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My wife Jan and I have started to enjoy little sex games and role playing when we have sex lately. It has been like adding spice to our love life as it has really made for hot enjoyable times in and out of bed. We were not really becoming bored with each other as we have only been married four years and we still have sex at least twice a week but usually more often. Jan is 25 and I am 28. She is a dark haired beauty with a sexy model-type body. We have been together for 7 years and we have both been expanding our sexual horizons as we have read and experimented with different toys and techniques.
Jan loves to dress up in sexy little outfits and she has never failed to arouse me or other men with her flirtatious behavior. Jan stands 5’7” and weighs 128 pounds. She has a thin and trim body with killer legs and a tight little ass. Her breasts are not large at 34b but they are more than enough for me and the few men she has allowed to enjoy her charms.
Jan is quite a flirt and we have experimented with her dating a few other men as my hotwife. We have also experimented with a MFM sex-thing on two occasions. We both enjoyed it as we were able to get past the guilt stuff and enjoy it as a recreational sexual encounter. Yes, we do think of sex as a recreational activity, as well as a way of pleasuring each other. We are still very much in love and much of our experimentation has been as an expression of our deep love for one another.
We are avid readers of Playboy, Penthouse, and Penthouse Letters, as well as collectors and viewers of adult videos and DVDs. We will often read to one another in bed and share letters or stories that turn us on. One recurring theme that has piqued my interest was the notion of Jan being a hooker on the street and me picking her up. I had read that theme in a recent letter and had showed it to Jan as we lay in bed one night. She appeared to enjoy the topic as well and as we made love that night I told her of my fantasy. She was very hot and turned on at the thought of being a street hooker and having me as her john. As I told her about it she got really into fucking me and we both got off rather quickly. She can have multiple orgasms from my cock and had several of them as I stroked in and out of her. We agreed that we would have to try it out as soon as we could. In fact as we started to discuss it we both became aroused again and agreed to try it the next night, Friday.
Work was difficult for me as I envisioned a scantily clad Jan out doing the stroll looking for strangers to pay to fuck her. I had a hard-on all day and I called Jan at work twice that day and she informed me that she was having as tough a time as I was concentrating on work. Jan is an executive secretary for a vice president of a large advertising agency. I work as a public school administrator for the superintendent of schools. We both work in office buildings but in two different parts of town about 15 minutes apart. Jan told me she had to go but she would see me at home at 6:30 so she could start her other job.
On Friday’s after work Jan and a few of the other women secretaries often go to a local bar for Happy Hour. She will usually have a couple of drinks and then meet me at home in a horny mood ready for sex. She often gets home around 6:30 or so.
We live in a large city in the Midwest that has an area in the downtown urban area which is well known for its hookers, pimps, and sex trade. The neighborhood is kind of seedy and has a steady flow of traffic, customers and cops. We both had cruised the area more than a few times either on our way to an adult bookstore or theatre or as voyeurs, checking out the hookers and pimps. We had a general idea where we wanted to go but we were not specific as to what street would be exactly right for Jan to get picked up.
I arrived home around 5:30 and began preparing dinner as we have a habit of whoever is home first prepares dinner for that evening. I had a couple of tuna steaks I wanted to grill. The remainder of the meal would be salad, Italian bread and a glass or two of white wine. I set the table and then worked on other preparations. Jan finally arrived home around 6:45 and was a bit tipsy as two drinks usually have that effect on her. She came waltzing in and gave me a peck on the check.
“Hello sweetie.” She giggled into my ear. I knew right away she had had a few drinks.
“Hello yourself, hungry?”
I asked as I placed our dinner plates on the table. We ate dinner while discussing the day’s events and our plans for the evening. After Jan finished eating she went to the bedroom and I heard the shower running as I completed cleaning up from dinner. I left the kitchen after I started the dishwasher and walked into the bedroom. But I found myself locked out of the bathroom. Jan was inside humming to herself and made her preparations for the night’s activities. I lay upon the bed and waited for her to reveal herself to me.
After about 30 additional minutes I heard the bathroom door being unlocked and Jan emerged from the bathroom. Her transformation was so stunning I barely recognized the woman who stepped into view. Jan was teetering on high-heeled black almost knee-high boots. Her usually shoulder length dark brown hair was all teased up and had been moussed and sprayed into a very exotic style. Her make-up which was ordinarily quite tasteful was way over applied and she had taken on the facial features of a street whore. She wore a very short skin-tight strapless dress that revealed every curve and feature of her trim body. Her skirt was so short that her thigh-high stocking her revealed when she walked and it was so low-cut and tight that the tops of her breasts were revealed and her erect nipples were prominent through the material. I got an immediate erection just looking at her in her attire. Her lips were made-up with a dark shade of lip gloss and it matched the dark mascara she had applied to accent her blue eyes.
“Hey mister, you wanna take me out?” She spoke with a bit of an accent.
“Oh, baby! I want to keep you in. How much?” I asked as she approached me. She had a sexy sway to her walk that really had me going.
“$75 for a blowjob and 150 for a half and half.” She replied as she slipped up next to me and put her hip against mine. My arms went around her waste. I was astonished by her looks.
“Wow, where did you get that outfit and the talk?” I asked holding her close. I noticed that her perfume though not cheap was quite heavily applied and appeared over done. She smiled then broke into a big grin then she began laughing.
“It was last years Halloween costume, remember?” Frankly I didn’t and told her so.
“Sure, remember, Linda and I wore them last year to the party.” I remembered but remarked that she hadn’t looked this good last year.
“Well, last year I hadn’t read that article in the magazine about street whores. That’s where I got the prices and everything. Wanna date?” She replied as she batted her eyelashes at me. I took my hands from her hip and reached for her boob. She danced away giggling. “This is for paying customers only. You may look but you wanna play you gotta pay.” She said with much seriousness in her voice. I then told her I was interested but I wanted to check out the merchandise first.
“I want to see what I’m buying baby.” Jan then lifted up her tight dress revealing the tops of her dark stockings and her sexy long legs. She looked to see my response to her show and then she continued. With a little wiggle of her cute little butt she lifted her dress further revealing her lack of panties and her neatly trimmed bush. Her pussy lips were quite prominent due to her trim job.
“Whoa! No panties and you trimmed your bush!” I exclaimed.
“I read that real hookers don’t wear panties as they have to be able to show off what they have quickly. I also read that they often shave off most or all of their pubic hair so that they are able to cleanup quickly after a quick fuck.” I could not believe the words out of my lovely wife’s mouth. Here just this morning she was her usual reserved secretarial-self and now she was telling me how she had to be ready for a “quick fuck”. Gosh I love this woman. I again reached for her and she danced away laughing and wiggling her little butt.
“Hey, you want a whore for a wife, or do you want me to stay in and we can play right here but it’s going to cost you?”
I was ready to say to her that we should stay in and I would pay her myself as I had already gotten money from the ATM on the way home but I wanted to pick her up on the street first. So I stopped trying to touch her and asked her how she wanted to play this out. She replied that it was my fantasy and she was willingly to do go along with my ideas.
We agreed that we would go down to Division Street and find a side street where the hookers hung out. I would drop her off at a specified place and then drive around the block. When I came back I would approach her and she would go through her routine with me and then I would agree to her price and pick her up and take her to an alley, a parking lot, or a hot bed motel for a quickie and then home to our bed.
I asked her what she would do if someone else approached her. She just smiled and said that she would handle it. I asked her what she meant by handle it and she said.
“I will approach the car and find out if it is a cop; if not I will either price myself so high he turns me down or I will simply tell him no way and walk away.” She seemed quite confident in her method so I asked her.
“Where did you learn that routine and what if it is a cop?” She looked at me for a minute and replied.
“In the article from Cosmo. It also said that if a cop approaches to just tell him you are waiting for your ride. It also said to make them show you something that a cop would never show you.” I pondered this for a minute and asked her.
“You mean like ID or something?” Jan then began to laugh very hard and said.
“No, silly. You ask to see their equipment. If they are a cop they won’t show you.”
“Oh, my! I never thought of that.” I had had enough by this time and told Jan it was time to go to work as it was almost dark and we didn’t want to be out there too late and that I could hardly wait to have her. Jan grabbed a glass of wine and we headed for the car. I drove to the heart of the city. Jan was nervous and had a tendency to talk rapidly and about nothing and everything when she was nervous. The wine was helping but not nearly enough. I asked her how she was feeling and she replied.
“I am nervous, shaky, and horny. Baby, I want your hard cock in me as soon as we can.” I then asked her if she wanted to quit that we could still turn around.
“No, I want to play this. I am just excited and scared.” I then asked her if she had her cell phone and she did as well as a can of mace. She then surprised me by pulling a new pack of cigarettes out of her purse and opening it up. She took one out and fingered it.
“What are you doing? You don’t smoke!” I exclaimed. She grinned at me and said.
“It’s a prop. All hookers smoke and I want to play the part.” With that she stuck the cigarette into the corner of her mouth. I had to admit it made her appear more realistic.
We drove further into the city and I turned our SUV onto Division Avenue. The street was well lit up by the many adult oriented businesses that lined the street. The traffic was pretty heavy as there were several bars and cafes in that area as well. I turned from Division onto Rose Street a notorious hangout for prostitutes and their clientele. The street corners were occupied with women and an occasional man who was involved in the seedier side of the sex industry. I was observing the women on the corners and noticed that Jan would fit right in although she appeared classier than most street whores. Three blocks down Rose St. was another little street that was also lit by the overhead street lights. I turned onto Marion and slowed to a stop about halfway down the first block. I looked over at a very nervous Jan and asked.
“How does this look to you?” She was busy staring out the window and glanced over at me. Gosh she was so beautiful. Her tight but short dress revealed a lot of her slender and trim legs and I longed to have them wrapped around me.
“We can leave. I am turned on enough already. Want to go home?” I asked her.
“No, this will be just perfect. Now remember, once around the block and if I look okay, once around again. I will signal you to get me if anything is wrong and I will keep the phone ready if I need to call you.”
She answered in a clear definite voice. She leaned over to give me a quick kiss then opened the door of the SUV. I watched her slide her long legs out the door and stand up outside the car. She straightened herself up and pulled down her short dress. She strolled confidently away from the vehicle putting a pronounced wiggle in her sexy little ass. She looked the part all right. I had a throbbing hard-on as I nervously pulled away from the curb leaving my college degreed, wife of four years standing on the street like a common whore. My whore.
I watched through the mirror as a slow moving car pulled over to the curb to talk with her. I drove slowly away looking back until I almost ran into a street light pole. I then turned the corner and found that the streets were all one-way streets and that I would have to go one extra street over to get around the block. My heart was thumping like mad and I thought I was going to have a heart attack at the thought of my little wife strutting her stuff out on the street. I could not wait until I could see her standing there again safely in my sight. It took me almost ten minutes to get back around to Marion Street.
I turned the corner and looked to the right for Jan. There she was right where I left her. Standing on the sidewalk about 5 feet from the road. She was smoking a cigarette and standing with her hand on her hip. Gosh, she looked great. I wanted a piece of that action. I slowed to take a good view of her sexy display and she noticed me and looked away. Her pretty face looked even more so in the light from the overhead streetlight about half a block away. I wanted to stop but the plan was for one more turn around the block. I again watched her slowly walk up the street away from me. Her ass wiggling and swaying trying to attract the attention of passing cars. I turned the corner and could no longer see her in the mirror.
All of a sudden my luck with traffic ran out. I was caught in a small traffic jam caused by a small fender-bender. Then the lights were against me. Finally, after what seemed like an hour but was actually only 15 minutes I turned on to Marion St. to collect my wife and my whore for a night of hot action. I had run the scenario through my mind on the drive. Pull-up to her and go through the routine and then offer her $100 in cash which I had in my pocket to her for a blow-job. Then quick back to our place for a telling of how it felt to be standing on a street trying to peddle her ass.
I looked and Jan was gone. I slowed and stopped. I could not see her anywhere. I was going to get out and look for her but a patrolling police car was right behind me, so I continued up the block. My blood ran cold and the sweat from the sexual excitement that was trickling down my back suddenly chilled me to the bone. I looked back in the mirror and all I saw was the empty street where just a few minutes before I had seen Jan. My heart sank and fear gripped me.
God, what have I done. I feared the worst. As I quickly drove back around the block I got caught back up in the traffic back-up from the almost cleared away fender-bender. All of a sudden I remembered the cell phone. Ah, yes. I got it out and pushed the memory dial for Jan’s cell. The phone rang and instead of her expected voice I got the recorded voice. It told me that the party I was trying to reach was either using the phone or it was turned off. I felt a little better; I’ll bet she is trying to call me. I left a message for her telling her how hot I was for her and how I wanted to hook up with her for a little action. It took another fifteen minutes before I was now able to turn back onto Marion St.
It had been almost 30 minutes since I had last seen Jan standing on the curb and I was feeling a bit relieved as I saw her leaning into the passenger window of a blue colored Buick. Her short dress had risen up and the entire top of her stocking were visible as she leaned in and said something to the driver. She pulled her head out of the car and saw me coming down the street. She straightened up and strode over to my stopping car. I unlocked the door and she climbed inside. She looked a bit disheveled but she smiled over towards me. I noticed her lipstick which had been so carefully applied was still fresh-looking on her lips. I quickly drove away and then I looked at her and said.
“God, I am so sorry. I didn’t mean for you to have to be out there so long. I got caught in traffic. Where were you? She looked at me and said. “You will never believe what just happened to me! I need a drink. Let’s go home.” I looked back at her as I drove and said.
“Are you okay? What happened?”
She just told me to drive and she would tell me her story when we got home. I drove as fast as I could to our condo and I don’t remember the route we took or the trip home. As soon as we were parked inside our garage I turned the light on and looked at her. She was the same beautiful woman I had left on the street just an hour or so ago but there was something different. Something so sexy and womanly about her. I wanted to take her right there in the garage but she unlocked the door and we went inside. I followed the sexy hooker inside to the kitchen where she poured us both a glass of wine and then she led me to the bedroom. She did not speak but simply looked at me with her gorgeous blue eyes. She sat down on the bed and pulled me close.
“Oh, sweetie! I love you so; promise me you won’t hate me.” I held her a moment and asked.
“What do you mean don’t hate you? What happened?” I demanded. Jan lay back on the bed and started her story.
“When you dropped me off I was feeling so horny, and so afraid I was shaking. I watched you drive away and a car pulled up to the curb before you were even gone. I strolled up to the window figuring that you would get a kick out of my talking with a customer. He rolled down his window and I leaned in and asked him in my sexiest voice.
“Hey sugar, are you looking for a date?” He asked me how much and I asked him what he was looking for? He then told me quite gruffly.
“I am looking for a hot whore with a wet pussy.” I then told him that he was looking at both. He then asked me again.
“How much?” I remembered that he might be a cop so I went through my hooker routine.
“Hey sugar, are you a police officer?” He told me that he wasn’t. So I asked him real sweetly. “Show me something that a cop can’t show me.”
He then turned on his interior light and opened up his pants revealing his red hard cock. I was quite startled by this and hesitated a second. Then he looked over at me and said.
“Are you a cop? Show me something.” I thought about this for a second and then I though how this would drive you wild so I pulled down my top and showed him my boobies.
“Very nice baby. How much?” I knew at this point it had gone too far so I said to him.
“$100 for a blow job and $200 for straight sex.” I said this in my most seductive voice.
“Too much for that!” He exclaimed and gunned it away.
I smiled to myself and was grateful I didn’t have to make an excuse to dump him but I felt a bit rejected. I mean, what the hell this body should be worth at least that. “Whatever.” I thought. I stood there a minute thinking about our nice warm bed and taking you home and making love to you. Then you drove around the block. I figured that one more stroll would do it so I turned my back on you and wiggled my little butt at you and walked away.



You were barely out of sight when another car pulled up to the curb. I was thinking about the routine again and didn’t notice the driver or the type of car it was or anything. I strolled over to the window and it rolled down, the inside of the car was quite dark and was only lit by the dashboard lights. I leaned in and said to the dark shape inside in my seductive voice.
“Hey sugar, looking for a date?” The man inside in a voice I should have recognized if I hadn’t been so excited and into the act then said to me.
“Yes I am, how much?” The voice was deep and seemed quite pleasant but it still did not register with me. So I remembered what to say and in a sexy little drawl said.
“Now you wouldn’t be a cop would you?” He assured me he wasn’t so I then said.
“Show me something that a cop couldn’t show me.”
He then said he would if I would. So I waited for him to reveal his cock to me. I was really getting into this part then. He turned on a small light that lit-up his crotch, I think it was the map light. He was a bit heavy and was wearing dark brown pants. He opened them up and pulled out his semi-hard cock. It was about the size of your cock but it had a rounder head and was so pink it was almost white in color. I don’t know why but I then in an impulse, perhaps to really turn us on, lifted my dress and showed him my pussy. He then said to me as I was pulling down my dress.
