brandon arrived at his hotel later than he had expected to. His flight had been delayed, getting a cab out of the airport had been a pain, and then there was the traffic. It was a piss poor way to start off his business trip. He had two important meetings to get through, and he needed to be in the right state of mind.



Once he had freshened up and ordered some room service dinner, he opened up his laptop and typed the dark web address into his browser. He entered the pertinent information into the login box that popped up. He had to adjust the location on his profile, but then a site full of pictures of naked women appeared in front of him.



“Available in your area,” the tag-line at the top of the page read.



His eyes glossed over a young Asian woman in a school girl’s outfit, her tits exposed, and a naked black woman covered with tattoos, before settling on an older white woman with short, blonde hair and an athletic body. He wasn’t sure why he felt drawn to her, but he clicked on her profile. Her introductory video began to play as soon as her page opened.



“Hey, my name’s Megan,” she said, smiling at the screen.



She was naked and sitting on a couch, her legs spread, her hands under her small, pert tits, pushing them forward enticingly as she leered at the camera.



“After years of marriage and spending my time at home, I’ve decided I’ve had enough,” she said.



Her hands pinched her nipples, massaging them into arousal. She squirmed slightly, letting out a low moan while she continued to smile at the camera.



“My husband goes to work. My kids go to school. And I’m left here all alone.”



She gave the camera a pout and opened her legs wider, showing off her shaved pussy. Her left hand moved from her breast, dipping down to her nether region.



“I’m done being the bored housewife. I want to have some fun.”



She began circling her fingers around her clit. The camera zoomed in, catching the glint of her engagement and wedding rings, as she pleasured herself. Her moans could be heard in the background. Slowly the camera pulled back again until the woman was fully in frame.



“Let me know if you’d like to keep me company,” she said, blowing a kiss to the camera as she continued to masturbate. “I could use the distraction.”



The video faded out.



Brandon already felt hard. He put in a request for her. A message came back saying that she was free during the day, which he supposed made sense, given the family. He had some time before his meeting the next day in the late afternoon. He punched in a noon appointment. A few minutes later a message appeared saying that Megan had been contacted and the time was confirmed.



There was a knock on the door, and the bellhop called that his meal had arrived.



Brandon shut his laptop. He felt a bit more relaxed already. Even if the meetings didn’t go well, he was sure that he would be having some fun. New cities always offered new opportunities, even if they weren’t always business related.


 

 


The End




The Loud Neighbor


 

 


“Oh God yes!”



The headboard of our neighbor’s bed smacked against the wall that separated the bedrooms of our apartments, a regular thunking sound that ran in time with the woman’s moans.



“Yes! Yes! Ah, don’t stop!”



This had been going on almost every night since Brad had moved in just over two weeks ago. Impressively, it sounded like he had a new woman over every single night, which I had to give him some credit for. To be honest, I was very curious how he managed to find a new person to bring home each night. Even when I was single, I didn’t have the game to do that, much less the time.



But my vague admiration didn’t help the fact that my wife, Claire, and I had to deal with the awkwardness of listening to his sexual prowess being exhibited night after night.



It made it impossible to go sleep, and neither of us particular wanted to be intimate when we were listening to someone else in the throes of passion.



“Fuck me! Oh! Oh! Fuck me harder!”



The bed rattled against our wall at a faster pace. My wife and I looked at each other, rolling our eyes. We lay next to each other on our bed, staring up at the ceiling as we waited for the show to end. That was another thing. Our neighbor’s stamina was rather impressive. Sometimes we would even wake up to him starting another round in the wee hours of the morning. While this was great for him, it was a bother for us.



“Oh! Ooohhhhh! I’m cumming!”



The woman exploded in a series of wordless moans and screams of joy. A moment later we heard the deeper voice of our neighbor yelling that he was almost there.



“Oh yes, cum inside me, baby! Make me yours!”



We heard him grunt in release, as the woman let out another series of loud moans, like she was having another orgasm on top of her first after she felt him finishing inside her. The bed ceased rattling, and we stopped hearing their voices after that.



It seemed that the action was over.



“I can’t go on like this,” my wife said.



We had never heard our previous neighbors making love before, and they had never mentioned anything to us. It seemed our new next door neighbor liked especially loud women. Or perhaps he was especially good in the sack. Either way, it wasn’t helpful to my wife or my sleep schedule.



“I know it’s awkward,” my wife said, looking over at me. “But…do you think you could speak with him?”



“What, just go up to him and say, ‘hey, new guy, mind keeping the sex down?’” I asked.



“I don’t know…I just…I need this to stop,” my wife said, a sob of frustration in her voice.



I took her hand in mine and squeezed.



“Look, I’ll think of some way to bring it up,” I said with a sigh.



“Thank you,” she said, rolling into my arms for an embrace.



I held her thin frame in my arms, as she curled up next to me and kissed me affectionately on the chest. Even after having two kids, my wife maintained her athletic frame, spending a fair amount of time in the gym when I was at work and the kids were at school. She had a toned body with small but perky breasts and a slim backside, which I squeezed playfully at that moment as I kissed her on the forehead.



After hearing the show next door, part of me wanted to have some intimacy as well, but I decided it wasn’t appropriate, and I don’t think Claire would’ve approved anyway. Despite being so attractive, she as a bit on the prude side.



She looked up at me, a sleepy grin spread across her soft features.



“I love you,” she whispered. “Thanks for taking care of this.”



“Of course,” I said.



No more sounds came from next-door, and eventually we drifted off.


 


X-X-X


 


The next day I went over to Brad’s apartment after I had come home from work. I didn’t know much about him, having only met him briefly while he was moving in, but I knew he worked from home as some kind of freelancer and kept rather odd hours. Part of me hoped that when I knocked he would be out somewhere so I could postpone having this conversation. Sadly I had no such luck.



The door opened after a moment, and Brad stood in front of me.



Another thing that impressed me about him was the fact that he actually wasn’t all too attractive. Not that only attractive people could hook up with multiple partners, but I had to imagine it was the sort of thing that helped. But Brad was rather plain looking. He wasn’t that tall, standing about an inch short than me. His chubby face and emerging beer gut betrayed a certain lack of fitness, at least in the traditional sense. He had large eyes and a scraggly sort of beard. One thing I would give him was his charming smile, which he shared as soon as he saw me.



“Hey…Robert, right?” he asked by way of greeting.



“Yeah, that’s me,” I said.



“Right on,” he said, seemingly proud he had remembered. “Well, what can I do for you?”



“So, this is very awkward,” I said, lowering my voice. “But you and your lady friends…you’re very loud when you…are being intimate.”



Brad gave me a bemused look and arched his eyebrow. He didn’t say anything, so I pressed on to explain.



“And normally I’d say that’s all well and good, but my wife and I…we’re having a lot of trouble sleeping because of the…noise,” I said, trying to explain.



“Oh, okay,” he said, nodding in understanding. “I’m sorry about that.”



“Well, it’s okay,” I said, wanting this conversation to end as quickly as possible. “If you could just keep it down a bit, that’d be appreciated.”



“Sure. I have a question though,” he said, fixing me with an intense stare. I could swear I saw something sparkle briefly in his large, blue eyes, and then when I heard him speak again, his voice was changed.



“Doesn’t it make you even a little horny?”



His voice was louder somehow, and it felt like there was a faint echo of it in my mind. “Listening has always been a turn on for me. Doesn’t it do the same for you? Doesn’t the sound of the sex you’re hearing turn you on?”



“Yes,” I whispered, feeling my head nodding. What he was saying, it suddenly felt right.



“That’s good,” I heard him say.



He broke eye contact with me.



I blinked, shaking my head. I wasn’t sure what had just happened. Had he said something? I looked up at Brad, and he was smiling at me.



“Anyway, good talk, man, thanks for stopping by,” he said, reaching out a hand.



“Uh, yeah,” I said, shaking it.



I walked slowly back to my apartment, hearing his door close behind me. I still wasn’t sure exactly what had happened. I felt like I had agreed to something. Or maybe he had agreed. Hopefully to quiet down a bit.