“How much?” It still did not dawn on me who he was and I was really playing the part of a whore now so I said.
“$75 for a blow job and $200 for straight or ½ and ½.” He then turned on the interior light and it was Chuck Hassek, the business manager from work. I was so shocked I just stood there. “Oh, my God! Mr. Hassek!” I exclaimed. He then unlocked the door and commanded.
“Get in the car Jan.”
I stood there for another few seconds and then I opened the door. The car was all shiny inside and I slid onto the big bench seat and quickly shut the door. He started to pull away. I thought I had better explain myself to him. I stuttered an excuse to him.
“Mr. Hassek, it’s not what you’re thinking. I was just playing a game with my husband.”
“Okay, Jan, Sure thing. You don’t have to explain a thing to me. I guess Mr. Ames just doesn’t pay you enough to be his secretary does he?” He said to me quite condescendingly.
I just sat there for a few minutes thinking of the implication of this moment. I would lose my job if he talked to my boss and I would have no reputation at all in this town if anyone found out where I was and what I was doing. I loved and needed my job, so I tried to explain again.
“Chuck, I was just out here playing a game with my husband. He likes me to dress up and pick me up off the street. It was a game. Please, drop me off. Don’t tell anyone I pleaded.”
“Jan, we both know what you are doing out there and we both know this is not a game. You can pretend all you want but you and I both know what this is about. I only have $75 dollars and I only have time for a blow job. I have wanted to see your sexy body ever since you came to work with us. I have lusted over your legs and your ass. Gosh this will be like a dream come true.” He almost said it mockingly.
He kept driving and pulled into the rear of a dimly lit park lot behind a bar. I was shaking and felt tears in my eyes. What could I do? Chuck answered that for me as he turned on the interior lights. They were kind of low but enough for him to see me.
“Chuck, Mr. Hassek? Please let me go, Please don’t tell anyone.” I pleaded. The game was no longer fun and I knew that I was in trouble.
“Here Jan, here is the $75 dollars. I would really rather fuck you, and I will next time but I don’t have $200 on me. Now, take down your top, show me your titties, and do your business.” He ordered me.
I didn’t see anyway out of this and besides I have given my share of blowjobs to you and a few others so I figured one more won’t kill me. I pulled down my dress showing a man I worked with everyday my breasts. I don’t know if it was nerves or excitement but my nipples stood straight out. Chuck reached over and fondled my breasts and pinched my nipples.
Um…very nice. Jan you have great little nipples there. Now suck my cock.”
He was no longer nice he was now a demanding customer. I figured I could pull out his cock and suck him off and spit it into a Kleenex. I slid closer to him on the seat and he slid into the middle of the car. I felt the seat go all the way back. I reached over and unzipped his pants the rest of the way. I went to reach in to take out his cock and he said.
“No, pull them down. I want to feel you kiss my balls and don’t even think of not swallowing.” He was in control of this situation so I complied.
I undid his pants and he lifted up so I could pull them and his boxers down to his knees. He has a bit of a gut on him and I was not really turned on by his body. His body odor reached my nose. It was a manly smell of musk, sweat, and urine. His cock was now almost fully erect and it stood out from under his belly. His fingers caressed my hair as I lowered myself to his crotch. I wanted to gag. He hadn’t washed himself all day and his cock had the smell of a man that could use a shower. I hesitated and he said.
“Come on, you know what to do.”
I lowered my mouth to his cock and began to kiss and lick the head or it. I put the smell of it out of my mind and began to think of sucking your cock. I made love to his cock and balls. I kissed them, licked them and then I lowered my head onto his cock. I opened my mouth fully and took the head into my mouth.
“How nice. Who would have dreamed that I would have you sucking my cock? You little whore. If only I’d known what you did after work I would have bought you before.”
He moaned and groaned as I worked to pleasure him. I slowly took his entire cock into my mouth and began to move up and down on it. I was sucking it and licking it with my tongue. He pushed my head further down and I felt his cock enter just the entrance to my throat, just like your does. He liked that and pushed me further down onto his manhood. I felt his pubic hair in my face and I knew I had the entire thing in my mouth and throat. His free hand reached around and began stroking my butt. His finger snaking down to reach my pussy. I took my free hand and cupped his two hairy balls. I squeezed them and I felt him begin to ejaculate. His first spurt went down my throat so I attempted to pull off his cock. He held me tight and he kept pumping his cum into my throat. In three heavy spurts he was done. He relaxed and said.
“Jan, that was the best blow job I have ever had. You are good. Real good. We are going to have to try that pussy of yours next.”
I pulled my mouth off of his cock and caught my breath. I could taste and feel his cum in my mouth and tongue. I felt turned-on but ashamed as well. He thought of me as a whore and I knew I wasn’t. He pulled up his pants and I slid back across the seat from him. He started the car and drove me back towards the spot he had picked me up on Marion St.
“You are really too pretty and too good to be a street whore, you should be an escort. Have you ever thought of being with a high-class escort service? It would be safer and easier than being picked up off the street. I know of a few that would hire you.” He was being a lot friendlier now than when he first picked me up. I felt relieved but even more ashamed.
“Mr. Hassek, I am being totally honest when I tell you that I have never done this before and that I am not a whore.” I tried to be firm but I was afraid that I was coming off bitchy.
“Look Jan, you were on the street dressed as a whore. You knew the language and you knew how to determine if I was a cop or a real customer. You just charged me $75 for the best blowjob of my life. You are a whore; you just need to admit it to yourself.” He reached over and touched my leg tenderly.
“So, tell me, how long have you been doing this?” He asked in a fatherly sort of way.
“This is it; you were my very first time. It was a role play. Nothing more.”
My voice trailed off as I felt him lift my dress to examine my thighs. I was angry and what ashamed me even more was that I was horny. I had just sucked off a man for money and it turned me on in a freaky sort of way.
“Jan, I am pleased to be your first customer and I would like to enjoy that sweet, fuzzy little pussy of yours as soon as I can before it gets too worn out.” He said as he lifted my dress even higher trying to catch a glimpse of my pussy.
“That’s it Mr. Hassek, I am done, you are my first and last john. You won’t tell anyone will you?” I was now concerned that he would spread the knowledge of my hooking activity all over the office. I felt his fingers rubbing little circles on my thigh and I spread them a little.
“Jan, now that you have done it, the next time will be that much easier. Look your secret is safe with me as long as you make me your number one customer. I want to have that straight sex you offered me next week. How about we get together Wednesday after work?”
He glanced into my face as he found my pubic triangle with his finger tips. His fingers felt large and warm. I was astounded by his question. I also knew that to keep him quiet I would have to indulge his desires at least one more time. I gave him access to my pussy lips by turning my body towards him. He felt the wetness between my legs and remarked.
“You are the first pro that ever felt that wet to me.” We were turning on to Marion Street and I decided I had better give him an answer before I got out of the car.
“I will meet you on Wednesday after work but only for you and only for $200.”
I surprised myself with how quickly that came from my mouth. He then took his fingers from my pussy as he stopped the car. He held them to his nose and sniffed my scent deeply into his nostrils. He then opened his mouth and licked his fingers.
“Gosh you taste so sweet it reminds me of honey. See you Wednesday and have a profitable night.” I opened the car door to get out. I closed the door and looked all around. Slowly the car window descended and I leaned my head back into the car.
“Wear something sexy under your clothes next week. Oh, it’s our little secret, okay?”
“Okay, our secret. Goodnight, Mr. Hassek.” I pulled myself together as your car rounded the corner and then you stopped so I got in.
“Gosh honey, I am so sorry. I had no idea that one of your bosses would drive up.” I held her close and squeezed her tightly to me. I was hoping my throbbing cock would not give away my secret arousal of my wife being a whore but she felt it against her body.
“It seems that you liked this story didn’t you?” Jan grinned at me. I had to grin back she had caught me. She seemed to pick up the on the right thing to say right then.
“Hey mister, you want to take me out?” She asked with her hooker voice. She then stood up and took the same pose as she did when she stood on Marion St.
“How much?” I asked as I reached to pull her towards me. She then danced away as she had previously and replied.
“$75 for a blow job and $200 for all night.”
What could I do? I had no choice, I handed her $200. She took the money and stripped her dress off over her head. I crawled over to her on my hands and knees and began sniffing and kissing her very aroused pussy. She fell back onto the bed and my tongue enjoyed the wet feast between her legs. It was the evidence of her lengthy arousal but the taste was sweet as sugar. She came when my tongue touched her clit. I kept licking it and nuzzling it until she could handle no more of my oral ministrations and pulled me onto her waiting body. My very hard cock slipped easily into her very wet and wide open pussy. I would like to say I brought her to four screaming orgasm before I came but I didn’t. I came after three quick but deep pumps into her slippery little love hole. It was money well spent.
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(This is the second part of a true story that my wife, Jan, and I experienced this past summer. We apologize because it took so long to write this but we are still pretty involved with this story. We know it ends abruptly but we are already working on the next part of it. If you would like to read the first part of this story it is called "Oh No!".)
It was a typical Tuesday night for me. I got home from work at 6:45 and began making dinner. I figured that my wife, Jan, was at the aerobic exercise class that she attends every Tuesday and Thursday evening after work to maintain her shapely figure. She has worked hard on keeping herself in shape since she began working at her job with an advertising agency. Jan is 25 and has a college degree in business and marketing and was hoping to land a position in advertising once she had completed her bachelor degree. However, there was nothing available so she settled for a position as executive secretary to the vice president of a medium-sized firm. She had previous experience as a secretary and she is still hoping for a break into advertising itself.
Last weekend, Jan and I role-played a sexual fantasy of ours, where she stood on a street corner dressed as a hooker and I drove up to her as a john, and picked her up. It was extremely exciting for us but there was an unexpected twist when one of the upper management personnel at her office picked her up first. The senior manager in charge of finance and billing who was out cruising for a prostitute stopped to pick up someone and it turned out to be Jan. He recognized her before she recognized him and she was so embarrassed that she did not know how to react.
Mr. Hassek thought that Jan was a real hooker and was trying to earn additional money by walking the streets. She attempted to tell him that she and I were simply playing sex games and that she was not a real whore. He did not believe her and paid her $75 for a blowjob, while parked in his Cadillac, in the darkened parking lot of a bar. Jan gave him the blowjob and even swallowed his cum. He then told Jan that he was interested in trying out her pussy, which he had been fantasizing about ever since he had first seen her at work. He had told her that he wanted to have a "date" with her on Wednesday night after work.
Jan and I had been having hot and nasty sex for the entire weekend after her debut as a street whore, while reliving the situation where she got picked up by Mr. Hassek. She would tell me in detail how the conversation went with her john. She would then tell me how it felt to be a whore with a strange man's cock in her hand and then in her mouth. Jan had sucked his cock until he had shot his load into her mouth, and then he had made her swallow all of it. She would lie on her back, with me on top of her fucking her, while she replayed the entire scene. It never failed to arouse her greatly leading to several orgasms for her. She liked calling herself a street whore as I made love to her.
The nights following the tryst were filled with our describing to one another her future "date" with Mr. Hassek and how he would use her as his whore and pay her $200 for the privilege of using her for his carnal pleasure. We would discuss this while laying in bed and this also led to passionate nights and days of marathon sex sessions.
I was hoping that on this Tuesday night we would have another night of fantasy discussion and the subsequent sexual release that would result. Jan had been a horny babe ever since that evening on the street and I found her to not just be receptive but aggressive in her sexual behavior. I think we were both secretly hoping that he would hire Jan again as his prostitute.
Jan had gone to work on Monday dressed in her usual work attire of a business length skirt and a silk blouse. She had worked with Mr. Hassek but neither of them had revealed a hint of having seen each other at any time outside of work. It was business as usual filled with Jan's routine duties. She was the executive secretary to the Vice president of the advertising agency but she also prepared documents and reports for and with Mr. Hassek. Jan was starting to believe that her secret sex life was safe and that Hassek's words to her about a Wednesday "date" were simply a threat to intimidate her. I was quite surprised by Jan's appearance and what she revealed to me upon returning home from work on Tuesday.
"Hi honey, your hooker wife is home." Jan called as she walked into the kitchen where I was in the final stages of dinner preparation. I turned to look at her and her face was flushed and her make-up appeared freshly applied.
"Hooker wife? What do you mean? I asked in a sort of mock surprise but thinking that she was referring once again to our previous weekend's activities. Jan walked over to me and gave me a lingering hug. I hugged her back and moved my hands down to gently rub her lower back.
"Yes, hooker-wife, whore-wife, whatever you wish to call me." She replied with kind of a sly half-smile. I noticed kind of a glint in her eyes so I tried to kiss her. She avoided my mouth with her mouth. This puzzled me so I pursued a kiss even further. She finally allowed me to kiss her but would not allow me to put my tongue into her mouth. She broke the kiss and looked me in the eyes. Her pretty blue eyes never fail to melt my heart and they didn't this time either.
"Jan, what's the deal?" I asked.
"You can probably smell him on me." She replied cryptically.
"Smell who? What are you talking about?" I asked a little more forcefully than before.
Jan didn't reply right away but instead took me by the hand and lead me to our bedroom. She pushed me down onto the bed and climbed on top of me. I reached for her warm body and she allowed me to pull her close. I held her and snuggled with her for a few minutes and then my hands slowly began to caress her soft but firm little bottom. She appeared to enjoy that so I continued to squeeze and rub her. I started to feel my cock becoming erect so I inched my hand slowly under her skirt between her legs. My fingers were greeted by a warm and damp feeling as I inched higher. As I touched the crotch of Jan's pantyhose I knew that she had been up to something as she was very warm and very wet in that special place. Jan began to make soft growling sounds so I knew she was enjoying my touches.
"Do you want to tell me what happened today?" I asked as I began to tug Jan's pantyhose down off her legs.
"Are you sure you want to hear about what kind of slut you are married to?" She asked as she helped me by pulling her pantyhose and panties down over her butt and down her thighs.
"Baby, I want to hear every detail about what a naughty little slut you are." I answered as I pulled her hose and panties off from her legs and on to the bed. My hand slid up her soft warm thighs and onto her very soft and wet pussy. Jan felt like she had just been playing with her pussy or had let someone else play with her pussy.
"I was at work and it was around 4:30 when I received a phone call from Mr. Hassek. I was at my desk doing some letters for John, who was in Chicago. I picked up the phone and this voice said to me.
"Hello Jan, how about a nice blowjob for $75?" I immediately recognized the voice as Chuck's voice and I felt a shiver run up my spine.
"I am not sure what you mean." I answered in my best professional secretary tone. I looked around and no one was anywhere around as John's office is isolated from the other employee's offices.
"Jan this is Chuck, is anyone around right now? Is John there?"
"Hi Chuck, no, no one else is around. John is in Chicago all week. What can I do for you? I replied in a somewhat standoffish manner. I could feel a kind of nervous excitement creep along my skin.
"What you can do for me is come to my office at 5:30 and give me one of your special blowjobs and we can discuss my getting into your pussy." He replied.
"Yes sir, I'll be there at 5:30." I replied and he hung up the phone. What the hell was I suppose to do now? I am not a whore, it was a one-night sex role-play and I did not want Chuck Hassek to think I was available as his private prostitute. On the other hand, he could really screw up my job here at the agency if I didn't come see him. Then something else occurred to me, I liked the thrill of being a paid prostitute. I was excited about the idea of a man paying me for sucking his cock into my mouth and letting him feel my body. I then thought of how much of a turn-on it would be for you if I did this also.
I finished my work as best as I could with the randy thoughts that were surging through my head. I felt my nipples begin to tingle and my clit started to stir as well. I went into the lady's room on the floor I worked on to freshen up. I washed my face and hands and wet a hand towel to take with me into the stall. I pulled down my pantyhose and panties to give me access to my pussy. I noticed my feminine odor as soon as my legs opened. I took the hand towel and washed my pussy lips and my entire crotch areas with it. The warm wetness of the towel seemed to stimulate me more as I ran it over my neatly trimmed pussy. I pulled the cloth up and examined it. My shiny secretions were apparent on the material. God I was feeling very, very nasty.
I pulled my clothes back up and exited the stall. I looked at my face in the mirror and noticed the pink flush of excitement in the skin of my neck and cheeks. My blue eyes examined the face of the woman in the mirror. "Jan you are such a slut." I thought to myself as I began applying my makeup. I put on my makeup on a little heavier than usual especially around my eyes. I then dabbed Liz on my neck, wrists and between my breasts. A quick brush and a spray of my hair and I was looking hot!
I walked out of the ladies room, put my things away in my desk, grabbed my purse, locked my desk and my office, and headed toward the elevator. I worked on the fifth floor and Chuck's office was on the third. I got in the elevator with a few other women and chit-chatted with them on the way to the third floor. We said "goodnight" as the elevator closed. I walked down the hall toward Chuck's office. My legs were kind of shaking but I didn't know if it was fear or lust. I finally made it to Chuck's closed door and knocked on it. He opened the door and usher me inside.
"Well, my little whore, right on time." He smiled as his wandering eyes looked me up and down. His eyes lingered on my breasts and I felt my nipples begin to tingle again as I looked into his eyes. He locked the door and guided me into a conference room through another door in his office. He locked that door too. His hands began rubbing my butt and I felt embarrassed.
"Chuck, I don't think…" I began but he cut me right off. He reached into his pocket and pulled some money from it and handed to me.
"Right, right. Here is the $75 dollars for the blowjob. You know you are really a very sexy woman. I am still surprised that you are a whore but I am glad!" He smiled at me as if he was giving me a complement. I took the $75 and counted it. I then opened my purse and stuffed it inside wanting to get it out of sight as soon as possible perhaps thinking that it would make it seem better when the money was hidden.
Chuck sat down on a small leather couch that was against the wall and patted the spot next to him so I would sit down next to him. I looked at him as I walked over and sat beside him. He was really not a bad looking man for being in his late 50's. He had almost a full head of hair which was dark brown but graying at the temples. I sat down beside him and he smiled and put his arm around me.
"So, Jan, did you tell your husband Jesse that I was one of your customers." He said in a pleasant but condescending tone. I was taken-aback by his question and hesitated a few heart beats before I answered.
"Justin, and yes I told him that you were my only customer. You were my one and only john." I replied. He kind of pulled me to him with his one arm and started to feel my breasts with his other hand.
"I almost believe that but you are just too good to not be a professional. Besides it doesn't matter, we both know you are a hooker now, don't we?" He said as his fingers found the buttons on the front of my blouse and began to unbutton them. I was starting to feel quite strange by now, kind of horny but kind of embarrassed and kind of ashamed. He finished unbuttoning the buttons and his hand reached in to feel my boob through my bra. I made a small sound as his fingers touched my bare skin above my bra.
"Chuck, it may not seem important to you but it is to me. I had never had sex with anyone for money until you picked me up on the street, honest. Do you believe me?" I asked as his fingers slipped over the bra and reached in to cup my naked breast. His other hand caressed and stroked my hair and he ran his fingers through it like a lover would.
"Jan, I believe you I guess, but what did your husband say?" He asked as he reached over and played with my other breast. I was starting to get excited by his touches and my nipples began to reveal my excitement to Chuck. I was beginning to feel quite aroused and wanted to tell him about our fantasy game and the results of it.
"That feels very nice when you touch me like that." I whispered and then I said. "Justin was very turned on by my story of you picking me up and paying me for blowing you." Chuck then began to pull my shirt over my shoulders and kissed me neck. He then took my hand and put in on the bulge that had appeared in his lap. I could feel his cock through the material of his suit pants. I gently squeezed and stroked him.
"He likes it, eh? Well, he will love it then when I fuck that pussy of yours. I was thinking tomorrow night after work." Chuck said with a grin as he removed my blouse from my shoulders and pulled the remaining material from the waist band of my skirt. I helped him remove it and then I reached around and unhooked the clasp on my bra. It hung from my shoulders and slightly covered my breasts.
Chuck gently plucked my bra from boobs and teased my nipples with his fingers. I began the process of unbuttoning and unzipping his trousers. He shifted his weight and allowed me to pull them down until they and his boxer shorts were at his ankles. His cock sprung up and did not appear to be the cock of an older man. His cock was a very light in color, almost white. It had a nice, round, and well defined reddish-brown head on it. A drop of clear pre-cum was emerging from the slit and I leaned down into his lap to lick it with my tongue. I smelled Chuck's manly scent as my head approached his crotch. He smelled like urine, sex and sweat. I could feel my nostrils flare as I descended to his lap. I was feeling so intoxicated by the act of smelling Chuck's arousal as I began to lick up the glistening drop from his cock.
"God, Jan, you are so beautiful, this is like a dream come true." Chuck exclaimed as I began my oral pleasures.
"I am his whore.' I thought to myself as I planted kisses with my lips and licks with my tongue to his cock. Chuck's hands were busy caressing my breasts and pulling and rubbing my nipples while I began working to give him his money's worth. He slowly worked one of his hands between my thighs and was beginning to play with my pussy through my pantyhose and panties. I spread my legs further apart to give him better access to my very horny pussy. I was hoping he would touch my clit with his fingers as I needed to feel his touch on my very erect clit.
He disappointed me and instead reached around to pull down my pantyhose and panties.
"Lift up." He ordered me so he could get to the waist band of my panties and pantyhose. I complied and he tugged them both off from my waist and down to my ankles. His hands began rubbing and stroking my buns. His hands were very warm and I enjoyed his touch. I made a sighing sound as his hand returned to my crotch, to my very warm and wet pussy.
"Jan you are such a sexy lady I can't wait to get you into bed and to fuck your sexy ass." Chuck told me as his fingers found the wet opening to my body and he began to run his finger over my pussy lips. His finger felt slippery but wonderful as he rubbed it over my clit. I was having a problem concentrating on the task in my mouth as he was making me feel so good. I started to make little moans as he slowly made circles with his finger on my clit. Chuck knew what he was doing and stopped masturbating my clit and instead slipped his finger into my horny pussy. His fat finger felt like a cock entering me and I opened up my legs further to give him complete access to my pussy. At this time I had a majority of his cock in my mouth and I was sucking it and moving my mouth up and down on his erection.
"Jan I want you to cum for me, cum like the little whore you are." Chuck ordered as he slipped another finger into my pussy and fucked me hard with the two of them. His other hand was squeezing and pinching my nipple and this drove me closer and closer to my impending orgasm. I hunched myself on his fingers as I took his entire cock into my mouth and throat. I moaned loudly onto his cock as he continued to fuck my pussy with his fingers. I felt his cock begin to pulse and the head swelled larger in my throat. I knew he soon would be cumming and this drove me over the edge. I came on his hand and this triggered Chuck's orgasm too. He shot two squirts into my mouth and throat and I swallowed them. He stopped fingering me and his fingers slipped from my pussy and breast. He kind of convulsed as he continued his orgasm with one final jerk into my mouth.
"Jan, you are so hot! You make me feel so great!" Chuck whispered to me as I let his cock slip from my mouth and I watched it bounce against his belly. A string of saliva and sperm connected my mouth to his cock.
I smiled and caressed his balls. I looked him in the eyes and said.
"You are no slouch yourself, you are really quite a sexy man. You sure cum a lot, it almost choked me." I said as I laid my head on his belly and licked the ooze from the slit on the top of his cockhead. I found myself watching his cock slowly become softer and softer. He was patting my head and caressing my hair. He then spoke to me.
"That was a wonderful blowjob Jan, you are the best whore I have ever had suck my cock. You are well worth the money. Now about tomorrow." I shifted around and looked up into his face as he spoke to me.
"Chuck, please…I am not a whore." I pleaded with him. He smiled at me and then said.
"Maybe you weren't a whore when I first picked you up but I have paid you twice now for a world-class blowjob so I would say that you are definitely a professional now. Tomorrow night when I have had you in my bed then you will definitely be a whore, my whore." He replied.
"Now tomorrow night, I want you to meet me at the Black Swan Restaurant at 7:00, the reservation will be in my name." He informed me. The Black Swan is the most exclusive restaurant in town located at the top of the best world-class Hotel in town and I was impressed by this.
"I want you to be dressed, not as a hooker, but as my date for an evening of dining and drinking at the classiest place in town. You are a classy woman and I want you to look the part. Dress to impress and we will have a great time. I will be there waiting for you." He finished his directions and began to pull his pants back up. I felt like I had been dismissed and began pulling my panties and pantyhose back on to preserve the sloppy mess between my legs. Chuck watched me dress and when I was finished he pulled me close and hugged me. It was a tight warm hug and it felt reassuring to me. I hugged him back and he rubbed my lower back. I felt the need to kiss him but he only allowed a kiss on the cheek.



"There will be time for that tomorrow." He said as he patted my ass and sent me on my way.
I felt like a whore as I drove home with the taste of Chuck's cum on my breath. My mind was racing as I tried to figure out if I was going to be able to meet him for dinner tomorrow but knowing I wanted and needed to. I then walked in the door and here we are.
Jan's story had given me a throbbing hard-on and I wanted to slip it into her waiting and ready pussy. She seemed to want it too but chose to give me a blowjob instead as she wanted to keep her pussy clean and tight as possible for her "date" with Chuck tomorrow. I wanted to argue but her warm mouth changed my mind. I could not wait for her date tomorrow and that situation made me cum too quickly into her mouth. With a loud groan I came and Jan greedily sucked my juice right down. She promised me that I would be able to have all of the pussy I wanted after her date with her john tomorrow. I accepted her promise and we both went to sleep.
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(This is a true story of my wife's and my adventures over the past summer. Even though it is true we have changed the names and the names of places to protect those involved. For those readers who have not read the other two installments, they are entitled; Oh No! and Routine Duties. Both stories detail the results of Jan's adventures in sex-role playing and how she got caught by one of the upper management personnel from where she worked. We have enjoyed reading all of the comments that have been sent to us by the readers but we want to remind you that what we have written really happened and we have attempted to tell it as close to how it happened as possible. Thank you for waiting patiently for each installment.)
I was having a hard time concentrating on the television, so I tried reading a book, which also didn't work, so I tried a magazine. When reading a magazine became impossible I decided to go into my bedroom and find something else to amuse myself. I started by looking through a drawer in my nightstand where we keep our sex toys and Jan's vibrators. I also have a small album of photos of Jan in nude poses and scantily clad in lingerie or other sexy attire. I pulled out the photo album and began looking at Jan's poses in the nude while vacationing in the Bahamas last winter. This gave me an immediate hard-on as she is probably the most sexually exciting woman I have ever seen and she looked great exposing her breasts and buns for the world to see. But this sure didn't help me pass the time while Jan was out on a date with Chuck Hassek, her john, so I closed the book and took out my cock.
I lay on the bed fantasizing about Jan and what she was doing on her date. I envisioned her riding his fat cock and this helped me to masturbate and cum all over my stomach and cock. I cleaned myself up and looked again at the clock. Damn, it was only 9:30, her date had started at 7:00 and I didn't expect her home for a couple more hours. I then went to my computer and began surfing the internet looking for hotwife sites to take my mind off from the clock and Jan's activities. It helped and finally I began to tire so I got ready and went to bed, it was 11:00. I tossed and turned and finally settled into a fitful sleep. Around 2:00 I heard Jan make her way into the bedroom and I immediately was wide awake.
"Honey? Are you awake?" She quietly called as she approached the bed. I could see her silhouette from the light outside through the curtain.
"I sure am awake, wide awake. How was your date?"
I didn't want to beat around the bush; I wanted to hear all of the nasty details. Jan climbed on top of me wearing all of her clothes. I could smell her wonderful scent; her cologne, her hair, her arousal and something different, the scent of another man. His smell was all over her. I could smell his cologne in her hair, on her skin. I was able to get my arms out from under the bedcovers and around her. I held her and she snuggled against me. My hands slid down her body and settled on her butt. I groped and squeezed her ass cheeks through the silky material of her dress. I could not feel any panty lines under her dress and this caused my stirring cock to spring immediately to hardness. Jan could feel this and giggled. We held each other for a few more minutes and then I broke the stillness.
"So, tell me everything. Did you have fun?" My voice sounded quite strained to me and I was surprised by it. Jan wiggled and squirmed for a moment rubbing against the lump that was between us.
"Oh, honey, I love you so much. Do you love me still?" She asked softly into my ear.
"Jan, I love you so much. You are my sexy, naughty little wife and I love you to pieces." I replied while trying to reach below her dress and pull the material up so I could feel her skin with my hands. She lifted up and I pulled her dress up over her butt and bunched it at her waist.
"Good because, you know I wouldn't do these things if I thought it would hurt you or us." She then lifted herself up enough to pull the blankets off from me so that she could lie down onto my naked body. My cock felt good nestled between us.
"Honey, if you don't ever want to do anything, you don't have to. I only ask you to do this stuff for our pleasure and for fun. Now tell me everything!" I demanded with a chuckle.
"Okay, you asked for it. But if you can't handle it, stop me." She warned as she began to rub her hands on my chest and then she began her tale of her night's activities.
"I left work early today, after lunch, to have my hair and my nails done special for the date. I had also had a facial while I was at it. I stopped at Victoria's Secret and purchased a lacy blue bra and G-string to look and feel extra special. I also bought a pair of dark, thigh high stockings with the lacy elastic at the top that you find so hot. I then went home to prepare for tonight. I showered, shaved my legs and trimmed my pussy hair into a sexy little tuft. I got ready and put on the slinky black dress that you picked out for me and a matching pair of high heeled pumps; you know the "fuck-me-pumps" that you like. I wore my diamond earrings and the rest of the matching jewelry and when I was finished I looked good enough for a date with any man.
When I looked at my reflection in the mirror and I had to admit that I looked like a high-class escort, not a hooker and I knew you would be pleased. I was feeling kind of horny and I was afraid that I would soak my new g-string through too soon. I took it off and put on a pair of regular panties but there was a VPL so I took them off too. I was debating whether or not to go without them. I finally decided to put the g-string back on and accept the fact that they may get wet from my arousal.
I left the house at 6:30 and I was so nervous that I was shaking. I was afraid of what might happen and anxious. I felt like I was going on a blind date, or to a court hearing. I was ready to call the whole thing off but I was so aroused and I didn't want to disappoint you that I drove down to the Black Swan. I also thought of Chuck and what would happen if I didn't show up, so I kept driving to the date. I was kind of distracted and almost ran a red light but I stopped in time. I parked in the large ramp and walked through the pedestrian bridge to the hotel where the restaurant was located on the top floor. My legs were shaking and I almost couldn't walk on the high heels. I saw no one but I was afraid I would run into someone we knew. My stomach was doing flips and I really needed a drink. I finally took the elevator up to the top of the hotel and checked my reflection in the mirrored walls of the elevator as I rode it upwards. My hair looked good but my face appeared strange to me. Then I realized that I didn't look like myself, I looked just like some high-paid prostitute. Then I realized that $200 was not really high paying so I felt almost ashamed about what I was doing.
I exited the elevator and walked unsteadily towards the two large glass doors at the entrance to the Black Swan. The image of a large swan is etched into each of the doors and the lights of the restaurant behind them causes the swans to sparkle. I almost didn't reach for the handle to open the door. I felt dread and fear creep into me. Then I straightened up, thought of coming home and telling you about my date and the hot love we would make afterwards and I went for it."
I stopped Jan's story at this point by taking off her dress. I could not keep my hands off from her hot little body and I wanted access to all of it. When she was clad only in her g-string panties, lacy bra and thigh highs she resumed her story. I began to caress her breasts through the lacy material as she sighed and then continued.
"I opened the door and was greeted by a young woman who took me to Chuck's table. As I approached it he arose and smiled broadly. He took my hand and then pulled out my chair for me and guided me to it. He then pushed it in for me and we began our date.
We had drinks and talked. Chuck is a very interesting man and he told wonderful stories that kept me entertained for hours. I laughed often and he had me feeling so relaxed I forgot my fears and anxieties. We talked about the people we knew at work and I had a great time with him. He held my hand often and at times would look into my eyes like a lover. His hands are large and strong and my hand felt tiny in his. At times he would caress my thigh or touch my knee as he looked into my eyes and talked with me.
Dinner was excellent and Chuck ordered a very expensive wine with dinner that was the best I have ever drunk. Chuck complimented me all through dinner about my work, my dress and especially about my body and looks. He even talked about my breasts at dinner when the waiter wasn't around. He said that he liked how soft and pert they were and he liked the color of my nipples. I blushed about a hundred shades of red and this made him smile at me. He was quite bold with me and often would steer the conversation around to sex. After a few glasses of wine I felt myself losing all my inhibitions and when he asked me questions about our sex life I was able to answer his questions quite honestly and openly.
"So Jan, how long have you and your husband been married?" Chuck asked while holding my gaze with his.
"Justin and I have been married 3 years." I answered him while looking right back into his eyes.
"He knows that you are out with me?" He asked his fingertips making little stroking motions on my hand.
"Yes, I told him all about our date." I was feeling a bit uncomfortable but his movements helped me relax.