My wife was preparing dinner when I walked in. The kids were at the table doing their homework. I walked over to her and spoke in a low voice so they couldn’t hear.



“I spoke with Brad,” I said. “Hopefully this changes things.”



She smiled at me and kissed me on the cheek.



“Thanks, honey.”


 


X-X-X


 


Unfortunately, it didn’t.



After we were in bed getting ready to sleep, we heard the loud moans of a woman from through the wall yet again. Only this time, as she called out in pleasure, I felt my body responding. My manhood became incredibly stiff, tenting up my boxers.



“I thought you spoke with him,” Claire said, looking over at me.



“I did, I thought he understood,” I said.



“Clearly not,” she said, letting out a sigh.



“Um, well, can we just try to make the best of it?” I said, meekly, taking her hand and guiding it to my hard cock.



“Ew, Robert!” she hissed, pulling her hand away. “This is making you hard?”



“I…can’t help it,” I said, lamely.



“I am not making love to you to the sounds of some other woman’s moans,” she said.



She rolled over turning her back on me and using a pillow to cover her head and try to block out the sounds from next-door. I looked up at the ceiling, still feeling the incredible stiffness between my legs. After a few minutes I got out of bed and went to relieve the tension in the bathroom. Brad was done by the time I got back, and Claire was lying still. I wasn’t sure if she was actually asleep or not, but I didn’t want to bother her, so I slipped into bed and continued to stare at the ceiling, pondering my sudden change in reactions to the sounds from next-door as I drifted off.


 


X-X-X


 


“Hey, so how’s it going?” Brad said, as I stepped into the elevator with him the next morning on my way to work.



“It’s…okay,” I said, not entirely sure how to bring up the fact that the loudness of his sex was still an issue. Fortunately I didn’t have to.



“The noise issue any better?” he asked.



I felt my face flush thinking about the night before. I had hoped after our previous conversation he would’ve kept things down. But at the same time, the way my body reacted to what I was hearing did feel nice, and I suppose in that sense it was better. I decided not to bring up my personal reaction to his bedroom antics, and instead speak on behalf of my wife.



“Uh, well, my wife is still rather upset about the noise,” I said, looking down awkwardly as I spoke.



“Is she going to be at home today?” Brad asked.



“Yes, I imagine for most of the day,” I said.



“Well why don’t I go have a chat with her about it then?” Brad said. He looked at me again with that intense gaze of his, his eyes shimmering. “That sounds like a good idea, doesn’t it?”



“Yes,” I said, unable to tear my gaze away from his.



“Okay then,” he said, smiling and turning his head away.



I blinked, and shook my head. Was it really a good idea to tell him to go speak with Claire? Unfortunately, I didn’t have much time to really think it over. The elevator doors opened into the lobby. I said a stammering goodbye, before heading towards the parking garage so I could get to work. As I approached my car, I thought over what had just happened. Claire might be annoyed by Brad stopping by, but I didn’t think the two of them talking could do any real harm. I felt a bit better as I started up the car. Hopefully this whole issue be resolved soon.



Claire was busying herself about the kitchen when I got home that night. She was smiling and humming to herself, seeming rather happy. I kissed her on the cheek in greeting.



“So did Brad come over to speak with you?” I asked.



“He did,” she said, smiling. “I think we had a good talk. I feel like we’ve hashed out the noise thing, and I don’t think it’ll be a huge problem anymore.”



“That’s good to hear,” I said, smiling. I leaned over one of the pans she was heating on the oven to take in the smell. “So what’s for dinner?”


 


X-X-X


 


“Oh God! Oh God, yes!”



I cringed internally, as I listened to Brad taking yet another one of his conquests. I knew Claire was going to be upset, perhaps even more so because she had actually spoken with him. On top of that I could feel myself stiffening once again, my manhood reacting in unwanted but uncontrollable ways to the sounds coming from next-door.



I was about to try and say something consoling to Claire, when something surprising happened.



I felt her move towards me, then I felt her hand begin to explore between my legs. I let out a soft moan, as I felt her fingers wrap around my cock. She stroked it gently for a moment, then quickly began to work my boxers down my legs.



“Oh yes! Yes! Fuck me!”



As if following the woman’s commands, my wife straddled me. She pulled aside her panties and lined up my cock with her opening. She was soaking wet, and I slid in easily, right up to my hilt. I thrust my hips upwards, as she began to ride me, her head rolling back, as she let out a long moan of pleasure.



We began to speed up our pace, as we could hear the woman next-door moaning louder, and the bed smacking against the wall even faster. I felt Claire’s pussy tighten around me at the same time the woman next-door yelled out her orgasm. My cock began to pulse, as I shot my load into my wife, a groan of pleasure escaping my lips.



Claire collapse forward on to me, breathing heavily. We lay like that together for a few moments, taking in the aftermath of our sex and the sounds that had just finished from next-door. After a moment my wife kissed me on the cheek, and rolled off of me.



“That was fun,” she whispered, cuddling up next to me.



“Definitely,” I said. I could feel the goofy grin on my face.



We fell sleep in each other’s arms that night.


 


X-X-X


 


It was a couple of days later on Friday morning when I ran into Brad again. I was about to head out to work, and he was waiting in the hallway by the elevator when I was leaving. He hadn’t stopped having his noisy sex, but suddenly the sound of it seemed to fuel both me and Claire. Our sex over the last couple of days had been passionate, explosive, and driven by the sounds coming from his apartment. I smiled, and gave him a big wave as I approached.



“Thanks for smoothing things over with my wife,” I said. To be honest, I wasn’t exactly sure what he had told her, but it seemed that she was fine with his activities, and that was all I could really ask for.



“Sure, no problem,” he said, flashing me a grin.



The elevator arrived with a ding, and we stepped on board.



“You know, you never told me your wife is such a looker,” he said, as the doors slid shut.



“I…thank you,” I said, not really sure how to respond.



“Would you mind if I asked her out?”



I turned to look at him incredulously and found myself caught once again in his stare. The anger seeped out of me, and I just looked at him, as he continued speaking, his words boring into my mind.



“I mean, she stays at home all day handling the kids and the house work,” he said. “It would give her a chance to get out and have some fun. You’d want that right? For her to be able to have some fun?”



I could feel my self nodding as I listened his words. It would be good for Claire to have some fun and relaxation. And I coulnd’t see the hurt in him asking her out. She would probably say no. And even if she didn’t, an evening out with a friend was hardly a bad thing.



“That’s great,” Brad said, breaking the stare. “I’ll stop by later today and see if she’d be interested.”



“Yeah,” I said, the word falling out of my mouth, as I tried to wrap my head around what had just happened. Had he really just asked my permission to take Claire out on a date? And had I really given it to him?



The elevator doors slid open, and Brad walked out. I stood there a moment, still trying to fully understand what had happened. The doors almost closed on me before I was able to force myself to move and head to the parking garage. I was still pondering my conversation with Brad as I got to my car. But as I began to head over to work, I started worrying about it less. Claire would probably not be interested in a date with our neighbor, and even if she were that wouldn’t necessarily be a bad thing. Right?


 


X-X-X


 


When I came home that night, the kids were in their rooms doing their homework, but Claire wasn’t in the kitchen or the living room. I found her in our bathroom doing her makeup. She was wearing only her underwear, a black and lacy bra and panty set, as she worked on her face while looking at the mirror.



“Hey, baby,” she said, as she heard me enter the room. She didn’t look away from what she was doing. “Brad stopped by today, and he asked if I wanted to go out with him for drink or two. I said yes because I thought it might be fun. He told me you were okay with it.”



“Yeah,” I said. “I think I did tell him that I was okay with the idea.”



“Well, I could definitely use a night off,” she said. “So thank you for being okay with me going out.”



“Of course,” I said, feeling my chest swell a little for making her happy.



I stepped out of the bedroom and went to go check on the kids and see how they were doing. About 20 minutes later Claire came out of our bedroom wearing a little black cocktail dress with a pair of high heels. Her hair was done up behind her head, and her makeup accentuated the beauty of her face. In short, she looked hot.