"You told him about yesterday's blowjob in my office?" He asked with just a hint of dominance in his voice.
"Yes." I answered feeling a little tingle between my legs.
"He got excited hearing about it didn't he?" Chuck continued with his interrogation.
"Yes, very excited." I admitted and Chuck's fingertips caresses were making me feel more and more tingly.
"What did you tell him? Tell me what you said to him." Chuck pressed me for details.
"I told him that you called me up on the phone in my office and made me come down to your office and suck your cock." I could not believe I was telling him this at dinner. I looked around and though the room was filled with other diners no one appeared to be able to overhear our conversation. My face by this time was coloring more and more due to embarrassment and arousal.
"Did you tell him that you showed me your breasts? That you allowed me to finger you? That you came for me, like the nasty little slut that you are?" He continued to caress me as he looked straight into my eyes and asked me these questions. I was feeling myself almost panting as I spoke to him.
"Yes, I told him how I was almost naked in your office. I told him that you had your fingers in me and I told him how you made me come for you." I admitted.
"Were you having sex when you told him about this? Did it make him cum? Did you fuck him as you told him?" Chuck had a funny glint in his eyes as he asked me these questions.
"We were touching each other. No we didn't fuck, I wanted to be clean for our date. I gave him a blowjob and he came very quickly after I started." I could not believe I admitted that to him. Chuck kind of chuckled and then asked.
"It really turns him on to think of you sucking me off doesn't it? He gets off on you being with me. He will really be excited after I sleep with you tonight." Before I could answer the question, the waiter appeared with our salads. This however didn't faze Chuck and he pressed me for an answer.
"Well, Jan, won't he?"
"Yes he will." I admitted and looked away from him towards the fresh salad which had been placed in front of me.
The conversation changed during dinner and we continued to talk about Chuck's past businesses and experiences. I learned that he was a very wealthy man and had operated several large businesses in town but had changed his career after his wife got sick with cancer. She had died four years ago. He had not dated since her death as he didn't feel ready for another relationship.
We left the restaurant, arm in arm, around 9:30 and walked to the elevator to take us to his room on the 15th floor. In the elevator Chuck held me close and kissed me for the very first time. His kiss was electric and I opened my mouth and readily accepted his tongue into it. He felt so strong as he held me and his hands began to gently stroke my buns through my dress as we rode downward. He broke off the kiss when the door opened onto his floor. We walked to his room with his arm around my waist. His hand would slip down and he would gentle pat and caress my butt as we walked. I was feeling almost breathless from the sexual energy I was feeling. I don't know if it was the wine or the situation but I wanted this man badly.
I could feel my body reacting to him as we walked down the hall together. My nipples were tingling from the stimulation of the lace on the bra. My pussy was starting to moisten again and I could feel my face and chest beginning to flush bright pink from excitement. I could feel the emotional thrill of the situation throughout my body and I enjoyed the feeling.
Chuck opened the door to the room and we slipped inside where he once again pulled me into his arms. We kissed and touched one another and I could feel the growing hardness of his cock against my tummy. He felt my breasts through my dress and I could feel my arousal grow as he felt me up. We were practically dry-humping standing up when Chuck broke off the kisses and guided me toward the bed. He pushed me and sat me on the bed and he stood up and reached for his wallet.
"Chuck, I don't …" I started to protest, to tell him I was enjoying myself so much that he didn't need to pay me when he cut me right off.
"Jan, before you say it, let me say that I agree. A complete date with you is not like a quick fuck in the car. I will pay you $400 for tonight and maybe more." He smiled and handed me 4-one hundred dollar bills. I didn't reach for them right away but instead tried to finish my sentence.
"What I meant to say Chuck was that you don't need to pay me for tonight. That this can be a real date." I was hoping that he would I understand that I wanted to have sex with him, not as a whore but as a friend.
"No Jan, let's keep this strictly business. A deal is a deal and you should remember that sex with you is a business relationship." Chuck lectured me and I felt that there might be a hidden message in his words. I took the money from his hand feeling like a real whore and placed it inside of the small purse I had carried with me. I closed the purse and set it on the night stand beside the bed.
"Jan, I want you to be completely honest with me." Chuck said as he stood in front of me as I sat on his bed.
"Okay Chuck, I have always been completely honest with you." I felt strange like I was defending myself.
"How many other men have you had sex with for money? As a paid escort?"
"Just you the other night Chuck, no one else. It is just like I told you before, I was role-playing." I explained to him as he approached me closer. My sitting knees were now touching his standing knees.
"Jan, have you and Justin ever tried swinging or swapping?" He asked while placing both of his warm hands on my shoulders.
"Yes Chuck, several times." I answered while I enjoyed his touching which turned to gentle squeezes.
"I figured that. It was Justin's idea, wasn't it?" He continued.
"Yes, Chuck. I told him I wasn't interested at first but he talked me into it." He was now rubbing and squeezing me. I was really getting into the eroticism of answering his questions and could not wait for the next one.
"And now you enjoy it just as much, don't you?" He said almost accusingly.
"Yes I do, in fact I will initiate it now." I was staring to get really excited by his questions and felt good about answering them for the man who paid me.
"When you have sex with other men is Justin there watching?" He asked as he started moving his hands down to my breasts. He grabbed each one and held them up from underneath as if he were holding a piece of fruit in each hand.
"No, not anymore. He was at first but now he just waits for me at home to return and tell him everything that happened." I was starting to feel really warm and wanted him to remove my dress.
"He gets really turned on by what you tell him doesn't he? He likes to fuck you as you tell him too. He probably eats you afterwards doesn't he?" Chuck appeared to know a lot about Justin and my behavior and while this was initially exciting it began to trouble me.
"Yes he gets extremely turned on and he wants to see if there are any signs of another man anywhere on my body. He will often eat me as I tell him what we did and if the other man didn't wear a condom he loves to clean me out with his tongue. Then we will often fuck as I tell him what happened." I admitted everything to Chuck and I wondered where this was going.
"This really turns you on too doesn't it my little whore?" He asked as his fingers found my nipples through the material covering them and he began to pinch them lightly.
"Yes Chuck it does. It makes me incredibly hot." I was lost in the moment and started to sigh from his actions with my breasts.
"I knew that too, you are such a slut! Now stand up and strip for me." He ordered. I swallowed hard at his stinging words. God, I was so hot, so horny. I stood up and turned around so that he could unzip the zipper at the back of my dress. He unzipped it and stepped back. I noticed that there was a large tent at the front of his slacks.
I slipped the material of the dress from my shoulders and let the dress drop to the floor. It puddled at my feet and I stepped out of it. I was now clad only in my lacy blue bra, lacy blue g-string panties, my thigh high stockings and my heels. I unclasped the clasp on the front of the bra and pulled it from my breasts. I was now feeling the part of a paid prostitute and wanted to get down to business and get home.
Chuck was watching my face intently as I stripped for him but I also noticed that he liked to watch as the removal of each item revealed more of my body to him. I kind of shivered as I stood before him, not from cold but from the excitement of the situation. I held both of my breasts in my hands and my touch felt good as I cupped both of my boobs.
"You have nice little titties Jan, I like them. Keep going."
I uncupped my boobs and reached down to the small elastic string that encircled my hips. My fingers found it and pulled it from me so that I could pull my g-string down. It slowly slid downward and I could feel the stickiness of my secretions hold it to my pussy for a few seconds before it pulled free. I pulled them down to my feet and over my shoes. I was standing in front of my customer, my first real john, my superior from work showing parts of my body that I had not shown him before. My pussy was shaved almost entirely, save for a small little patch right above my slit. I stood before Chuck; my legs slightly parted and tossed my g-string onto the bed. I was so aroused that my hand went down to my pussy to touch myself and feel the wetness.
"Jan, your body is marvelous. I am so glad that I bought that cute little pussy of yours. Now lie back on the bed and spread your legs for me. Show me my prize." Chuck ordered me. I complied and slid back onto the bed. My head reached the pillows and I spread my thigh open for him revealing my wet and ready pussy to his eyes.
"No, use your hands. Spread yourself wide open for me."
I used my hands and spread my thighs as wide apart as I could. I was as open to this man as I had ever been to my husband. I felt wicked as I displayed myself to him.



"Now use your fingers and open up your little cunt for me, show me your pink slut hole."
I have to admit that his nasty talk was helping me get into my role as an escort even more. I used my fingers on my right hand to spread my labia open to reveal the inside of my pussy to him. I knew that he could see that I was extremely wet and that my clit was erect. My fingers slipped around holding my labia wide spread.
"Use both hands, stick your fingers inside and really open that hole wide open. Show me what a whore you are. That all the men you have fucked have stretched you wide open." Chuck was really being nasty and demeaning to me. He was treating me like the whore he wanted and I was complying.
I reached two fingers from each hand into my pussy and used them to pull my pussy wide apart. I felt so open, so naked, and so bad. I could feel myself opened up as when I went to the gynecologist. I was on display for this man. Chuck now climbed onto the bed and stuck his face right down to examine me. I could not look at him as he peered into me.
"You have a very pretty little pussy for being such a nasty little slut. You are so wet."
Chuck penetrated me with his large finger. It slipped right in and he pushed my hands out of the way. I could not feel him until he allowed me to pull my fingers away. He slid in another finger and began to push them in and out of me like a cock. His face moved closer to me and I could hear him inhale large amounts through his nose. He was smelling my pussy.
"You smell so clean, so sweet. I need to taste you." He said between sniffs. This talk continued to excite me and I knew that I was gushing more into my pussy.
Chuck's tongue lightly brushed my labia and he took small tentative licks. It was thrilling to feel his tongue tasting me. He licked around the outside of my pussy and he took small little jabs at my clit with just the tip of his tongue. He plunged his entire tongue inside of me like a small wet cock. He licked around inside of my pussy and I rested my feet on his shoulders. He removed his face from between my thighs and I gave a disappointed sigh.
"Are you sure you are married woman and a whore, your pussy tastes as fresh and sweet as a teenage virgin?" Chuck commented as he lips shown with the remains of his tasting of me.
I smiled as he spoke those words and I began to feel a little less ashamed of my whorish behavior. Chuck stood up and removed his suit coat and tie. He began unbuttoning his shirt and I got up from the bed to help him. As I unbuttoned his shirt his hands went to my back and shoulders. His touch was so warm, so gentle that I began to feel like his lover instead of his whore. After I removed his shirt and undershirt I was able to see his strong well muscled chest which was covered with a manly fir. I ran my fingers through his chest-hair; it felt both soft and wiry. Chuck pulled my body tightly to his. He tenderly kissed the top of my head. I nuzzled my face up against his chest. His masculine scent filled my nostrils.
"Jan, you are so very sweet and so nice to hug." Chuck softly spoke as he hugged me tighter to him. I looked up to his face and our lips met. I could taste myself on him as we kissed. He made sure that I licked my juices from around his mouth and then he said.
"Tasty aren't you. I think I will have to eat some more of that little pussy of yours. Take off my pants and let's get back into that bed."
"Yes, sir." I replied with a joking tone.
I unhooked his belt and then unbuttoned his pants. I kneeled down before him as he pushed downward on my shoulders guiding me into a subservient position. I unzipped his pants and reached inside to touch his cock. I slipped my hands into the flap of his underwear and felt the warm snakelike organ inside them. His cock was very hard and felt nice in my hand. I continued undressing him and for the first time ever we stood there almost entirely naked in front of each other. His legs appeared well muscled and firm. I ran my hand down them to confirm this fact.
"Chuck, you are one of the most masculine men I have ever seen. You are so sexy." I exclaimed as I ran my hands over his firm buttocks. His body felt so strong, so warm, and I felt myself just feeling so happy to be touching him.
"Okay, whore, suck my balls." He ordered breaking the mood and putting me back into my role as an escort.
I reached around and looked at his very manly cock. It was solidly erect but did not stand straight up as Justin's did. Instead his cock pointed outward from his belly. I took my tongue and began licking up and down on the hardened shaft. I licked the entire thing several times and then went down underneath it to lick his balls. His balls had some dark course hair on them and they got into my mouth as I licked and sucked his balls. His balls were about the size of small plums or large grapes and I eagerly sucked first one, then the other entirely into my mouth. They felt quite natural filling my mouth. Chuck was moaning as I tended to his manhood.
After a short while he helped me up and placed me on the bed again. He spread my legs and began his oral ministrations on my tender pussy. He licked and teased my clit and I found myself moaning and panting from the pleasure. After only a few minutes of this I orgasmed all over his face. This didn't stop him and the feeling became too intense after my climax so I tried to encourage him to allow me to pleasure him now. Chuck however knew what was happening to my body and he soon rolled off from me and pulled me on top of him.
I felt almost tiny as he held me on his body. His cock was between us poking at my tummy. He directed me to rub my pussy on his cock by pulling me upwards until his erection was slipping in the slickness of my labial folds. It was so soft, so slippery that I soon found myself approaching orgasm again. Chuck could sense this from motions and vocalizations and spread my legs with his.
"Jan my whore, I want to fuck you without a condom. Will I be safe?" He asked with huskiness in his voice. I reached my hand down to his cock and attempted to slip it into my pussy.
"I am on the pill Chuck; there is no need to worry about that." I replied trying to reassure him.
"No, I meant me, from disease. From Aids." He replied with an edge to his voice as if to insinuate that I was missing the point.
"Chuck I am clean and disease free, I was checked recently. Now, will I be safe with you? I asked turning the tables and wondering about this man that seemed to like to be with prostitutes.
"I have always used rubbers except with you. Now climb on and give me my money's worth."
Without hesitation I grasped his thick shaft and ran it around in my wetness. I spread my thighs further apart to accommodate his body and pushed his cock into the opening of my vagina. It felt wonderful and I could not wait to feel his entire length inside of me. I slid back and pushed myself onto his cock as he lifted his body up and thrust into me. I gasped a loud breath as he slid almost entirely into my willing pussy with our initial coupling. I felt so wonderful having this man's cock in me that I couldn't wait to have my pussy adjust to it and pushed the remaining few inches of his shaft into me. I felt him deep inside me and I moaned loudly.
"Oh baby, that cock of yours feels so good." I moaned.
Chuck seemed to enjoy the wet warmth of my pussy and tried stabbing up inside of me. It didn't work to his satisfaction and he flipped me onto my back with him still buried inside of me. He started humping me with hard strokes. I spread myself as wide as I could for him and there was no doubt that he was entirely inside of me as I could now feel his balls slapping against me as he pushed his cock roughly and completely in and out of my pussy.
"Jan you slut you whore, fuck me." Chuck called out as he thrust harder and harder into me. I could feel another approaching orgasm and started to hump up to him as he pushed faster and harder. We appeared to cum together as I felt him shooting his cum deep inside my married pussy as I lost myself in the throws of my cuming. We wailed, we rutted, and then we both sank down exhausted as his throbbing cock spewed its final shot inside me. I hugged him tightly with my arms and my legs. It felt so right and so wonderful to have this man's cock buried in my whore's cunt as I we breathed heavily together.
We lay coupled together for a while and I could hear his breathing become soft and rhythmic as his cock began to soften and slip from me. He began to feel very heavy and I slipped out from under him and we lay in twined together basking in the quiet exhaustion that accompanies a good hard orgasm. We both slept for a while and we began to stir. Chuck wanted to hold me and talk and I wanted to clean us both up. He won and we began a conversation that would change our relationship forever.
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This is the continuation of a true story of my wife, Jan, and my relationship and how we got caught-up in a sexual role play situation. We started out with Jan playing the part of a hooker and me playing the part of a john. She was however picked up by one of the management personnel at her place of employment and this led to her becoming his escort and having sex with him for money. She finally ended up spending the night in bed with him and this is where we stopped the last installment due to its length and the turning point that this was in our sex lives.
Jan and I were laying in bed, she was clad in only a lacy bra, which she had unclasped and was laying opened at the sides of her breasts, and a matching lacy blue g-string, that was soaking wet with the results of her coupling with Mr. Chuck Hassek, a vice president of the company she worked for as a secretary. The g-string had been pulled off to the side of her pussy by me and I was busy kissing and licking her puffy and used, pink-lipped pussy. Jan was lying with her thighs spread apart on our bed and was relating to me the events of the evening in her new role as escort. I had listened patiently for her to tell her story but my lust and jealousy had grown and I was now urging her to tell me more about the hot sex she had just had with her john.
“Chuck and I were cuddling in bed, face-to-face, looking into each others eyes, and he was kissing my neck and stroking my hair and my breasts. He would tease my nipples a bit and then run his finger slowly around the pebbly tip. I was starting to feel myself becoming aroused again from his touch. I had my fingernails lightly scratching his chest and his man-nipples, which were erect from my touches. He and I were talking softly and I was feeling warm and relaxed.
“So Jan, have you thought about making this real?” Chuck asked in a low deep voice as he ran a finger up my neck, his eyes locked onto mine.
“Making what real Chuck?” I replied with a question. I wondered where this conversation was going. Chuck’s finger now slid around my chin and under my bottom lip.
“Becoming an escort. Being a real prostitute. You would be very good and Justin would like it, I know.” I was surprised by his words and I waited a few seconds before I responded. My fingers had stopped their movements on Chuck’s chest.
“And just how would I do this?” I asked in a teasing manner as I wondered if this was a form of verbal foreplay for Chuck.
“There are two ways I have in mind. I know a woman who operates a small exclusive escort service and I know she would love to hire you. It would be a lot safer than playing as a street whore and I’m sure Justin would approve.” He spoke these words with sincerity and it shocked me.
“I don’t know Chuck. This is fun with you only you. You mentioned another way?” I was intrigued by his line of thought and was feeling a little more stimulated by his suggestion and thought, why not play along.
“You could work for me. I know some men who would pay top dollar for a roll in the sack with you. I would set it up and you could make 5 or 6 hundred a night. Real high-class action only.” He replied his fingers now pinching my nipples gently.
“That sounds really exciting Chuck and I think I should be flattered but I don’t want to be an escort. I only want you for a client and that alone turns Justin and me on.” I answered thinking that it might be fun to try it sometime.
“Really Jan, this could be a great opportunity to sleep with some powerful men. You could try it a few times and see what you think.” Chuck was now pinching and turning my nipples and I was becoming more playful due to his touches.
“No Chuck, I don’t want to sleep with some powerful men. Justin and you are just fine for me. Umm… that sure feels nice when you do that.” I turned down that offer but was thinking that his fingers were making an offer of a different nature.
“I am glad you like this. Why don’t you clean me up right now?” Chuck asked as he sort of glanced downward towards his groin area.
“I had that in mind too; let me go get a warm washcloth.” I responded as I attempted to pull away.
“No, with your mouth.” He ordered as he locked a stare right into my soul.
I slowly uncoupled from him and slid downward on the bed until I was directly examining his penis. It appeared to be slumbering against his thigh, softly drawn-up into itself. It appeared to be sugar-glazed as it was coated with whitish mixture of his sperm and my juices. They had dried all over his cock and his balls. I hesitated for just an instant and then I opened my mouth and let my tongue slip from it.
I began by licking the head of his deflated manhood with my tongue. He tasted musky. The texture was rough at first from the dried coating but the saliva from my tongue softened the coating and I tasted the results of our coupling. I licked the head all around and then opened my mouth to take his still flaccid shaft into it. I sucked and licked his cock. My mouth watered from the taste and the nature of this act. I was not only playing the part of a whore, I felt like one too. Lapping up my juices and cleaning the spent cock of my customer.
“Jan that is so nice, your mouth is so warm and soft.” Chuck mumbled as I felt his hands stroking my hair in a gesture of closeness.
I nestled down into his pubic hair, his entire cock in my mouth, my tongue licking and flicking the sleeping serpent. I pulled his cock from my mouth and licked downward to his balls. They appeared to have almost a ring of crusted matter on them. It felt lumpy and crusty as my tongue softened it and then licked it up.
“I was hoping that you would accept my offer to be an escort. I thought that you would want to play the role of escort for a while. I just figured that if you asked Justin that he would encourage you to try it. He would really be excited about you doing this with other men.” Chuck spoke as I cleaned his cock.
“I’ll bet that Justin will want to get down and lick your slutty pussy when you get home won’t he? Eat all of my cum from your nasty hole.” Chuck’s cock began to stir as he spoke and I could feel little movements against my face as I tongued his balls.
“I know he sniffs and licks your panties after you date other men doesn’t he? Have you ever caught him sniffing your soiled panties?” Chuck’s voice became huskier as he spoke these words or so it appeared from my vantage point under his balls.
“Jan, lick all the way to my asshole.” Chuck ordered as he spread his legs and I moved to area below his balls but not to his ass. The hair that was between his legs was matted with the dried mixture of our two bodies. I licked at it and sucked some of it into my mouth. I was feeling very nasty and dirty as I continued to lick and clean him. I was feeling demeaned and I wanted to get up and shower. I wanted to wash the filth from my face and hair. I slowly continued my oral ministrations on my first john. I was thinking about how this must look to Chuck. He was really getting his money’s worth from me now. I licked lower but avoided any contact with his anal pore. Chuck seemed to notice this because he called it to my attention.
“Jan, clean-up my asshole too. Lick it all clean.” Chuck commanded his whore.
I tentatively licked at the brown, hair fringed anal opening. I was disgusted and I pulled myself up and slipped my mouth over Chuck’s cock which appeared to have gotten firmer over the last few minutes. I began to blow Chuck’s cock.
“Um…that is so nice my whore. You seemed to have missed tossing my salad, but I don’t mind, this time.” He chuckled as I felt him grow harder against my tongue.
Chuck reached down under my arms with his two hands and pulled me upwards until I was again facing him and we were looking into one another’s eyes. He appeared to enjoy the look of smeared lipstick and submission that I knew was all over my face. He kissed my lips gently and I knew he tasted us in my mouth.
“Jan, I have another proposal for you that I feel is one you might accept but first, I want you to know that I am glad that you turned down my offer to work as an escort. It would have been nice and it would have worked out very well for all of us but because you turned it down, it makes this offer possible.” I had no idea what Chuck had in mind and I reached down and began stroking his cock.
“Jan, as I said before, I know that Justin is a boy that appreciates the scent of your soiled panties. I’ll bet he has jacked-off with many pairs of them. I also know how great your pussy smells so I don’t blame him.”
“I don’t think so Chuck. Justin has never sniffed my undies.” I answered as his cock twitched and grew in my hand.
“How do you know that Jan? Have you ever asked him? I’ll bet you that if you try you can watch him sniff and lick the crotch of your panties.” Chuck boasted as he began to palm my breasts. I was again feeling horny and I felt my already wet pussy moisten further.
“No I have never asked him. That is disgusting. Justin can sniff and lick the real thing anytime he wants to.” I replied anger rising in my voice.
“I seemed to have touched a nerve, Jan. Now here is my proposition for you.” Chuck smiled and looked deeply into my eyes again. His hand movements had increased to a milking motion on my boobs. I looked deeply into his eyes and sighed heavily from the electric feelings cursing through my breasts every time he pulled them to wards him. He appeared to be not just milking them but kneading them like bread dough.
“I no longer want you to be my whore, my escort. I want you to agree to be my mistress. Now before you say anything, just hear me out.” Chuck’s words almost slapped me due to the nature of the discussion.
“Chuck, I am happily married to Justin and I love him very much. I could never even consider leaving him.” I explained as I felt my nipples bulge outward as Chuck kept milking my boobs.
“No Jan. I know you are happily married and I know that you love Justin very much. That is why I made this offer. I don’t want you to leave him and I don’t want you to love me. This is another business relationship between the two of us and I am absolutely sure Justin will jump at the chance for you to be my mistress.” Chuck was still looking deeply into my eyes and he was continuing to stimulate me. I was panting as he spoke to me.
“Here is the arrangement. You and I will get together just like we did this Wednesday night but we will also get together every other weekend, and also at least a couple of vacations a year. You will be my companion and mistress on a part-time basis. I will pay you 500 dollars a week and buy you nice clothes and gifts. I will take you on my boat and trips to exciting places.”
“But Chuck…” I interrupted and I also was starting to pump his now fully erect cock.
“Please Jan, let me finish. You and I will no longer be whore and customer but mistress and boyfriend. We will be in an entirely different relationship. I will treat you like a queen and you will travel with me, go places on my arm and of course we will continue to fuck and suck as much as possible.” Chuck finished his proposal and smiled at me. I didn’t know what to think initially so I quietly played with his manhood.
“Chuck, that sounds great, I mean I am flattered but I would have to ask Justin. I am not sure. I need to think it over.” I answered. Chuck smiled a broad smile and then said.
“Jan here is a little wager. I’ll bet you that Justin will want to eat your pussy when he hears that it is filled with my spunk. But here is the wager. If Justin sniffs and licks the crotch of your little g-string there, then you have to spend this weekend with me on my boat at Saugatuck starting Friday evening, if not then you guys just plain sit down and make your decision.” Chuck now had my attention; he also had both of my nipples in his finger tips and was pinching them and twisting them harder than he had before. I liked the way it caused my nipples to burn and ache.
“Okay, Chuck, I’ll take your wager.” I grinned back at him and ran my fingers of my right hand over the head of his cock which was now lubricated by his pre-cum that had oozed from the little slit on the top of it.
Chuck continued to pinch and twist my nipples and this eventually caused me to cry out from the pain. He smirked and backed off a little from the pressure level that had hurt me. I tried to pull back but he held by my nipples. Chuck then told me that he wanted to fuck me doggie style and he had me kneel at the top of the bed with my hands on the top of the headboard of the bed. I complied and he came around behind me to begin his coupling.
“This is how the stud dog mounts the bitch in heat. Are you my little bitch in heat Jan?” Chuck asked as his cock nuzzled at the entrance to my pussy. I felt his cock prodding at the lips of my cunt and I spread my kneeling thighs further apart to accept his big cock.
“Mount this bitch. I am your bitch in heat, my stud dog. Fuck your bitch hard!” I exclaimed as his cock found its target.
Chuck’s hard cock slipped easily into my very wet and very ready pussy. It slid almost entirely into me on his first stroke. I held on tightly to the headboard and wiggled my ass backwards to assist Chuck’s complete entry into my pussy. He thrust his hips hard and his thighs slapped against my buns, he was in me completely.
“Oh my big dog, fuck me hard. God that feels so great!” I exclaimed as he began humping me.
Chuck began a hard pumping motion while his hands gripped my hips roughly. He stuffed his cock into me with hard strokes. He would pull his cock out of me until only the tip remained inside of my pussy lips then he would grab on to me quite roughly and slam his cock all the way back inside. It felt wonderful and I was falling into his rhythm. I squeezed my pussy down onto his cock with every stroke. I moaned and sighed; calling Chuck’s name every time I felt the beginnings of my orgasm. Chuck stopped stroking and withdrew almost the entire length of his cock from my love tunnel.
“Okay bitch, you do the work now.” He ordered.
Chuck held his cock at the entrance to my pussy and made me push myself back onto his hardness. I would slide him completely into me then I would pull myself back off from him. I was doing all the work of stroking his cock with my pussy. On every stroke I would squeeze and milk his cock for him. He was grunting and huffing from my efforts and I knew he couldn’t last much longer. I also knew that I only needed a few more of his strokes and I would be enjoying my pleasure.
Chuck leaned over on to my back with his body on my next backwards stroke. His arms reached around until his hands found my breasts. His fingers found their target; my nipples, and he started pinching and rolling them. He began humping very deliberately into my quivering pussy. I was wide open to his cock and I could feel the ridge along the top of it. It felt so wonderful and so filling. I started to cum, he heard my squeals and pinched both of my nipples harder. I arched my back and with one final thrust he buried his cock in me and held on tightly as I thrashed about underneath him.
He was unmerciful with his pinches and I opened my mouth and loudly wailed as my orgasm washed completely over me. I squealed, I screamed and I came completely. Chuck’s cock was spasming into me as he came and spewed his seed deep into my belly. I wanted this feeling to continue on and on as I had a series of small orgasm from his cock. Finally, we collapsed onto the bed. Chuck holding tightly onto my nipples with his fingers, his teeth buried in the nape of my neck, and his cock lolling around in the wetness that we had created. My pussy felt like a swamp as we jerked and sighed together.
We must have drifted off into a post-coital slumber because we both awoke with a start as the clock radio beside the bed began playing music. I glanced at the illuminated numbers on its face, 1:30. Chuck stirred and snuggled closer to me. He was behind me, holding me in a spoon position, his spent manhood lying in slumber between my buns. It felt wonderful and I was wishing that the moment wouldn’t end.
“Clean me up Jan and then we should head on home.” Chuck suggested as he unwrapped his arms from my body. I began to slide down his body to take his used and sticky member into my mouth when he stopped me.
“No honey, how about a warm washcloth this time, and bring two, so I can wash you too.” He corrected me with a tenderness I had not expected from him.
I got out of the big king-sized bed and went into the bathroom. The vision in the wall- size mirror scared me. I looked a sight. My hair was tangled and tossed; I looked like I had been through a storm. My makeup especially around my eyes was smeared and messy. I looked horrible. I sat on the toilet and felt the spent remains of Chuck’s cum drip from my contented pussy. I spread my self wide so that as much as possible could run from inside of me. I knew there would be plenty there for Justin’s creampie that he would be home waiting for me to bring to him. My body appeared well worn and bruised from our animal-like sexual activities.
I brushed my hair, washed my face and reapplied a bit of makeup. A quick spray of cologne and I walked out to Chuck’s slumbering body lying underneath the covers of the bed. I gently touched his shoulder and quietly whispered to him; so as not to startle my sleeping lover.
“Chuck, Chuck sweetie. Here let me wash you up.” I called as I slipped into bed beside him.
Chuck stirred awake and I began gentle cleaning his totally spent cock and balls that were coated in a drying film testifying to our recent actions. The cock that had once pleasured me looked again like a slumbering serpent as I finished cleaning and examining it. I lay back so that Chuck could cleanse my pussy that he was now closely examining.
“No, Jan, it would be best if you left your slut cunt filled with my cum so that Justin can clean you properly with his tongue.” Chuck said as he began to search for my panties.
“You should probably put these on soon so that Justin won’t lose any of the creamy treat that I left inside you.” He recommended as he twirled my g-string on his fingers with a sly smile.
We both slowly dressed between kisses and hugs. Chuck seemed to take great pleasure in watching me dress and putting myself into order. He also liked to play his fingers over my thighs and buns as I stood arranging my clothing into a presentable state. I helped him pull his boxers on and kissed the tip of his cock just before I hid it with his underwear. After we were finished dressing we stood in a tight embrace at the entry to the hotel room. We kissed and our tongues entwined once again. Chuck could not keep his hands off from my butt and I feared that we would soon be tugging our clothes off from one another again.
“Here Jan is another hundred dollars. You were great and I thoroughly enjoyed myself with you my whore.” Chuck said with as he handed me the money. I immediately felt cheap and trashy. He never failed to make me feel like a slut. I took the money and put it with the rest of the cash he had given me into my purse.
“Thanks Chuck, the pleasure was all mine.” I replied trying to manage as genuine of a smile as I could through my humiliation.
“About my offer, think about it seriously. It will be entirely different with us, trust me.” Chuck directed as he attempted to make me feel better about myself, at least I thought so.
“Why don’t you leave your soiled panties lying around where Justin can find them and you can watch him fondle and smell them, you will see that I am right?” He teased as he opened the door to the room and we walked into the softly lit hallway. We walked arm and arm to the elevator. Chuck kept his arm firmly around my waist and held me close to him. In the elevator he kissed me and caressed my butt underneath my dress. Chuck appeared to enjoy feeling my body with his fingers. Just before the door opened he cupped my mound through my panties and squeezed. I could feel myself becoming aroused again.



Chuck walked me to my car and told me he would see me at work tomorrow. We kissed and I got in and began my drive home to my husband. I knew that there would be time to make a decision but I already had my mind made up. I reflected on how I felt about the night as I drove home in silence.
Jan got home a little after 2:20. I knew this because I had a very fitful sleep and I awoke to any sound that I thought might be her coming home from her date. I heard her open the door and come into our apartment. She finally made it into the bedroom where she got into bed and began telling me this tale.
I was so excited, so thrilled by her story and how she looked that my heart was beating through my chest. I honestly had a difficult time breathing from the sexual tension and lust that her story gave me. Her breasts appeared bruised and had love bites and pinch marks on them from Chuck’s rough treatment of her. Her pussy looked so lovely in its used and well ridden condition. Her lips gapped open and Chuck’s cum ran in small rivulets down her thighs and to her ass. She looked like she had been well fucked by him and I could not wait to taste her.
I laid her down and spread her thighs. I began licking and sucking on her puffy pussy lips. I loved the taste of her pussy and especially the musky tanginess of Chuck’s cum that I dug out of her pussy with my tongue. I rolled my face around in between her thighs and I felt the stickiness cling to my face. I was in heaven. After I had sucked and licked as much cum as I could from Jan’s nasty used cunt I asked if I could have sloppy seconds.
“God Jan, I love you so much. You are the best wife in the world. Did you have fun? Was the sex great? Can I have sloppy seconds?” I begged for an answer.
“It was wonderful, I came so many times. He fucked me twice with his big cock. No you can’t have sloppy seconds; you may have sloppy thirds my honey.” She replied with a sigh.