“I left dinner in the fridge, so all you have to do is heat it up,” she said walking over to me. She kissed me lightly on the cheek. “Don’t let the kids stay up too late, and don’t worry about waiting up. Brad made it sound like we might be out for a while.”



“Okay,” I said. “Have fun.”



“I’m sure I will,” she said, flashing me a smile before she left the apartment.



I stood staring at the closed door of our apartment for a moment, something twisting in my gut. On some level this didn’t feel right. Something was off, but I couldn’t quite put my finger on what it was. Certainly there was nothing wrong with Claire going out on her own, and if she wanted to hang out with our neighbor I suppose that was fine as well, but the oddness of it still stuck with me.



I was distracted from my reverie by one of our kids, and I proceeded to go about making dinner for them.



Late that night, after putting the kids to bed, I sat in the living room and watched a baseball game on TV, sipping a beer as I did. I only half paid attention to what was going on, the other part of my mind thinking about what my wife and Brad were up to. She had said they were going out for drinks, but did that mean they were just hanging out at a bar? Or were they at a club? If so, were they dancing together? And how late did they plan to stay out at these places that Claire had told me not to wait up for her?



I started to imagine the two of them together. I could see them at a bar sitting next to each other, when Brad’s hand would gently squeeze Claire’s leg, and instead of pushing it away, she would rest her hand on his. I could see them at a club dancing together, when Brad would let his hands slip down too far and squeeze Claire’s ass, but she wouldn’t fight it, she would just go with it. I could see them in either situation slowly getting closer together, until Brad leaned in to steal a kiss, and Claire accepted his exploring tongue into her mouth.



It was a few moments before I realized that these images had made me hard. I snuck away to the bathroom, almost guiltily pleasuring myself, as I envisioned Brad and my wife together. I shot my load onto a tissue and quickly cleaned up before going back into the living room.



When the game finished, I shut off the television and cleaned up the kitchen. There was nothing more to do, so I went to my bedroom and shut the door. I stripped out of my clothes and lay down on the bed. It wasn’t long before weariness overtook me, and I drifted off.
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“Oh! Oh! Oh yes!”



I woke to the sound of Brad’s creaking bed and a woman moaning in pleasure. Even in my hazy state, I could start to feel my cock hardening, as the sounds seeped into my ears. I reached down between my legs and began to fondle myself, looking over to the other side of the bed. This was usually the point where Claire, equally horny, would want me.



But the bed was empty, and I was alone.



“Oh God! Oh God! Fuck yes! It’s so good!”



And then it hit me. Claire must be the one in Brad’s bed tonight. She wasn’t usually one to be very vocal while she was making love, but now I could hear her moaning loudly and yelling out her joy to Brad. A pit developed in my stomach. They were just supposed to hang out together, this wasn’t supposed to happen.



But that didn’t stop me from feeling incredibly aroused.



I began to stroke myself. I couldn’t help it. The sounds of their lovemaking were just too much of a turn on for me to ignore. The images of my daydream from earlier flashed in my mind. I could almost see Claire kneeling on Brad’s bed, as he drove his cock into her.



“Oh you’re so good! I’m cumming!”



Claire let out a guttural yell. There was a brief pause, and then the bed began to creak again, as Brad started up once more. I began to stroke myself faster and faster as the creaking of the bed increased, and my wife’s moans got louder. I could feel the tension building in me, ready for release.



“Oh! Oh yes! Do it, baby! Cum for me!”



It was almost like she was talking to me, and I could sense that I was close.



“Oh! You’re gonna make cum again!”



I heard Claire start to yell out in pleasure again. I don’t think I’d ever made her cum twice at any point in our relationship. That thought was a little painful, but it didn’t distract me much as I continue to work myself towards release.



“Oh yes! Cum inside me! Fill me up!”



With a groan I shot my load, covering my stomach in my own cum. At the same time I heard Brad and Claire both moaning in pleasure, as the creaking of the bed stopped. He must’ve finished as well. But while I came all over myself, he was shooting his load into my wife.



I let my head fall back on my pillow, exhausted. With the arousal draining from me, I started to feel a little hollow. Listening to my wife with another man had been hot, but how had I allowed this? How had this happened? What would this mean for us as a couple? For our marriage?



I lay staring at the ceiling for some time, until sleep eventually overtook me.
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The morning sun streaming through our blinds woke me the next day. As my eyes began to open, memories of the night before slowly started to climb back into my consciousness. I turned my head, and found Claire still asleep in our bed. Her face looked peaceful, like she had been sleeping there all night.



Part of me wanted to confront her about what happened with Brad, but I didn’t want to wake her. And I suppose part of it was my fault. After all, wasn’t I the one who said they could go on a date together?



I got showered and got dressed. Claire was still asleep by the time I got out of the shower, so I went into the living room and began to make breakfast for the kids. Once they were settled in, I told him I was going to go have a quick word with our neighbor. Distracted by the food and the TV, they didn’t seem to mind.



Brad opened the door to his apartment after a few knocks. He looked a little groggy, like he hadn’t been asleep long. But given what had transpired between him and Claire, I didn’t feel too bad about that.



“What the hell happened last night?” I asked indignantly.



“Claire and I went out,” he said. “You said you were okay with that.”



“I said it was okay if you asked her out,” I said. I spoke in a low but insistent voice, not wanting to yell and alert the other neighbors as to what had happened between Brad and my wife, but wanting to also convey that I was upset about it. “I didn’t think you were going to sleep with her.”



“What do you think happens at the end of the day?” he asked.



“She’s my wife!” I hissed.



“But you enjoy listening didn’t you?” Brad said, his eyes twinkling, as he focused his intense stare on me.



“Yes,” I muttered, memories of spending the night masturbating to the sounds of their lovemaking flowing through my head. I had enjoyed it. I basically couldn’t stop myself.



“And she had fun,” he continued. “Which was the whole point, correct?”



“Yes,” I said, the sound of my voice distant, as I felt myself lost in Brad’s eyes.



“Then I don’t see the problem,” Brad said. “You enjoyed yourself. She enjoyed herself. And I certainly enjoyed myself. It seems like this is a good deal for all of us, wouldn’t you agree?”



I felt myself slowly starting to nod. What he was saying, it made a certain amount of sense.



“In fact, I think you should be more excited about the idea of me being with your wife,” Brad said. “You clearly get off on us being together, and she definitely enjoys being with me. So don’t you think it would be a good idea for me to date your wife more often?”



“Yes,” I said, feeling the word come out of my mouth with conviction. It did seem somehow right, like what he was saying was a great idea.



“I had hoped you’d say that,” he said smiling, the shimmer vanishing from his eyes.



I blinked, my head swimming.



“Good talk,” he said. “I’ll ask your wife if she is available to go out next weekend.”



“Okay,” I said weakly, as he closed the door on our conversation.



I walked slowly back to the apartment, still feeling a little unsure of exactly what it happened. But deep down I knew that Brad and I had come to a truly beneficial agreement. As I stepped back into my apartment, the anger and anxiety I had been feeling before dissipated. I felt like all was right with the world.
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“Oh, Brad, you’re so fucking good!”



I lay in bed stroking myself to the sound of Claire’s voice as Brad fucked her next-door. It had been about a month since Brad first slept with her, and we had fallen into a kind of routine. During the week Claire and I would have sex listening to Brad and the other women he brought home. She would often remind me how much better sex with Brad was. The dirty talk was only more of a turn on for me.



On the weekends, my wife would go on dates with Brad, often staying over at his place at least one of the nights. I would wait up eagerly, and listen through the walls, stroking myself as he took her. Sometimes I’d even be lucky enough to be woken later in the night or early in the morning by another round of their loud lovemaking.



“Oh yes! Oh! I love your fucking cock! You’re so much better than my husband!”



I felt my cock twitch in my hand, and I almost shot my load. I loved when she said things like that. It was so hot.



“Oh! I’m cumming! I’m cumming again!”



It made me feel good to know that Claire was happy, that there was someone in the world who could bring her so much pleasure. And I don’t think I’d ever been hornier than when I listened to the two of them.