I climbed on top of her and my cock slid right into her sloppy swamp of a cunt. In fact I wasn’t sure I was in because I felt no friction at all. She even asked me if I was in yet even though I was buried to the balls inside of her pussy. My cock felt like it was in warm butter. The feeling was so great; so warm and wonderful. I tried fucking her with my usual motion but I felt no friction and no resistance from her well-worm pussy. No matter what I tried I could not get enough traction on my cock to stimulate it to cum.
“Tell me again about how he made you clean his cock of your juices?” I asked Jan in an attempt to stimulate myself enough to get off.
“In a very commanding and demeaning voice, Chuck ordered me to suck my juices and his sperm from his cock…”
With just that little bit of talk I came hard. The entire evening’s pent up sexual energy forced me to shoot off immediately into Jan’s pussy. It felt so wonderful, so great, and then I drifted off to sleep.
The alarm went off at 6:30 and I felt Jan drag her nearly comatose form from the bed. I immediately thought of the used and crusty panties that she had worn home from her night out with her client, Chuck. I wondered how they would feel and smell, steeped with her dried sex juices. I crept from the bed and looked around on the floor for her soiled undies. No luck. I quietly crept into the bathroom and looked on the tiled floor; nothing. Ah, the hamper by the door. With a stealth-like movement I slowly open the lid to the white wicker container. There on the very top on the pile were her g-string panties. I grabbed them and noticed the harshness of the material.
I held the tiny prize in my hand and looked over to Jan in the shower. She could not see me as I could barely make out her form through the steamy glass. I opened the panties and examined the crotch. It was literally a mass of crusty white material. It felt moist to the touch. I pulled them to my face and over my nose. I inhaled deeply. The aroma was intoxicating. They smelled of Jan and her pussy. I felt myself immediately become hard. I envisioned Chuck’s hard cock buried in her tiny pussy and I sniffed again. I thought I detected a movement in the shower so I stuffed the panties in my hand and snuck back to bed to be alone with this treasure.
Jan turned off the water and came out of the shower just as I came in my hand. I had her panties over my face and I was licking and sucking the dried matter from the lacy material. I cleaned my cum from my cock and got myself dressed. I prepared breakfast as Jan dressed for work.
She came out into the small breakfast nook area and I noticed that though she appeared tired she looked radiant. I truly love this woman, I thought, as she sat down and picked up her coffee cup with her small and delicate hand. She looked up and me and smiled.
“I love you Justin.” She softly said to me as she smiled into my face.
“I love you too Jan, forever.” I replied with the largest smile I could possibly make with my mouth.
“Chuck had an interesting wager with me last night, want to hear it?”
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Chapter 4: A Proposal
This is the continuation of a true story of my wife, Jan, and my relationship and how we got caught-up in a sexual role play situation. We started out with Jan playing the part of a hooker and me playing the part of a john. She was however picked up by one of the management personnel at her place of employment and this led to her becoming his escort and having sex with him for money. She finally ended up spending the night in bed with him and this is where we stopped the last installment due to its length and the turning point that this was in our sex lives.
Jan and I were laying in bed, she was clad in only a lacy blue bra, which she had unclasped and was laying opened at the sides of her pert breasts, and a matching lacy blue g-string, that was soaking wet with the results of her coupling with Mr. Chuck Hassek, a vice president of the company she worked for as a secretary. The g-string had been pulled off to the side of her pussy by me and I was busy kissing and licking her puffy, and used, pink-lipped pussy. Jan was lying with her tanned thighs spread apart on our bed and was relating to me the events of the evening in her new role as escort. I had listened patiently for her to tell her story but my lust and jealousy had grown and I was now urging her to tell me more about the hot sex she had just had with her john.
“Chuck and I were cuddling in bed, face-to-face, looking into each others eyes, and he was softly kissing my neck and stroking my hair and my breasts. He would pinch and tease my nipples a bit and then run his finger slowly around the pebbly tip. I was starting to feel myself becoming aroused again from his touch. I had my fingernails lightly scratching his chest and his man-nipples, which were erect from my touches. He and I were talking softly and I was feeling warm and relaxed.
“So Jan, have you thought about making this real?” Chuck asked in a low deep voice as he ran a finger up my neck, his eyes locked onto mine.
“Making what real Chuck?” I replied with a question. I wondered where this conversation was going. Chuck’s finger now slid around my chin and under my bottom lip.
“Becoming an escort. Being a real prostitute. You would be very good and Justin would like it, I know.” I was surprised by his words and I waited a few seconds before I responded. My fingers had stopped their movements on Chuck’s chest.
“And just how would I do this?” I asked in a teasing manner as I wondered if this was a form of verbal foreplay for Chuck.
“There are two ways I have in mind. I know a woman who operates a small exclusive escort service and I know she would love to hire you. It would be a lot safer than playing as a street whore and I’m sure Justin would approve.” He spoke these words with sincerity and it shocked me.
“I don’t know Chuck. This is fun with you only you. You mentioned another way?” I was intrigued by his line of thought and was feeling a little more stimulated by his suggestion and thought, why not play along.
“You could work for me. I know some men who would pay top dollar for a roll in the sack with you. I would set it up and you could make 5 or 6 hundred a night. Real high-class action only.” He replied his fingers now pinching my nipples gently.
“That sounds really exciting Chuck and I think I should be flattered but I don’t want to be an escort. I only want you for a client and that alone turns Justin and me on.” I answered thinking that it might be fun to try it sometime.
“Really Jan, this could be a great opportunity to sleep with some powerful men. You could try it a few times and see what you think.” Chuck was now pinching and turning my nipples and I was becoming more playful due to his touches.
“No Chuck, I don’t want to sleep with some powerful men. Justin and you are just fine for me. Umm… that sure feels nice when you do that.” I turned down that offer but was thinking that his fingers were making an offer of a different nature.
“I am glad you like this. Why don’t you clean me up right now?” Chuck asked as he sort of glanced downward towards his groin area.
“I had that in mind too; let me go get a warm washcloth.” I responded as I attempted to pull away.
“No, with your mouth.” He ordered as he locked a stare right into my soul.
I slowly uncoupled from him and slid downward on the bed until I was directly examining his penis. It appeared to be slumbering against his thigh, softly drawn-up into itself. It appeared to be sugar-glazed as it was coated with whitish mixture of his sperm and my juices. They had dried all over his cock and his balls. I hesitated for just an instant and then I opened my mouth and let my tongue slip from it.
I began by licking the head of his deflated manhood with my tongue. He tasted musky. The texture was rough at first from the dried coating but the saliva from my tongue softened the coating and I tasted the results of our coupling. I licked the head all around and then opened my mouth to take his still flaccid shaft into it. I sucked and licked his cock. My mouth watered from the taste and the nature of this act. I was not only playing the part of a whore, I felt like one too. Lapping up my juices and cleaning the spent cock of my customer.
“Jan that is so nice, your mouth is so warm and soft.” Chuck mumbled as I felt his hands stroking my hair in a gesture of closeness.
I nestled down into his pubic hair, his entire cock in my mouth, my tongue licking and flicking the sleeping serpent. I pulled his cock from my mouth and licked downward to his balls. They appeared to have almost a ring of crusted matter on them. It felt lumpy and crusty as my tongue softened it and then licked it up.
“I was hoping that you would accept my offer to be an escort. I thought that you would want to play the role of escort for a while. I just figured that if you asked Justin that he would encourage you to try it. He would really be excited about you doing this with other men.” Chuck spoke as I cleaned his cock.
“I’ll bet that Justin will want to get down and lick your slutty pussy when you get home won’t he? Eat all of my cum from your nasty hole.” Chuck’s cock began to stir as he spoke and I could feel little movements against my face as I tongued his balls.
“I know he sniffs and licks your panties after you date other men doesn’t he? Have you ever caught him sniffing your soiled panties?” Chuck’s voice became huskier as he spoke these words or so it appeared from my vantage point under his balls.
“Jan, lick all the way to my asshole.” Chuck ordered as he spread his legs and I moved to area below his balls but not to his ass. The hair that was between his legs was matted with the dried mixture of our two bodies. I licked at it and sucked some of it into my mouth. I was feeling very nasty and dirty as I continued to lick and clean him. I was feeling demeaned and I wanted to get up and shower. I wanted to wash the filth from my face and hair. I slowly continued my oral ministrations on my first john. I was thinking about how this must look to Chuck. He was really getting his money’s worth from me now. I licked lower but avoided any contact with his anal pore. Chuck seemed to notice this because he called it to my attention.
“Jan, clean-up my asshole too. Lick it all clean.” Chuck commanded his whore.
I tentatively licked at the brown, hair fringed anal opening. I was disgusted and I pulled myself up and slipped my mouth over Chuck’s cock which appeared to have gotten firmer over the last few minutes. I began to blow Chuck’s cock.
“Um…that is so nice my whore. You seemed to have missed tossing my salad, but I don’t mind, this time.” He chuckled as I felt him grow harder against my tongue.
Chuck reached down under my arms with his two hands and pulled me upwards until I was again facing him and we were looking into one another’s eyes. He appeared to enjoy the look of smeared lipstick and submission that I knew was all over my face. He kissed my lips gently and I knew he tasted us in my mouth.
“Jan, I have another proposal for you that I feel is one you might accept but first, I want you to know that I am glad that you turned down my offer to work as an escort. It would have been nice and it would have worked out very well for all of us but because you turned it down, it makes this offer possible.” I had no idea what Chuck had in mind and I reached down and began stroking his cock.
“Jan, as I said before, I know that Justin is a boy that appreciates the scent of your soiled panties. I’ll bet he has jacked-off with many pairs of them. I also know how great your pussy smells so I don’t blame him.”
“I don’t think so Chuck. Justin has never sniffed my undies.” I answered as his cock twitched and grew in my hand.
“How do you know that Jan? Have you ever asked him? I’ll bet you that if you try you can watch him sniff and lick the crotch of your panties.” Chuck boasted as he began to palm my breasts. I was again feeling horny and I felt my already wet pussy moisten further.
“No I have never asked him. That is disgusting. Justin can sniff and lick the real thing anytime he wants to.” I replied anger rising in my voice.
“I seemed to have touched a nerve, Jan. Now here is my proposition for you.” Chuck smiled and looked deeply into my eyes again. His hand movements had increased to a milking motion on my boobs. I looked deeply into his eyes and sighed heavily from the electric feelings cursing through my breasts every time he pulled them towards him. He appeared to be not just milking them but kneading them like bread dough.
“I no longer want you to be my whore, my escort. I want you to agree to be my mistress. Now before you say anything, just hear me out.” Chuck’s words almost slapped me due to the nature of the discussion.
“Chuck, I am happily married to Justin and I love him very much. I could never even consider leaving him.” I explained as I felt my nipples bulge outward as Chuck kept milking my boobs.
“No Jan. I know you are happily married and I know that you love Justin very much. That is why I made this offer. I don’t want you to leave him and I don’t want you to love me. This is another business relationship between the two of us and I am absolutely sure Justin will jump at the chance for you to be my mistress.” Chuck was still looking deeply into my eyes and he was continuing to stimulate me. I was panting as he spoke to me.
“Here is the arrangement. You and I will get together just like we did this Wednesday night but we will also get together every other weekend, and also at least a couple of vacations a year. You will be my companion and mistress on a part-time basis. I will pay you 500 dollars a week and buy you nice clothes and gifts. I will take you on my boat and trips to exciting places.”
“But Chuck…” I interrupted and I also was starting to pump his now fully erect cock.
“Please Jan, let me finish. You and I will no longer be whore and customer but mistress and boyfriend. We will be in an entirely different relationship. I will treat you like a queen and you will travel with me, go places on my arm and of course we will continue to fuck and suck as much as possible.” Chuck finished his proposal and smiled at me. I didn’t know what to think initially so I quietly played with his manhood. “Chuck, that sounds great, I mean I am flattered but I would have to ask Justin. I am not sure. I need to think it over.” I answered. Chuck smiled a broad smile and then said.
“Jan here is a little wager. I’ll bet you that Justin will want to eat your pussy when he hears that it is filled with my spunk. But here is the wager. If Justin sniffs and licks the crotch of your little g-string there, then you have to spend this weekend with me on my boat at Saugatuck starting Friday evening, if not then you guys just plain sit down and make your decision.” Chuck now had my attention; he also had both of my nipples in his finger tips and was pinching them and twisting them harder than he had before. I liked the way it caused my nipples to burn and ache.
“Okay, Chuck, I’ll take your wager.” I grinned back at him and ran my fingers of my right hand over the head of his cock which was now lubricated by his pre-cum that had oozed from the little slit on the top of it.
Chuck continued to pinch and twist my nipples and this eventually caused me to cry out from the pain. He smirked and backed off a little from the pressure level that had hurt me. I tried to pull back but he held by my nipples. Chuck then told me that he wanted to fuck me doggie style and he had me kneel at the top of the bed with my hands on the top of the headboard of the bed. I complied and he came around behind me to begin his coupling.
“This is how the stud dog mounts the bitch in heat. Are you my little bitch in heat Jan?” Chuck asked as his cock nuzzled at the entrance to my pussy. I felt his cock prodding at the lips of my cunt and I spread my kneeling thighs further apart to accept his big cock.
“Mount this bitch. I am your bitch in heat, my stud dog. Fuck your bitch hard!” I exclaimed as his cock found its target.
Chuck’s hard cock slipped easily into my very wet and very ready pussy. It slid almost entirely into me on his first stroke. I held on tightly to the headboard and wiggled my ass backwards to assist Chuck’s complete entry into my pussy. He thrust his hips hard and his thighs slapped against my buns, he was in me completely.
“Oh my big dog, fuck me hard. God that feels so great!” I exclaimed as he began humping me.
Chuck began a hard pumping motion while his hands gripped my hips roughly. He stuffed his cock into me with hard strokes. He would pull his cock out of me until only the tip remained inside of my pussy lips then he would grab on to me quite roughly and slam his cock all the way back inside. It felt wonderful and I was falling into his rhythm. I squeezed my pussy down onto his cock with every stroke. I moaned and sighed; calling Chuck’s name every time I felt the beginnings of my orgasm. Chuck stopped stroking and withdrew almost the entire length of his cock from my love tunnel.
“Okay bitch, you do the work now.” He ordered. Chuck held his cock at the entrance to my pussy and made me push myself back onto his hardness. I would slide him completely into me then I would pull myself back off from him. I was doing all the work of stroking his cock with my pussy. On every stroke I would squeeze and milk his cock for him. He was grunting and huffing from my efforts and I knew he couldn’t last much longer. I also knew that I only needed a few more of his strokes and I would be enjoying my pleasure.
Chuck leaned over on to my back with his body on my next backwards stroke. His arms reached around until his hands found my breasts. His fingers found their target; my nipples, and he started pinching and rolling them. He began humping very deliberately into my quivering pussy. I was wide open to his cock and I could feel the ridge along the top of it. It felt so wonderful and so filling. I started to cum; he heard my squeals and pinched both of my nipples harder. I arched my back and with one final thrust he buried his cock in me and held on tightly as I thrashed about underneath him.
He was unmerciful with his pinches and I opened my mouth and loudly wailed as my orgasm washed completely over me. I squealed, I screamed and I came completely. Chuck’s cock was spasming into me as he came and spewed his seed deep into my belly. I wanted this feeling to continue on and on as I had a series of small orgasm from his cock. Finally, we collapsed onto the bed. Chuck holding tightly onto my nipples with his fingers, his teeth buried in the nape of my neck, and his cock lolling around in the wetness that we had created. My pussy felt like a swamp as we jerked and sighed together.
We must have drifted off into a post-coital slumber because we both awoke with a start as the clock radio beside the bed began playing music. I glanced at the illuminated numbers on its face, 1:30. Chuck stirred and snuggled closer to me. He was behind me, holding me in a spoon position, his spent manhood lying in slumber between my buns. It felt wonderful and I was wishing that the moment wouldn’t end.
“Clean me up Jan and then we should head on home.” Chuck suggested as he unwrapped his arms from my body. I began to slide down his body to take his used and sticky member into my mouth when he stopped me.
“No honey, how about a warm washcloth this time, and bring two, so I can wash you too.” He corrected me with a tenderness I had not expected from him.
I got out of the big king-sized bed and went into the bathroom. The vision in the wall- size mirror scared me. I looked a sight. My hair was tangled and tossed; I looked like I had been through a storm. My makeup especially around my eyes was smeared and messy. I looked horrible. I sat on the toilet and felt the spent remains of Chuck’s cum drip from my contented pussy. I spread my self wide so that as much as possible could run from inside of me. I knew there would be plenty there for Justin’s creampie that he would be home waiting for me to bring to him. My body appeared well worn and bruised from our animal-like sexual activities.
I brushed my hair, washed my face and reapplied a bit of makeup. A quick spray of cologne and I walked out to Chuck’s slumbering body lying underneath the covers of the bed. I gently touched his shoulder and quietly whispered to him; so as not to startle my sleeping lover.
“Chuck, Chuck sweetie. Here let me wash you up.” I called as I slipped into bed beside him.
Chuck stirred awake and I began gentle cleaning his totally spent cock and balls that were coated in a drying film testifying to our recent actions. The cock that had once pleasured me looked again like a slumbering serpent as I finished cleaning and examining it. I lay back so that Chuck could cleanse my pussy that he was now closely examining.
“No, Jan, it would be best if you left your slut cunt filled with my cum so that Justin can clean you properly with his tongue.” Chuck said as he began to search for my panties.
“You should probably put these on soon so that Justin won’t lose any of the creamy treat that I left inside you.” He recommended as he twirled my g-string on his fingers with a sly smile.
We both slowly dressed between kisses and hugs. Chuck seemed to take great pleasure in watching me dress and putting myself into order. He also liked to play his fingers over my thighs and buns as I stood arranging my clothing into a presentable state. I helped him pull his boxers on and kissed the tip of his cock just before I hid it with his underwear. After we were finished dressing we stood in a tight embrace at the entry to the hotel room. We kissed and our tongues entwined once again. Chuck could not keep his hands off from my butt and I feared that we would soon be tugging our clothes off from one another again.
“Here Jan is another hundred dollars. You were great and I thoroughly enjoyed myself with you my whore.” Chuck said with as he handed me the money. I immediately felt cheap and trashy. He never failed to make me feel like a slut. I took the money and put it with the rest of the cash he had given me into my purse.
“Thanks Chuck, the pleasure was all mine.” I replied trying to manage as genuine of a smile as I could through my humiliation.
“About my offer, think about it seriously. It will be entirely different with us, trust me.” Chuck directed as he attempted to make me feel better about myself, at least I thought so.
“Why don’t you leave your soiled panties lying around where Justin can find them and you can watch him fondle and smell them, you will see that I am right?” He teased as he opened the door to the room and we walked into the softly lit hallway. We walked arm and arm to the elevator. Chuck kept his arm firmly around my waist and held me close to him. In the elevator he kissed me and caressed my butt underneath my dress. Chuck appeared to enjoy feeling my body with his fingers. Just before the door opened he cupped my mound through my panties and squeezed. I could feel myself becoming aroused again.



Chuck walked me to my car and told me he would see me at work tomorrow. We kissed and I got in and began my drive home to my husband. I knew that there would be time to make a decision but I already had my mind made up. I reflected on how I felt about the night as I drove home in silence.
Jan got home a little after 2:20. I knew this because I had a very fitful sleep and I awoke to any sound that I thought might be her coming home from her date. I heard her open the door and come into our apartment. She finally made it into the bedroom where she got into bed and began telling me this tale.
I was so excited, so thrilled by her story and how she looked that my heart was beating through my chest. I honestly had difficult time breathing from the sexual tension and lust that her story gave me. Her breasts appeared bruised and had love bites and pinch marks on them from Chuck’s rough treatment of her. Her pussy looked so lovely in its used and well ridden condition. Her lips gapped open and Chuck’s cum ran in small rivulets down her thighs and to her ass. She looked like she had been well fucked by him and I could not wait to taste her.
I laid her down and spread her thighs. I began licking and sucking on her puffy pussy lips. I loved the taste of her pussy and especially the musky tanginess of Chuck’s cum that I dug out of her pussy with my tongue. I rolled my face around in between her thighs and I felt the stickiness cling to my face. I was in heaven. After I had sucked and licked as much cum as I could from Jan’s nasty used cunt I asked if I could have sloppy seconds.
“God Jan, I love you so much. You are the best wife in the world. Did you have fun? Was the sex great? Can I have sloppy seconds?” I begged for an answer.
“It was wonderful, I came so many times. He fucked me twice with his big cock. No you can’t have sloppy seconds; you may have sloppy thirds my honey.” She replied with a sigh.
I climbed on top of her and my cock slid right into her sloppy swamp of a cunt. In fact I wasn’t sure I was in because I felt no friction at all. She even asked me if I was in yet even though I was buried to the balls inside of her pussy. My cock felt like it was in warm butter. The feeling was so great; so warm and wonderful. I tried fucking her with my usual motion but I felt no friction and no resistance from her well-worm pussy. No matter what I tried I could not get enough traction on my cock to stimulate it to cum.
“Tell me again about how he made you clean his cock of your juices?” I asked Jan in an attempt to stimulate myself enough to get off.
“In a very commanding and demeaning voice, Chuck ordered me to suck my juices and his sperm from his cock…”
With just that little bit of talk I came hard. The entire evening’s pent up sexual energy forced me to shoot off immediately into Jan’s pussy. It felt so wonderful, so great, and then I drifted off to sleep.
The alarm went off at 6:30 and I felt Jan drag her nearly comatose form from the bed. I immediately thought of the used and crusty panties that she had worn home from her night out with her client, Chuck. I wondered how they would feel and smell, steeped with her dried sex juices. I crept from the bed and looked around on the floor for her soiled undies. No luck. I quietly crept into the bathroom and looked on the tiled floor; nothing. Ah, the hamper by the door. With a stealth-like movement I slowly opened the lid to the white wicker container. There on the very top of the pile were her g-string panties. I grabbed them and noticed the harshness of the material.
I held the tiny prize in my hand and looked over to Jan in the shower. She could not see me as I could barely make out her form through the steamy glass. I opened the panties and examined the crotch. It was literally a mass of crusty white material. It felt moist to the touch. I pulled them to my face and over my nose. I inhaled deeply. The aroma was intoxicating. They smelled of Jan and her pussy. I felt myself immediately become hard. I envisioned Chuck’s hard cock buried in her tiny pussy and I sniffed again. I thought I detected a movement in the shower so I stuffed the panties in my hand and snuck back to bed to be alone with this treasure.
Jan turned off the water and came out of the shower just as I came in my hand. I had her panties over my face and I was licking and sucking the dried matter from the lacy material. I cleaned my cum from my cock and got myself dressed. I prepared breakfast as Jan dressed for work.
She came out into the small breakfast nook area and I noticed that though she appeared tired she looked radiant. I truly love this woman, I thought, as she sat down and picked up her coffee cup with her small and delicate hand. She looked up and me and smiled.
“I love you Justin.” She softly said to me as she smiled into my face.
“I love you too Jan, forever.” I replied with the largest smile I could possibly make with my mouth.
“Chuck had an interesting wager with me last night, want to hear it?”
“Sure, what was your wager?” I grinned hoping that it would be something sexual. I felt a tingle in my groan as I waited for her response.
“Chuck bet me that you would eat his cum from my well-used pussy last night.” She answered while gazing at me with a smirk on her lovely lips.
“Okay, but he knew I ate your pussy before didn’t he?” I retorted a little disappointed by the wager.
“Yes but that wasn’t our bet. He bet me that you would sniff and lick my dirty panties from last night and I saw you doing that as you played with yourself in bed while I was showering.” She admitted with a grin. She looked so lovely I just had to stare at her.
“Yeah, maybe I sniffed and licked your panties; they smelled so wonderful filled with the scent of your drippy pussy.” I admitted somewhat sheepishly. “So what was the bet?”
“Chuck bet me that you would do that and if you did I would have to spend the weekend with him on his boat. Looks like Chuck won!” She exclaimed.
“Not a bad bet I would have to say, we all won!” And with that we both started laughing.
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Chapter 6: Jan Meets Dr. Bob
(For those of you who have been regular readers of our adventures between my wife Jan and her boyfriend Chuck here is the long awaited next chapter. We are sorry it took so long to chronicle this part of the story but between Jan dating Chuck and our careers, "life got in the way". If you are not familiar with our story please see the previous chapters.)
Sunday night, 10:00pm, I am lying in bed waiting for Jan to return home from her second weekend as Chuck's mistress. The details had been worked out between the two of them with my blessing of course. Jan would date Chuck every Wednesday night after work and then she would be his every other weekend. He would also have her for two-one week vacation a year. What was her end of the deal? So far it was $500 per week and some very nice and sexy clothes. My end of the deal is being married to the hottest and most sensual creature in the world and a hot bedtime story right after each of Jan's dates with Chuck.
Jan was now getting paid an additional 2 hundred dollars a week from work and Chuck gave her an additional 3 hundred dollars in cash every Wednesday after their evening together. He was able to work the extra money out as Chuck was vice president of the accounting and finance department at work. Jan liked the additional money and the new charge account at Victoria's secret that Chuck had surprised her with during their last date. She was able to purchase several hundred dollars of sexy lingerie and panties to keep Chuck happy every month.
I was finding myself walking around with a continual erection as I replayed the scenes that Jan had described to me from her sexual encounters as Chuck's paid mistress, that and the forced abstinence that Chuck had insisted upon for two days before their dates. This meant that every other week I would only have sex with Jan on Wednesday nights after she returned back home to me as we needed to abstain from intercourse per her agreement with Chuck. I had no problem with this forced celibacy as it made me desire Jan that much more. Chuck had insisted upon Jan not having had my cock in her for two days before their dates because he did not want to eat another man's cum from Jan's sexy little pussy. I secretly wondered if Chuck were simply trying to control my sex life with Jan, my wife of five years. This too excited me!
I had had a hard-on for most of the weekend as Jan had left on Thursday morning with Chuck as they were taking his boat to Chicago and they wanted to be able to spend as much time as they could in the Windy city. I was almost starting to get worried about Jan and Chuck's safety when I heard her key in the garage door lock. I heard her open and shut the door, then her slowly making her way through the house and to the bedroom. My heart was thumping loudly in my chest as I heard her approaching me.
"Hi sweetie! Did I wake you?" She asked with a big smile as she strolled into the bedroom.
"No way, I was just sitting her thinking about you." I answered as I pulled the covers back and leapt out of bed to give her a welcome kiss and hug. As we got closer to one another I noticed that Jan was dressed in an expensive white knit sweater and a pair of tiny blue shorts. I could make out her tanned breasts and perky nipples through material.
"That's a pretty hot sweater!" I exclaimed as I drew her into my arms and our mouths crushed together. Our arms went around each others backs and we hugged each other tightly.
"God, I missed you so much! I loudly whispered into her ear as we clung to each other. "Oh Justin, I missed you too.' She replied as she squeezed me tightly to her. "I wanted to get home to you so badly but the lake was a little rough and we made bad time."
"How was your boat trip?" I asked when we finally came up for air. We both tumbled to the bed and lay down face to face on our sides.
"Oh baby, it was great but whoa do these guys have money!" She replied as she ran her finger tips over my face and into my hair.
"Really? Is this sweater an example of this money?" I asked as I fingered the material of Jan's sweater and ran my hands onto her breasts.
"Justin, the boat we took to Chicago was awesome." She replied and then she began her tale of the weekend.
I left here about eleven on Thursday morning and I drove to Chuck's house. I was wearing a pair of tiny white shorts and my low cut, blue, cropped-top; you know the one that barely covers my boobs. I hadn't worn a bra and I had to wear a white thong because the shorts are so small and tight. I was wearing those new sandals you like with the thick heels and the straps. I had on the diamond earrings and matching tennis bracelet that Chuck had bought me the weekend we went to Saugatuck.
Chuck grabbed me up and kissed me as soon as he pulled me from his front porch into his house. His tongue found its way halfway down my throat as he hugged me tight and caressed my buns.
"Wow you sexy little thing, you look good enough to eat." He grinned as his large hands played on my bare back and slid into the top of my shorts.
"You look very hot yourself, my sexy man." I answered as I held him tight as his hands continued to explore my body.
"If we didn't have to get going I would throw you down and eat you right here in the foyer." He complained as his hands left my shorts and slid around under my shirt.
"Hmm…what's this naked tits?" He grinned as his fingers found my bare breasts and cupped them in his large hands.
I grinned back at him and reached for his cock through his shorts. I found it to be already half erect and I squeezed it gently.
"Is this big thing for me?" I asked with a sly smile as I continued to fondle my lover.
"All this and more." Chuck groaned as he felt my nipples growing erect due to his touch. "But we have to leave now."
Chuck and I broke our embrace and he explained that we were meeting some people at the boat and we needed to get going. We climbed into Chuck's new white Mercedes convertible after loading our bags into the trunk. As soon as we were on the interstate heading towards Lake Michigan Chuck started to caress my inner thigh with the hand that had been resting on my knee.
"I sure could use one of your sweet wet blow jobs." He hinted as his hand worked upward into my lap.
"Sure baby, no problem." I agreed as I unhooked my seatbelt and slid over to Chuck side of the car. "I would just love to suck that big manly cock of yours."
My hand went to Chuck's shorts and I unzipped the zipper on them and reached in for his partially erect cock. I slipped my hand beneath the elastic waistband of his silky briefs and reached for his cock. The skin of his cock was warm and soft in my hand. I played with it for a few minutes as Chuck sighed and made little groaning sounds. I knew he liked what I was doing. I pulled down his underwear and his manhood stood straight up out of the opening of his shorts. I put my head down into his lap and I could smell Chuck's clean but musky scent as my mouth approached his cock. I began licking the large head with soft kitty licks. I then kissed the tip and Chuck sighed.
"Oh I like the way you work." He whispered as I took the head of his dick into my mouth and played with it. I licked the head and then I rolled it around in the front of my mouth.
"Hurry Jan, suck me off." He ordered. I felt his hand on my head and I knew what the man wanted. I opened my mouth further and took the entire length of Chuck's cock into my mouth and the head pushed against the back of throat. I swallowed and his cock entered my throat as his balls touched my face. It felt large and hot against my throat.
"Ah, that's it you slut, just like that." Chuck moaned as he patted my head like his pet. I relaxed my throat and began moving my mouth up and down on his cock. I felt Chuck's hand leave my head and slide down my back towards my butt. I continued to suck and deep throat his cock and he moaned and groaned as he began hunching up into my mouth.
"I'll bet Justin enjoyed your nice sloppy pussy filled with my cum the other night didn't he. He probably ate all of my cum from your drippy hole. He buried his face right into that smelly cunt filled with a real man's spunk." Chuck chortled as his hand slid down to my shorts covered buns and his finger tried to worm into my ass through the material of my shorts.
"Um…how's my nice tight ass, ready for Daddy's hard cock? Justin probably didn't even get to try it because it was too sore from the fucking I gave you." As he tried to push his finger right into my ass. It felt arousing to have Chuck's big finger working to invade my anal passage. I kept sucking and taking his cock all the way into my mouth as he kept talking to me.
I felt his orgasm approaching before he acknowledged it because his cock began to swell in my throat and mouth.
"Ah, Jan you are the best cocksucker." He shouted as I felt the first shot of his hot spunk hit the back of my throat. "Oh, baby swallow it all." He ordered as I started swallowing his entire load. I continued to suck his cock as he drained his balls into my mouth. The worst part of a blow job is how horny it makes me and I know I am not going to get relief for a while.
After I finished swallowing his cum Chuck had me lick his cock clean and then tuck it back into his shorts. He smiled at me with a big cheesy smile as I sat up and tried to straighten my appearance.
"Do I look okay, Chuck? I asked as I tried to arraignment my clothes back in order.
"You look marvelous my dear just like a whore who has just finished a blow job." He replied. I don't know why but when he says stuff like that it usually makes me excited rather than ashamed. I could feel the wetness in my pussy increase from the erotic event I had just performed for my lover.
Once I was straighten up I tried to slide back to my own side of the car but Chuck stopped me.
"No you cute little thing why don't you just stay beside me so that I can enjoy your sexy body." He complimented me as his arm slid around me and he cupped my right breast underneath my shirt. His fingers found my nipple and he teased it.
"What cute little titties you have Jan and such hard little nipples too." He taunted me as he enjoyed my state of excitement.
"Why don't you take off your shirt so I can enjoy your tiny titties?" He smiled as he said these words to me. I blushed a bit but quickly I complied with Chuck's request and pulled my shirt up and over my head. This action left my breasts fully exposed and I was embarrassed by my nudity.
"Chuck do you think I have tiny titties?" I asked as I waited for his response.
"Yes you are quite small breasted, what size are you anyway?" He asked as he began pulling and twisting my nipples more roughly than he had before.
"I am a 34b, which Justin says are just right for him." I replied trying to defend my honor but my face blushed crimson in shame.
"A woman like you should have at least 36's if not 38's." He replied with a nod and a wink of his eye.
"Oh you think so huh?" I replied to his teasing.