I came hard, ropes of cum shooting across my stomach, as I heard the now familiar sound of Claire and Brad groaning together in a climactic finish. I lay there, bathing in the afterglow of my orgasm, breathing heavily but feeling absolutely content. I was almost as happy as I could be with this whole arrangement.



But truth be told, I had started thinking of some ways to enhance it.



I had asked Brad a little while ago, nervously knocking on his door, if he thought that one of these days I might watch him and Claire together, instead of just listening. He smiled, and said he would consider it, that it might be a good idea.



At this point I think that might be the only thing that would make my sex life more complete.


 

 


The End




Becoming Roxy


 

 


Chapter One


 

 


The Sirloin District of Bay City was known to be a safe neighborhood, but it was still rather sketchy, especially by the standards of George Grisham’s suburban upbringing. The buildings in the area, while not decrepit, were old and not particularly well maintained. Their brick exteriors were grimy and graffiti covered. There was even the occasional boarded up window.



The storefronts also looked run down. There weren’t any chains or big and bright corporate businesses in this part of the city, only small bodegas, liquor stores, and cheap restaurants whose exteriors were grungy and whose interiors were dimly lit and didn’t look particularly inviting.



And then there were the streetwalkers.



Bay City had legalized prostitution a couple of years ago, and the Sirloin was the place to go for anyone who wanted to indulge in those sort of delights. It seemed there was a woman on every block, scantily clad, face overly made up, trying to attract customers. Some of the bolder ones would even go up to pedestrians and try to engage with them, hoping to stir up some business.



George kept his arm draped protectively over Rachel’s shoulders as they walked from the movie theater to the parking space they’d found. It had been a few months since George moved to Bay City with his family for work, and he had never actually been down to the Sirloin. He had bought a home in the suburbs of the city and worked in the financial district on the other side of town. The only reason he and his wife were in the neighborhood at the moment was because it had the only parking spot they could find near the movie theater they were going to, a stylish throwback theater in the more upscale neighboring area.



They had almost made it back to the car without incident, when one of the streetwalkers approached them.



She strutted up to them on high heels that clicked against the pavement. She wore a short, red leather jacket that came down to the middle of her stomach and hung open, revealing that she was only wearing a bra beneath. Her long, tanned legs were bare and almost entirely revealed, as she only wore a pair of denim hot pants.



She caught George’s eye as she walked toward them. He tried to avert his gaze, but it was too late.



“Are you two down for some fun, maybe adding a little spice to your marriage?” she asked, stepping in front of them.



“Um, no, thanks,” George said.



“You sure?” she said, turning her eyes towards Rachel and addressing her. “It could be fun.”



Rachel just stared back at her. When she didn’t answer, George spoke up again.



“No, we’re fine, thank you,” he said, firmly, hoping to put an end to the conversation.



“Well you know where to find me if you change your mind, baby,” the woman said jokingly, giving Rachel a wink. She nodded her head to George, then stepped out of the way, moving on down the street.



“I’m sorry about that,” George said, as they rushed on down the street. “We shouldn’t have parked here.”



He noticed that Rachel was looking back over her shoulder, glancing at the woman. He squeezed his wife’s side, trying to comfort her.



“She’s harmless, I’m sure,” he said. “Nothing to worry about.”



“I’m not worried,” Rachel said, looking at him tentatively.



She didn’t say anything more until they were seated in the car. Then as George was getting ready to pull out of the parking space, she suddenly spoke up.



“I think it’s sorta hot.”



“What?” he said.



“The idea of being a prostitute,” she said, looking at him shyly. “I mean, I know it’s not, in real life. But the fantasy of it, being that sexually confident and desirable. I think it’s sorta hot.”



“Oh,” George said.



He wasn’t really sure what to say to that. Rachel had never expressed any real sexual fantasies since they had been together, even back to their days in high school. He felt Rachel wrap her hand around his.



“I’m sorry, I didn’t mean that to be weird,” she said. “I love you. I don’t fantasize about being with other men, or…”



“It’s okay, I get it,” he said. He wasn’t sure he did, but it seemed like the best thing to say. He smiled, then leaned in and kissed her.



They spent the rest of the car ride home discussing the movie they had just seen.
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A couple of days later George had mostly forgotten about his wife’s confession. He was washing dishes when she hugged him from behind and whispered in his ears.



“The kids are in bed. I want you to come meet me in the bedroom in fifteen minutes.”



“I like the sound of that,” he replied.



He felt her lips on the back of his neck, and then she was gone. He was already starting to harden. He continued to clean up the kitchen, checking the clock regularly to make sure he gave Rachel enough time to do whatever she was planning. Almost as soon as the fifteen minutes were up, he made his way upstairs to their bedroom.



Rachel was sitting on their bed, but his usually demure wife now looked like a sex goddess. Her long, statuesque legs were encased in fishnet stockings. She wore booty shorts that were short enough he could see the stocking tops and got a delicious view of the pale flesh of her thighs. She wore a halter top that had a translucent midriff area, showing off her tight body. She had done up her make-up with heavy eye shadow and bright red lipstick. Her brown hair pooled around her lovely face, bright blue eyes shining as she looked up at him expectantly.



“Hey, baby,” she said in a sultry voice. “My name’s Roxy. I heard you wanted to have some fun.”



“Hey, Roxy,” George said, playing along. “I like the sound of that.”



“Well, before we start, how much money do you have for me?” she asked.



George pulled out his wallet and looked inside.



“Fifty bucks,” he said.



“That’s about enough for a blow job,” she said. She pointed to the dresser. “Leave the cash there.”



He took the money from his wallet and left it there. Then he walked over to his wife, taking in the changed woman in front of him. He was already hard, turned on by her new look and the little game she was playing.



As soon as he reached the edge of the bed, she leaned forward and unzipped his fly, pulling down his pants just enough to free his cock. She began to stroke it gently.



“Nice and hard already, I can see you need some help with this,” she said, smiling up at him.



She leaned forward, taking his manhood between her lips. George let out as a gasp of pleasure as she began to bob her head up and down on his cock, taking this length into the warmth of her mouth. Over the course of their long relationship, Rachel had become quite good at giving head. Between the warm, wetness of her mouth, the swirling of her tongue, and the stroking of her hands over his cock George was quickly in heaven. Usually he could last a bit when she worked him, but seeing her dressed in her slutty clothing playing out her fantasy heightened the whole situation, and it wasn’t long before he yelled out that he was cumming.



Rachel clamped her lips around him and drank down his semen as he ejaculated.



“Oh God, babe, that was amazing,” George said, as she let his limp dick slide from her mouth.



“Well, if you ever need a good time, you know where to find me,” she said, giving him a coy smile while standing up. “Just remember to bring some cash.”



With that she walked past him, picking up the cash from the dresser and exiting the room. George smiled to himself as he sat down on the bed. A couple minutes later Rachel returned, shutting the bedroom door behind her and climbing into bed with him.



“Hey, Roxy,” he said, giving her a hug.



“It was the only stripper sounding name I could think of that started with ‘r’,” she said, smiling at him. “Did you like that?”



“It was fun,” he said.



“I thought so too,” she said. She blushed. “In fact, it’s got me pretty turned on.”



George unbuttoned her shorts, pulling them down and slipping a finger inside her. His wife moaned, bucking her hips against him. She was soaking wet.



“I think I can help with that,” he said, continuing to rub her as he pulled her in for a kiss.


 

 


Chapter Two


 

 


Rachel couldn’t believe she was actually going through with this. The Sirloin was known to be a safe area, despite its rundown appearance, but standing on the street corner the way she was left her feeling exposed.



Used to wearing more conservative clothing, at least out in public, she was now wearing a black leather micro skirt that exposed most of her thighs, displaying the garters that ran from the tops of her fishnet stockings. The open-toed stiletto heels she chose to go with the outfit accentuated her long, toned legs. She had a red halter crop top that showed off her tight midriff, over which she wore a black leather jacket. Her brown hair was tied back, and her face was made-up with thick eye shadow, blush, and flashy lipstick.



She tried to stand confidently, like this was how she always dressed when she was out in public. Like she belonged.



It had been about a month since she first broke out her “Roxy” persona for George in their bedroom, and since then things had only escalated. At first had simply found more trashy get-ups that she could wear when they had sex and she pretended to take his money. Then she had started making him wear condoms, to enhance the idea that he was a john. But after a little while, simply staying in the house didn’t feel like enough.



One night she had taken the car out for a spin and made him call her, like she was an escort, asking her to come service him. By the time she would drive the short distance back home and strut up the stairs to their bedroom, she was incredibly horny.



About a week after that she had found a secluded park area that was close to their home and had him drive by and pick her up like she was a streetwalker. Standing out there alone at night like she was a hooker on display had made her feel hot. But in their neighborhood at that time of night, she wasn’t in much danger of running into anyone.



Now she was taking things to a whole new level.



She had dropped the kids off with her parents for the weekend, then made her plans with George. After dressing herself up, she drove her car out into the Sirloin District. She’d been out on the street for about fifteen minutes, displaying herself like this. She could feel the eyes of passing men on her body, though none had approached her. Part of her hoped someone would come up to her and ask, but part of her hoped her husband would come pick her up soon, as they had planned.



The vulnerability of the whole situation made her both anxious and aroused.



Rachel saw movement from the corner of her eye and turned her head to see someone approaching her. He was a large man, dark skinned, and wearing jeans and a hoodie. Her gut twisted as he walked up to her. Was this it? Was a strange man going to ask for her to service him? Of course she wouldn’t, but the fantasy of it still made her hot.



“Hey, what’s your name, girl?” he asked, as he came up to her.



“Roxy,” she said. She felt the flutter of nerves running through her gut, but she stayed in character and flashed him a smile.



“You’re working this corner?” he asked.



“I’m waiting for a very special customer,” she said, hoping that the man would be satisfied with that.



“Well, this customer can wait,” he said. “My boss needs to speak with you.”



“Oh, I don’t think so,” her voice wavering with uncertainty.



“It’s not really a request,” he said, lifting up his shirt just enough to show the grip of a handgun.



“Oh…” Rachel said, the air rushing from her lungs.



She didn’t resist as the man grabbed her by the arm and led her from the street into a back alley. She thought about screaming, but didn’t think that would end well for her. Images of George and her children raced through her head. How could she have been so stupid as to go into this neighborhood on her own?



Two more men waited at the far end of the alley. One appeared to be another enforcer, like the man who was accompanying her. The other was more flamboyantly dressed in a red suit with a matching fedora. He was leaning on a long, black cane with a gem stone at its top. His eyes played over her body, as she closed the distance between them.



“Here she is, boss,” the enforcer said, shoving her towards him.



Rachel stumbled forward on her heels, coming to a stop in front of the sharply dressed man. He appraised her, brown eyes running quickly over her body, but mostly he was looking at her face.



“Do you know who I am?” he said, eventually.



“Um…no,” Rachel said, her voice trembling.



“My name’s Diego, and the Sirloin District is my district,” he said. He pointed the end of his cane at her. “I know all my girls, and you’re not one of them. So who are you?”



“I…um…”



“She calls herself Roxy,” the enforcer said, when Rachel didn’t answer quickly enough.



“Roxy?” he said. “That’s your name?”



“No, that’s just…,” she stuttered, fear jumbling her words before she could spit them out. “My name’s Rachel. Rachel Grisham.”



“Okay, Rachel Grisham,” Diego said. “What are you doing parading yourself around on my turf and trying to steal business from my girls?”



“I’m sorry, please, this is all just a big misunderstanding,” she said.



“Oh, really? A big misunderstanding?” he said, looking back and forth between his enforcers, amusement on his face.



“Yes, really!” Rachel yelled, her voice strained with fear. “I’m not a prostitute.”



“You aren’t?” he said with a laugh. “You had me fooled.”



“It’s just this silly fantasy,” she said, the words pouring out of her as she tried desperately to explain. “I just. It’s dumb. But I had this sex fantasy of being a prostitute. So my husband and I started role playing. I thought I’d just come out here and pretend, and he could pick me up, and…”



She trailed off, not sure if she had said too much or if she was explaining it well.



“A fantasy?” Diego said with a chuckle.



“Yeah,” Rachel squeaked. “Can I please go now?”



“Of course,” he said, giving her a smile. “Like you said, it’s just a misunderstanding.”



“Oh, thank you!”



“But first, I have a question for you,” he said, barring her way out of the alley.



“Okay,” she said, her heart sinking with worry. All she wanted to do was get out of that alley, back to her husband, and home away from this place so she could put this horrible mistake behind her. Now, as he blocked her path, she worried he wasn’t going to let her go after all, that he was going to try and take advantage of her somehow.



“Why does this fantasy excite you?” he asked.



“Um, what?” she said, the question catching her off guard.



“Why are you pretending to be a hooker?” he said. “Why does that turn you on?”



“I…”



Her eyes darted back and forth between him and the entrance to the alley. The pimp caught her gaze and smiled.



“Humor me,” he said. “And then you can go. I’ll even have my men escort you to your husband to make sure you’re safe.”



“Okay,” Rachel squeaked, not sure that she believed him, but not seeing any other choice. She cleared her throat and let it all spill out.



“I’ve been dating my husband since high school. I’ve never been with anyone else, and the idea of strange men finding me sexy enough to pay money to be with me…I thought it was hot. I know it’s not so glamorous in real life, but the fantasy of it turned me on, and I thought it would be fun to pretend to be someone who wasn’t at all like me.”



“Well,” Diego said, scratching his chin. “From what you’re telling me, it sounds like you’d enjoy the lifestyle.”



“No, I — ”



“Let’s recap what you said.”



He raised his cane so that the gem at its top was in line with Rachel’s eyes. She looked at it and saw colors swirling within. Her urge to rush out of the alley and back to her husband was suddenly replaced by a strange calm. She couldn’t seem to pull her eyes away from the gem, leaning towards it instead to soak in more of the shifting colors on its surface.



“You like dressing provocatively and receiving attention from men,” the pimp said.



Rachel nodded, the words sinking into her head.



“You want to have sexual experiences with new partners,” he continued.



She kept nodding, her eyes drawn further and further into the gem’s swirling colors.



“You get turned on by the thought of men paying to have sex with you.”



A soft moan escaped her lips at the thought.



“Those are the things you want, aren’t they?” he asked. “The things that make up your fantasy.”



“Yes…”



As she said the word, Rachel felt the truth of the admission settle into her mind. She did want all of those things. She could feel the warmth building between her thighs. She wanted them so, so badly.



“So, why not make your fantasy a reality?” he asked.



“A…reality…”



“Come work for me,” he said, pushing the gem closer to her face. “You can be one of my girls.”



“One of your girls…”



The thought danced around her head. She saw herself, dressed seductively, standing out on the street corner, men’s eyes roving over her body. She could see herself in a motel room, riding some strange man for all she was worth. Then a vision of him handing her money. Her eyes stayed locked on the gem, but her legs squirmed. It was all so hot.



“You want that, don’t you?” he asked.



“Yes!” she yelled immediately.



“Let me hear you say it,” he said.



“I want to be one of your girls.”



As soon as the words left Rachel’s mouth, she knew it to be true, that there wasn’t anything else she had ever wanted more. The thought of all those different men paying her money and fucking her left her pussy soaked. The pimp pulled his cane back, and she looked up into his eyes like she was seeing him for the first time.



“Please, let me work for you,” she said. “Let me be one of your girls.”



“What about your husband?” the pimp said, a wry grin on his face.



“I…um…”



Flashes of she and her husband raced through her mind. Their time together at prom. The parties they went to together in college. Family dinner with him and her children. Movie date nights where they cuddled together on the couch. She loved all of it, but this new strong desire burned within her, a driving need that she knew she had to fill.



“He’ll be fine with it,” she blurted out. She didn’t know if that was true, but she desperately wanted to believe it. She didn’t want to lose him, but she couldn’t help herself.



“You may be right,” the pimp said, and Rachel felt some relief that he agreed with her.



“But now, if you want to be my girl, I’m going to have to test out the merchandise,” he said, running a hand along her cheek. Then he nodded to his two bodyguards. “Go watch the alley entrance.”



The two men stalked off to make sure they weren’t disturbed.



“I want to see how good you are with your mouth,” the pimp said.



He stepped back and unzipped his fly. Rachel got down on her knees. She unbuckled his belt and pulled his pants down, freeing his manhood. Her mouth watered as she gazed on the first cock she had ever seen other than her husband’s. She took the stiffening member between her lips, swirling her tongue around the head, and bringing him deeper into the warmth of her mouth.



“Look up at me.”



She turned her gaze up and found the gem of the cane positioned by her eyes once again. She continued to bob her head along his cock slowly as the colors swirled in front of her eyes.



“Servicing a customer turns you on, doesn’t it?”



She moaned an affirmative around his rod.



“When your customer receives pleasure, you receive pleasure. When your customer cums, you cum.”



The instructions wormed their way into Rachel’s mind.



“Your greatest pleasure is pleasing your johns,” he said. “Let me hear you say it out loud.”



She pulled her lips from around him. She gazed up into the gem as she spoke.



“My greatest pleasure is pleasing my johns.”



“That’s what I like to hear,” the pimp said, removing his cane from her line of vision.



She blinked and saw that his rock hard cock was directly in front of her. She reached out to stroke it, to pleasure him, but he caught her hand and guided her to her feet.



“Now, I want to have first crack at the whore cunt of yours,” he said.



He turned her around, pushing her face first against the wall of the alley. She heard the sound of the zipper as he opened her skirt, felt him guide it down her legs. She stepped out of it, then bent over with her hands against the wall, ass thrust out. She moaned when she felt his finger pull her g-string to the side and slip into her.



“Mmm, so wet,” he said, as she ground her hips back against him. “You want this cock, don’t you?”



“Oh God yes,” she said, looking over her shoulder at him. “Take me, baby. Fuck me good.”



He positioned his cock at her entrance, rubbing his head against her opening. Then he thrust forward. She moaned with pleasure as he established a rhythm, driving himself in and out of her.



“Oh! Yes! Ah! AH!”



His cock felt amazing. Pleasure sparked inside her, rocketing through her body. She had never felt anything like it.



“Yes! Use me! Fuck me! I’m your whore!”



He began to pick up his pace, grunting as he thrust faster and harder. She could feel an orgasm building within her, her body shaking with each thrust of his cock.



“Oh yes!” he yelled.



She felt him pulsing inside her, as he came. Suddenly pleasure took over, the orgasm ripping through her. Her vision blurred, eyes rolling back in her head, as her body shook with release.



A moment later she opened her eyes.



She was still propped up against the alley wall. Her breathing was ragged. She felt him pull out of her, felt his cum run down the inside of her thighs. At once she felt both the warm afterglow of the orgasm and a sense of emptiness. She wanted more. She needed more.



“You have a fine, tight pussy, girl,” the pimp said. “You are going to make some customers very happy.”



She yelped when his hand slapped against her ass, surprised. But then she let out a little giggle. She turned to see her new boss putting himself away.



“Clean yourself up,” he said, pointing at her legs and her discarded micro skirt. “Then we’ll go find your husband and tell him about your new job.”



“You aren’t going to hurt him, are you?” she asked, the image of the enforcer’s pistol flashing into her head.



“No, no of course not,” he said, stepping forward and caressing her cheek. “I think you’d agree, I can be quite persuasive when I want to be, Rachel.”



“Oh yes you can,” she said, with a wink. “And please, call me Roxy.”



He smiled and then leaned in, kissing her on the mouth. She returned the kiss, letting her tongue dart forward and mingle with his. After a few moments he pulled back, kissing her lightly on the lips as he stepped away.



“I’ll enjoy more of you later,” he said, grinning at her. “But right now, I think we have some business to take care of. Find your husband. And when you do, there’s a place I want you to bring him.”


 

 


Chapter Three


 

 


George was starting to get worried. He had circled the spot where Rachel said she would be several times before widening his path, driving through several blocks of the Sirloin, and he still hadn’t seen her. He had tried calling her cell, but it went straight to voice mail. Maybe this had been a bad idea. Bay City was renowned for its safety, but it was still a city, and bad things still happened. He tried not to think about that, instead keeping his eyes on the sidewalks, hoping that he had just missed Rachel somewhere.



He was beginning to feel desperate when he finally spotted her.



She walked out of a back alley, strutting down the street in her high heels. He was behind her and just sat in the car watching her ass sway in the micro skirt, admiring his wife’s body. Then, he slowly pulled the car up alongside her.



“Hey, baby,” he said, sticking his head out the window. “What’s your name?”



She turned and smiled at him. She stepped down to the street and leaned down so that she was eye level with him.



“Hey, mister,” she said. “They call me Roxy. Are you looking for a good time?”



“You know it,” he said, getting into the role play. “How much?”



“Fifty for a BJ, one hundred for the full ride,” she said.



“I think I got you covered,” he said, holding up a stack of cash he had ready as a prop.



“Mmm…, a high roller I see,” she said. She nodded toward the empty seat next to him. “Can I get in?”



“Of course.”



She walked around the front of the car, then popped open the door and slid in next to him.



“So should I take you back to my place?” he asked.



“No,” she said. “I’ve got a place we can go where I can get your rocks off.”



The answer surprised George, but he was willing to play along and see what she was thinking. She placed a hand over his crotch and began to stroke him gently through his pants.



“Just follow my directions, and drive slow,” she said, leaning in to whisper seductively in his ear.



He focused his attention on the road, going slowly and following whatever directions Rachel gave him. It was about as much as he was capable of with her massaging his cock.



After a few blocks they pulled up in front of a hotel. The place looked dingy with its chipping paint and the big, neon red sign that flashed over its entrance welcoming guests.



“Park here,” Rachel said, releasing his cock. Then she leaned into him again, bringing her lips right up to his ear to whisper. “Once we get inside we can have some more fun.”



George parked the car in an open spot a little further down the block. He watched as Rachel got out of the car, his eyes roving over her long legs, and her tight ass. He still couldn’t get enough of her slutty outfits. It was a nice change of pace from their day-to-day.



He followed her down the street and into the hotel. The inside of the place was about what he expected from the exterior. The lobby was relatively spacious with a seating area for people to wait, but there didn’t appear to be any bellhops or service people. Instead there was just a front desk area that was walled off from the rest of the lobby by bullet proof glass. Behind the glass sat an old man who barely looked them over as Rachel walked to the stairwell that led to the rooms.



George figured she must have rented a room in here for a couple of hours so they could fool around. That was probably why he couldn’t find her initially. She was really getting into the fantasy, and he had to say, he was enjoying it as well. He felt his cock grow even more rigid thinking about her walking around the neighborhood, and all of the guys who must have been checking out her sexy body. He couldn’t wait to claim her for himself.



“In here, babe,” she said, stopping in front of one of the doors and gesturing for him to enter.



George step forward and turned the handle, walking into the room. Before he got halfway in, he felt hands grabbing on to his arms, and he was dragged inside.



“Hey!” he called out, starting to struggle.



His yell was answered by a swift punch to the gut. He doubled over, the wind knocked from him. The two men on either side of him steadied him and guided him into the room.



“You said you wouldn’t hurt him.” He heard Rachel speaking. So she was in on this? What was going on?



“Don’t worry, baby, that’s as much roughing up as he’s gonna get,” said a strange man.



George was led to a chair, where he was plunked down, the two large men who had dragged him into the room taking up defensive postures on either side of him. He looked up to find Rachel, wanting to know what exactly was going on and what she’d gotten them into. Instead he saw a sight that made him hot.



Rachel was standing by the door kissing another man. He was a tall Latino fellow wearing a flamboyant red suit. “Pimp” was the first word that came into George’s mind when he saw the man. But that couldn’t be right. What was Rachel doing with an actual pimp? Or was this some weird twist on the fantasy they had been role playing, someone she found to play a part in it?



Either way, it had gone way too far, and George had too many questions and misgivings about what was going on. He tried to speak, but all that came out was a croak, as his body struggled to take in breath.



The man broke the kiss with Rachel.



“Why don’t you go on your way and get to work?” he said. “I’ll have a quick, and peaceful, conversation with your husband in the meantime.”



“Okay,” she said. She turned to George and smiled. “I’ll see you later, baby. I think you and Diego have a lot to discuss.”



She turned and made for the door. Diego slapped her ass playfully as she turned away. She giggled and blew him a kiss before opening the door to the room.



“Wait, Rachel!” George said, trying to yell but only able to force out a wheeze.



But she didn’t wait. The stepped outside, and the door to the hotel room slid shut behind her.



“Well, well, Mr. George Grisham, we meet at last,” the pimp, Diego, said. He took a seat on the room’s bed across from George. “I had the distinct pleasure of meeting your wife earlier this evening, and she has agreed to start working for me as one of my girls.”



“What the hell are you talking about?” George growled. “Rachel would never work as a prostitute. Quit playing games and tell me what’s going on.”



“No games,” Diego said, holding up his open palms in a gesture of honesty. “Being a hooker was her greatest fantasy, and I was able to help her make it a reality.”



“Stop lying to me, what the hell is going on?” George yelled, surging to his feet. Or at least trying to. The two enforcers planted their hands firmly on his shoulders and kept him seated before he could get very far.



“I understand that this must be confusing, and I promise that you will understand soon,” Diego said. “But before I explain everything to you, I wanted to ask you a question. Why do you enjoy your wife pretending to be a hooker?”



“What the hell is it to you?” George said.



“If you answer me, I’ll call her back, and we can explain everything that’s going on,” Diego said, giving him a sly smile.



George wasn’t sure he believed the man, but given that he was outnumbered three to one, he didn’t know what other options he had.



“We’ve been dating a long time, since high school,” he said. “It was nice to see her open up this new, sexy side. I went along with it because it was something new, and it made her happy. But I really enjoy the way she dresses up. And when she started going outside in those clothes, I got turned on knowing she was walking around like that, showing herself off.”



“So, let me see if I got this right,” Diego said.



He picked a cane up that was lying on the bed and held it in front of George’s eyes. Its handle was a gem stone, and inside it were swirling colors that drew George’s attention. He felt his anger seeping away, replaced by a feeling of calm. All he wanted to do was sit and watch the swirling colors.



“You like when your wife is happy, and you go along with what makes her happy.”



The statement from Diego made sense. George considered himself a good husband after all. He nodded along.



“It also makes you happy, doesn’t it, this fantasy she came up with?”



Another true statement. George nodded.



“You like when your wife dresses like a slut. It turns you on getting to see her dressed that way, and it makes her feel liberated, which makes her happy.”



The colors kept swirling in front of George’s eyes.



“You like when she shows off her body to strange men. Thinking about other men desiring her turns you on, and it makes her happy when she gets that kind of attention.”



George remembered walking with Rachel, the way other men were looking at her. His cock twitched.



“Those are the reasons you enjoy this fantasy?” Diego said. “Right?”



“Yes,” George said. He felt like Diego understood where he was coming from, why he had been invested in this fantasy Rachel created.



“Well your wife has just decided to take things a bit further,” Diego said. “Shouldn’t that make you happy? That’s she’s doing something that makes her happy?”



“I…”



It was hard to disagree with that statement. Diego was probably right. George leaned in to get closer to the swirling colors in the gem. He probably should be happy for Rachel.



“You like that she has sex with other men because it makes her happy.”



“Yes,” George said, the word slipping past his lips. It was strange to admit, but as soon as he said it, it felt true.



“You are happy she has decided to become a hooker because she will dress like a slut, show off her body, and be happy because she’s doing work she enjoys.”



George nodded vigorously. All of it made sense.



“You want her to be my hooker,” Diego said. The colors spun faster in front of George’s eyes. “Say it.”



“I want her to be your hooker,” George said.



The truth of the words sunk into his mind.



Diego lowered the cane from George’s eyes, and George slumped down in the chair. He knew the pimp hadn’t been lying to him, and he couldn’t believe that Rachel had actually become a hooker. But surprisingly he wasn’t upset. He was happy that she had discovered something she enjoyed. He wanted to see Rachel happy. And he wanted to enjoy the benefits of her new found sexiness. Getting to see her dress up in sexy clothes. Getting to see her attract the attention of other men. Getting to see her act on it.



“You seem calmer,” Diego said, smiling at him. “I’m glad you’re taking this all so well.”



“Um, yeah,” George said.



He wasn’t exactly able to articulate why he felt so okay about all this. Some part of him felt like he should be angry or saddened, but he wasn’t. He was actually a little aroused.



“Well, since you’re here, would you like to see how your wife enjoys her new job?”



“Yes,” George said. His cock twitched slightly at the thought.



Diego led him out into the hallway and to another room that was dimly lit and full of monitors. Instead of any bed there were chairs as well as an office desk in the corner, away from the screens. Each screen showed the inside of a different room. Some were empty, but some were being used by prostitutes and their clients.



“The hotel owner let us change this room into a surveillance station so that I could make sure all of my girls were safe,” Diego said, waving his hand towards the screens. “He’s reserved a block of other rooms for me and my girls in exchange for a cut of the profits.”



“I see,” George said, as he watched a black couple having sex on one of the screens.



“Ah, there she is now,” Diego said, pointing to one of the screens.



He gestured towards one of the chairs, and George took a seat. The spy camera was positioned over the bed in the room. George watched as Rachel walked in. She was so damn sexy in that outfit she had on. He saw her john walk in behind her. The man was young, scrawny looking. He fidgeted a bit, like he was nervous. Maybe this was his first time with a hooker. Or maybe just his first time.



Rachel dropped her jacket and her bag on the side of the bed and pushed him gently back onto it. She began to sway in front of him doing a slow striptease, pulling the strings at the bottom of her halter. She smiled at him, then untied the knot holding the flimsy piece of clothing around her neck. It fell away, revealing her full breasts, nipples already pointed with arousal.



Diego fiddled with some controls on a keyboard, as George watched his wife play with her tits in front of another man. With a burst of static, some speakers came on.



“Like what you see?” Rachel said in a sultry voice.



“Oh yes,” the guy said in a breathy voice.



She turned her back to him and slowly slid the zipper on her micro skirt down. She shifted her hips back and forth until it fell down her long legs, and then she kicked it away. She turned back around, showing him her shaved cunt and twirling a finger over her clit.



“I’ve shown you mine, why don’t you show me yours, baby?”



The young man hurriedly pulled off his pants, revealing his scrawny legs and an already hardening cock. Rachel moved to her knees and took his cock in her hands, slowly massaging it.



“Mmm…so nice,” she moaned. “I can’t wait to feel it inside me.”



She took the head of his cock between her lips, and the young man let his head roll back in ecstasy.



“You enjoying the show?” Diego asked.



“I…”



George could feel himself getting harder as he watched Rachel working. Watching her perform sexually was such a turn on, and he was happy that she was doing work she loved. But it felt a little weird watching her.



The gem handle of the cane appeared before his eyes once again. He leaned forward, his eyes drawn into the swirling colors.



“Your greatest pleasure is watching your wife fuck other men.”



Diego’s words echoed through George’s mind. Fantasies of watching her take all kinds of different strangers suddenly filled his head.



“You love it, don’t you?”



“I love watching my wife fuck other men,” George intoned.



When the cane moved away, George suddenly felt an uncomfortable tightness between his legs. He looked down and could see that his trousers were tented. His cock, suddenly rock hard, had almost tried to push through them. A stain of pre-cum was visible on the khaki material.



“I know what you want,” Diego said, looking down at George’s crotch. “I’ll let you have some privacy. Just try not to make too much of a mess.”



“Thanks,” George said meekly.



He barely paid attention as Diego left the room, instead turning his attention back to the screen. His wife was now pulling a condom over her john’s cock. He was lying back on the bed, fully naked. She mounted him, slowly lowering herself down.



George unzipped his pants, yanking them and his boxers out of the way. His cock was in his hands in an instant, and he began stroking himself in time to his wife’s hip movements on the client’s cock.



“Oh yeah, baby, that cock feels so good. You like that, don’t you? You like when I ride you so good.”



It was like her words were meant for him. But the turn on was knowing they were meant for someone else. He couldn’t believe it had taken him so long to realize how hot it would be to watch Rachel with other men. His strokes sped up as she quickened her pace, working herself up and down her client’s cock to please him more.



After a few minutes he heard the young man grunt that he was cumming. As soon as he said it, Rachel yelled out in ecstasy, her face contorting in the throes of orgasm.



Watching her cum for another man was too much. George felt his cock pulse, his cum spurting out of him and splashing onto his shirt. A strangled cry of joy escaped his lips. Then it was over, and he fell back in the chair, eyes still looking up at the screen. Rachel stayed where she was for a few moments, enjoying the afterglow of the sex, before dismounting and helping her john to his feet.



George watched the exchange between them without really registering it. He felt sated, complete in a way he never had before. He wasn’t sure how long he sat there, but eventually Diego returned to the room.



“I hope you enjoyed that.”



“Yes,” George said. “Very much.”



“Good, good,” Diego said, smiling down at him. “Now why don’t you head back home. Your wife will be back later, once she’s done with her shift.”



George nodded numbly, pulling up his pants and making his way back to his car. He moved almost in a daze, unconcerned that his shirt was splattered with his own cum. The image of Rachel fucking that young man burned in his head. By the time he sat down in the car, he was already hard again just thinking about it.


 


X-X-X


 


By the time Rachel came back home, George had already beat himself off once again thinking about what he had just witnessed. After that he had almost gone to sleep, but he wanted to see his wife again. All of this, his fetish, her work as a hooker, it was all so sudden. He didn’t feel upset about it, in fact he felt quite content with how things had played out, but he still wanted to speak with her.



She strutted into the room, still dressed for work.



“Aw, you waited up for me,” she said.



“Yeah, I wanted to see you, baby.”



“I heard you saw plenty of me earlier,” she said, winking at him and taking a seat on the bed. “It sounds like you and Diego had a productive conversation about my future employment.”



“Yes, I think so,” George said. He took her hand and squeezed it gently. “If this is what you want to do, I don’t mind. But are you sure? It all seems so fast.”



“Oh, I’m very sure,” she said. “I’ve never had so much fun in my whole life. And I’m guessing you feel similar.”



She ran her hand over his crotch, her fingers tracing the length of his cock through his boxers.



“Do you want to hear about the rest of my night?” she cooed.



“I…yeah…” George managed to get out, his cock surging to life at her touch.



Rachel pulled down his boxers, fishing out his manhood and starting to slowly stroke it.



“Do you want to hear about the business man from out of town?” she said, speaking in a low, sultry voice. “Or maybe the old man I gave road head to? Or the young black man who got off his night shift at the bodega?”



George just let out a moan. Images of his wife with these different men popped into his head. It was too many options and too hard to think about with her hand stroking him.



“Oh yeah, you like hearing about how your wife is such a dirty slut, don’t you?” she said.



“Yesss…”



“You want to watch me be slutty for other men again, right?”



“Uh…huh…”



“Why don’t we play a little game?” she said. “I’ll start telling you about each of my johns, and we’ll see how many you can get through.” Then she leaned in and whispered in his ear. “And that’s how many times you can come and watch me fuck other people at work this week.”



George groaned. He was already so close. He doubted he could make it through many. When he felt her cup his balls with her other hand and start to massage them, he almost exploded right away, sucking in a deep breath to try and fight off the sensation.



“I’ll start after my first john, the one you saw,” she said. “He was an overweight man with a gross stench. He was gross, really, but it just made me feel sluttier when I took him in my mouth…”



George’s imagination spurred into overdrive, creating the scene in his mind that his wife was describing. He wished more than anything that he could’ve been there. He hoped now that he could hold out long enough to see her work on more than just one of her clients this week.


 

 


Chapter Four


 

 


“Goodnight. I’ll see you guys tomorrow.”



Rachel closed the door to her children’s bedroom. She stood outside for a moment listening in to make sure that they weren’t getting out of bed. When she didn’t hear anything she started walking down the hall towards her room.



She let out a yawn as she walked. The switch to a nocturnal schedule was taking her some getting used to, and she had had a full afternoon of running errands, taking the kids to their after school activities, and preparing dinner. Still, despite the fatigue, she was excited to get to work.



She spent some time doing her make-up and putting together an outfit. When she was ready, she went downstairs.



George was finishing up some work in his home office. She walked softly up behind him.



“Hey, baby,” she said, standing in the doorway.



She posed leaning against the door frame as he turned. She smiled as he took in her body, happy she could still make men, especially her man, look at her this way. She had kept the outfit relatively simple that night, wearing a red tube top with a short denim skirt. Her platform heels, with leopard print straps, sculpted her legs nicely.



“Like what you see?”



“Very much,” he said, the tent in his pants showing he spoke the truth. “I bet you’ll draw a lot of attention.”



“Oh, I hope so,” she said with a smile.



She strutted over to him, bending down and kissing him.



“I wish I could tag along,” he said, running a hand along her bare leg.



“Just wait until this weekend,” she said, winking at him.



During the week George stayed home to watch the kids. He was also the one to wake them up and get them ready for school now that Rachel slept in until about noon after her work at night. But on the weekends, when they could nab a sitter or take the kids to her parents’ house, Diego was willing to let him into the video room to watch her work.



“I feels so far away,” he said.



“Don’t worry, we’ll make some time tomorrow, and I can tell you all about how my night went,” she said.



She kissed him on the cheek, saying goodnight, and then left to get in the car. She drove through the sleepy suburb on her way to Bay City, the only car on the road. The lights in many of the homes lining the street were already out. It was peaceful, a bit of a relaxing moment before she would start work.



Rachel loved her life. She like this safe, peaceful feeling of the life George had built for her and her family.



But as she started to approach the freeway to Bay City proper, she could start to feel the heat building between her legs. Her mind began to fantasize about what types of clients she might have that night, and what sort of depraved things she would do with them.



Her life as Rachel was what fulfilled her.



But her life as Roxy was what truly excited her and made her feel alive.


 

 


The End




Thanks for reading!


 


I hope you enjoyed the story. If you did, please consider checking out my erotic mind control series
 The Morpheus Spell
 :


 

 


Excerpt from
 
The Morpheus Spell, Part 1



 

 


Diana looked up into the eyes of her neighbor, as the head of his cock slid past her lips. She swirled her tongue around it, watching his pudgy face contort with pleasure and feeling warmth flood through her body from the knowledge that she was the one giving it to him. She began to take more of him into her throat.



“Yes,” her neighbor, Kevin, said, his voice coming out in a hiss. “You love this cock, don’t you?”



She moaned around his shaft, as she began to bob her head up and down. The more she worked him, the more she could feel arousal building in her loins. She wasn’t even touching herself, and she could feel the orgasm mounting.



“It feels good to please me, to please your Master,” Kevin said.



She let his cock slide from her mouth, her hands rising up to grip it. She stroked him slowly with her right hand, massaging his balls with her left as she did so. She smiled up at him from her place on her knees.



“Yes, so good,” she said, the warmth continuing to grow within her. She closed her eyes, letting her head roll back, another moan of pleasure emanating from her lips. She opened her eyes, gazing up at him once again with adoration. “I love pleasing you, Master.”



“Good girl,” he said. He reached out, taking her blonde hair in his hand. “When I finish, you will cum harder than you ever have before.”



He guided her by her hair, bringing her head back to his crotch. She opened her mouth to receive him. Her eyes closed as she savored his delicious taste. She bobbed her head on him again, her hands working up and down his shaft. He inhaled sharply. And then she felt it, the ropes of of his climax shooting into her mouth.



She came.



Diana woke, her breathing ragged. She could feel her night shirt clinging to her body, her bedsheets damp and twisted around her bare arms and legs. The warm feeling of the orgasm from her dream still permeated her body. She reached tentatively between her legs. Her fingers pushed aside her damp panties and swirled around her clit. She inhaled deeply as she thrust her fingers inside herself, trying to find that same release she had been dreaming of.



But it didn’t come.
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