"I certainly do and I would be glad to pay for them for you too!" He retorted.
"You would? I'll bet they are real expensive." Was my reply.
"What do I care if they are expensive and beside I know the best cosmetic surgeon in the country. You have to understand Jan, that I have all the money I need and I want to spend it on my little mistress so she will be happy and keep me happy too." Chuck explained to me like he was talking to a child. I stared at him with my bare chest and his hands still fondling me.
"Jan, Jan, Jan, money is no object and if you want new boobs, I'll buy you new boobs." He informed me as he drove the sporty car off the exit ramp and got onto the road leading to the marina where Chuck slipped his boat.
"Thanks for the offer Chuck but I like natural breasts and besides I don't think I should let you pay for surgery for me." I replied.
"Slip down your shorts, I want to play with your clit, maybe get you off before we get there. Would you like that?" He ordered me with a playful smile stealing across his lips.
"Chuck I would love it but someone might see and we don't have much time." I pleaded as he continued to arouse me through my nipples.
"Did I ask you?" He said with a slightly raised voice, his eyes staring into mine.
"No but…" I tried to reply but he quickly cut me off by saying.
"Down with the shorts and panties and spread those legs far apart for me so I can see my sweet Jan's pussy." Chuck ordered with a hint of gloat to his voice. I unsnapped and unzipped my shorts quickly as I began to comply with his demands. I then lifted up my ass from the seat and pulled the white cotton shorts and the thong panty down and they were quickly to my feet. I spread my thighs widely apart opening myself up for Chuck's inspection.
"That's better. I can't believe that you would deny the pleasures of a man who pays for that pussy and offers to pay for you to have the boobs of your dreams. Chuck scolded me as his hand left my breast and found its way to the tuft of brown hair just above my pussy. He pulled at the tuft causing shivers of delight to run down my spine. His fingers then slid downward and he began to probe my pussy lips with his finger.
"My, my, what a naughty wet slut you are. Your pussy is soaked." He then slid his finger all the way into me and then pulled it out and placed it into his mouth. He appeared to be savoring my juices with his mouth. He pulled his finger from him mouth and remarked.
"Um…what a wonderful flavor." Chuck then began rubbing my clit lightly with his finger tip. He was making little circles right above my clit and would slip his finger over it every now and then. It felt wonderful and I sat back and let him begin to masturbate me as he drove. Chuck was a master and he soon had me at the brink of my orgasm but just before I crashed over the edge he stopped.
"Do you want me to stop now?" He teased as he looked at me. "Tell me, do you want me to keep going?"
"Yes, please Chuck, don't stop." I begged as he ran his finger lightly on my belly.
"No, I don't think so." He continued to deny my pleasure.
"Please, please Chuck? What do you want baby? Tell me?" I continued to beg for my release.
"Tell me that you are my slut for my pleasure." He commanded as he slowly inched his finger down toward my clit.
"I am your slut Chuck, for your pleasure." I complied as I hoped he would finger me just a few more seconds to completion.
"Tell me you'll be evaluated for bigger titties." He ordered me as his finger got closer to my clitty.
"Okay, okay…I'll be evaluated for bigger boobs just do it." I replied through clenched teeth. Chuck took great delight as his finger made contact with my slippery little clit and he fingered me to orgasm.
"Oh yes, oh baby, God that is sooo good." I moaned as Chuck made me cum like the slut I was becoming for him.
I finished cumming and I lay back in the leather seat enjoying the after glow of my orgasm. I could feel the wetness of the leather seat from the dribbling of my juices onto it.
"Hey, were almost there you better get dressed unless you want to get out of the car naked." He said as he made the turn onto the road leading to the marina parking lot. I quickly grabbed my panties and shorts and pulled them over my hips and zipped and snapped them up. I then gathered up my shirt and pulled it over my head. The car stopped as my shirt covered my boobs.
"Man, Chuck, that was close!" I exclaimed as we slowed to a stop in front of a large luxury yacht. We both laughed as we stopped and got out of the car.
Chuck had stopped the car in front of a large white motor yacht that was definitely not his. I did not recognize the older man and young woman who walked towards us from the front of the boat. A large smile broke across the face of the distinguished man as he extended his hand to me.
"So, you must be Jan, Chuck has told me so much about you." He said with a pleasant but booming voice. "You are even lovelier than he had described. I am Bob."
"Hello Bob I am Jan, and you say the kindest things." I replied with a blush and a smile. I turned to look at Chuck and he was embracing a young blond-haired woman of about my age. As they hugged I noticed that she sported a pair of very large breasts. They were so large that there was no question that they were enhanced and did not really go with her frame or her build. They broke their embrace when Chuck and she shared a quick kiss on the lips.
"Jan this is Cheri, Cheri this is Jan, my girlfriend." Chuck announced as he made the introductions.
Cheri smiled at me and extended her arms to give me a friendly hug. I could feel her large chest poke out into my much smaller boobs and keep us apart as we hugged. Her perfume smelled lovely and seductive. She was a very beautiful woman who looked like a model.
After the introductions, Bob told us that we should get aboard and Cheri would show us to our cabin, and he and Chuck would get the boat underway. Cheri was dressed in a tight white t-shirt and a pair of crisp yellow shorts which appeared to be made of silk. I watched her sway her sexy little ass as she led me down the stairway leading below to the cabins. She took me through a large living room area and into a large cabin which held a queen-sized bed and furniture.
"This is your cabin." She instructed as she led me into the room. "I think the bed will be comfortable for you. If not you can come sleep with us." She winked as she looked me in the eyes and smiled in a seductive manner. I guess I looked a bit surprised so she said.
"Just kidding honey, though I wouldn't mind getting you in my bed."
Cheri showed me to the bathroom and told me that they called it a "head" on the boat. She then asked if I had brought my swimming suit because she thought it might be fun to lay-out on the deck and tease the boys. I told her I had and she then said.
"Why don't you put it on and we will go lay out?" Then with a smile she added. "I hope its sexy 'cause I want to see your hot body."
With that she patted me on the arm and left me in our room. I was feeling kind of weird due to her innuendoes and her attempts at seduction but I blew it off thinking that I was just being silly and that she was probably trying to be friendly. I took off my top and looked at my bare breasts in the large mirror that covered the wall near the bed.
"Maybe I am kind of small." I thought to myself as I looked at my reflection in the mirror. I turned to the side and evaluated my profile. "Cute butt, flat tummy, who needs big boobs anyway." I laughed to myself and finished undressing. I had packed a little string bikini that Chuck had helped me pick out last weekend when we were together. It was a shiny metallic t-back that revealed both of my buns to the world. The top was nothing more than two triangular patches to cover my nipples. I would not normally wear anything like this but it was Chuck's money and I was Chuck's mistress.
I tied a transparent sarong around my waist as an attempt at modesty and to bolster my courage to leave the cabin and reveal myself to the eyes of strangers. I felt the boat begin to vibrate as I made my way out of the cabin door into the hallway leading back to the deck. The day was a perfect one to be on the big lake; bright blue skies with nary a cloud in sight. The sunlight blinded me as I climbed the steps and stepped out into the beautiful day. I pulled my dark Raybans from the top of my head onto my face. Cheri greeted my arrival with a smile and a large plastic tumbler.
"Jan you look lovely." She said as she touched my shoulder with her hand. "How about a margarita?" She added as she handed me a large plastic tumbler filled with a slushy mixture.



"Thanks Cheri. A margarita sounds tasty." I replied as I took the container from her hand.
We made our way to the bow of the boat where Cheri had laid out a pair of tanning mats and several towels for our use. The guys were up above us in a flying bridge that served as an auxiliary steering and navigating area, they waved and smiled at us as we took our positions on the deck.
Cheri looked so gorgeous that I found myself staring at her in awe. She wore a bright pink string bikini with a tiny string of butt floss between her cheeks and a miniscule top, which she removed as soon as she sat down on her towel covered mat. Her breasts were very large and stood out proudly from her chest. The nipples on them were perfectly centered on her breasts and they appeared picture perfect. They were like the boobs from one of those men's magazines, like Playboy or Hustler. I immediately felt jealous and self-conscience of my own chest but Cheri started talking with me and I forgot my feelings of inadequacy.
"You know sweetie you are going to catch a nasty burn if you don't put on some lotion." She said with a cute smile as she handed me a bottle of Coppertone 15. I thanked her and applied the lotion to the front of my body.
"Hey Jan, let's give the guys a real thrill, why don't you take off you top and tan your titties?" She asked as she kind of pushed out her chest towards me. I hesitated a moment but with a shrug I took off my top and revealed my breasts to the world for the first time. It felt naughty and obscene but quite freeing to show my boobs to the world. It felt a thrill run through my body and center itself between my legs as I looked down at my white nakedness. I lay down and tried to forget I was lying out topless for the world to see.
The frozen margaritas were tasty and refreshing and I soon found myself draining my second one. Cheri quickly refilled my drink and I thanked her with a smile.
"Gee Cheri, those are sure great margaritas, just right and I don't taste any tequila in them." I commented as I took a big sip of the new slushy mixture in my tumbler.
"There are tasty but be careful, they are loaded with Cuero Especial. They will kick your ass if you are not careful!" She warned with a big grin as she appeared to be surveying my naked body. I felt kind of sexy and smiled right back at her.
"Speaking of careful, did you put sun block on your boobies, they are awful white?" She asked and with that I saw her reach for the bottle of 45 lotion. Suddenly I felt a warm and slippery hand fondle my right breast. At first I just reveled in the massage I was receiving then it dawned on me. Cheri was touching and rubbing my breast!
I sat up with a start and looked right at her as she grasped both of my boobs in her hands and gently rubbed the white lotion into my skin. I grasped both of her wrists in my hands to stop her and her hands froze right where they were.
"What's the matter sweetie, did I startle you? I am sorry I just love touching your soft white skin." She purred at me with a friendliness that disarmed me.
"No…it's…just…that I am not in the habit of having another woman touching me." I explained quite harshly as I noticed that even with my hands holding her she was now rubbing her fingers around my nipples with the slippery lotion. I found myself starting to respond to her touches.
"It's not like I haven't felt titties before sugar, just lie back and enjoy this." She softly explained as she continued to arouse me.
"Cheri, please I am not like that!" I sound a bit loudly which caused her to stop and look me in the eye.
"Oh Jan, just relax and lighten up, it's just us girls out here in the sun playing. Besides you seem to be enjoying what I am doing." She giggled mischievously as she continued to smile at me and gently pinch my nipples. She then took her hands from my nipples and began to massage lotion into her own huge breasts.
"Cheri, I am sorry, I just feel uncomfortable with a woman being so intimate with me." I explained but her actions seem to have ignited something inside me and my nipples were erect and I could feel the wetness in my crotch. I felt suddenly aroused so I took a big drink of my drink and turned over onto my tummy to relax and sleep.
"Janie, honey, could you put some lotion on my back, I can't reach it and I don't want to burn?" It was Cheri voice breaking me out of my sun and alcohol induced haze.
"Sure Cheri." I cheerfully answered as I looked at her lovely body laid out before me. Her backside was a pretty as her front side. She had a slim little waist and a cute tight butt that was completely revealed to me. I started rubbing lotion on her shoulders. They were soft and slippery under my ministrations. I then worked down her soft curvy back and over the band of material at her waist.
"No wait." She ordered as she reached down and pulled off the bottoms of her bathing suit leaving a totally naked Cheri lying in front of me.
I tried to maintain my composure and continued rubbing lotion down her hips and onto her shapely brown buns. I felt a head rush as I found myself rubbing lotion into her soft but firm ass cheeks. God, was she a wonderfully beautiful creature. I got some more lotion and continued down her thighs and to her calves. As I ran my hands back up her legs Cheri spread her legs a bit and I found my hands slide between her thighs on their journey. I almost touched her pussy as I approached it but I stopped myself but I could not stop myself from glancing between her legs at her completely bare pussy. I noticed her pussy lips and the drop of dew that appeared to be clinging to them. I averted my gaze and pulled my hands back from the body of this woman who was obviously trying to seduce me.
"Don't stop now sweetie, you have me just getting started." She teased as she looked over her shoulder at me and grinned.
I picked up my drink and took as large a sip as I could without giving myself a headache. The melted mixture still tasted great and I finished it off and then lay back down to dwell upon the scene that seemed to be taking place here. I was just feeling the effects of the warm sun and the large amount of alcohol I had consumed when Cheri voice entered my slumber.
"Here Jan, let me return the favor and put some lotion of your buns."
Before I could reply or move I felt her warm hands on my shoulders. Her motions caused me to relax even further and I felt myself slipping outside of my consciousness. Her hands and the warm lotion felt so good on my neck, my shoulders and my back. Soon Cheri was gently touching the area of my lower back and I sighed aloud. She continued to relax me and soon I heard her voice again.
"Raise up for me a sec." Her voice said and I lifted my hips from the towel covered mat.
I felt Cheri's fingers slip around the elastic that held my bathing suit on my hips and gently but firmly tug them down over my buns. I should have stopped her but I couldn't stop the feelings I was experiencing so I allowed her to continue. She tugged a little harder and the material between my legs and over my pussy lips came free and I felt a rush of air on my nether lips. I moaned a little and spread my legs a bit to allow the suit to come off more easily. She came to my knees and I lay back down and lifted my feet so she could take my suit completely off.
Cheri resumed her application of lotion to my very relaxed but very aroused body. Cheri started rubbing lotion into my buns and I tensed up for a second but she started gently talking and cooing at me and I relaxed. I felt myself falling under her spell. She rubbed lotion into my buns for a while and then I felt her hand gently massaging my inner thigh. I nervously clamped my thighs tightly shut and she removed her hand from my body and she lay back down beside me.
After about an hour of sleeping I felt a shadow block the warmth of the sun from my body. At first I figured that it must be a cloud blocking the sun but I soon opened my eyes and found a very nude and very aroused Chuck hovering over me.
"Hey sleepyhead, wake up or you're going to get burned. I want you to come up here and talk with me and doctor Bob."
"Hi Chuck, have I been sleeping long?" I asked while I attempted to collect my thoughts.
"No, only an hour or so. Put on your sarong and come on up to the top deck." He replied as he helped me to my feet. Chuck wrapped his large arms around me and gave me a strong hug and a deep kiss.
We soon broke off the kiss and I went to put my bathing suit back on so I could keep some modesty. Chuck stopped me and explained that he wanted me to be "nice" to Dr. Bob so I should just wear the sarong. I shrugged and wondered about the meeting of the word "nice".
As I climbed up the shiny silver ladder, I was very aware of my nudity and the way I was feeling kind of drunk and kind of shy at the same time. Dr. Bob was seated at the large console that controlled the boat and he glanced up with a large smile as he saw me. Chuck sat down in the large captain's chair on the side of Dr. Bob and pulled me onto his lap as he sat down.
"Well Jan, Chuck tells me you are an executive assistant at the Ad firm." He said in a warm relaxed manner while glancing over at my face. His eyes did not linger on my face long and soon he was surveying my nearly naked body. His eyes locked onto my chest with both of my erect nipples.
"Yes, I have been there for a couple of years." I replied trying to take his attention from my breasts. Chuck then broke in.
"Jan, Dr. Bob and I have been discussing your breasts and you desire for enhancements." He mentioned in kind of a casual manner. "Dr. Bob is the best plastic surgeon in the state and he specializes in breast augmentation."
"Oh, so you two naughty boys have been talking about my boobies!" I exclaimed in a teasing manner. "And what have you decided."
"Come here Jan, let me see what I have to work with." Dr. Bob requested and I got down off Chuck lap and approached him.
Dr. Bob took both his hands off the steering wheel and he started groping and feeling my breasts. I immediately felt invaded but I stood strong and let him continue his inspection. He then grasped my right breast with both hands and tried to pull it away from my chest. The feeling began as pleasurable but immediately became uncomfortable. I was just about to say something when Dr. Bob said to me.
"I'm sorry to have hurt you Jan but I am checking for room for the implant." Bob smiled as he changed over to my left breast.
Dr. Bob gave my left breast the same treatment and I felt the pain in my skin from the exam. He then switched and began to manipulate my nipples. First the right and then the left. He would squeeze them and then he would pinch them. Then when they both were hard and very stimulated he grasped one nipple between the thumb and forefinger of each hand and pulled them straight out and away from my breast.
"Ouch." I exclaimed as the pain became too much for me and I reflexively cried out.
"Oops, sorry there." Dr. Bob said with a stern look on his face. He then continued to caress and manipulate my breasts and I relaxed.
"Well, Chuck we should be able to give this young woman a fine pair of breasts, I'm thinking either a C or D cup would fit just nice." Dr. Bob said to Chuck as his right hand slipped from my breast to my tummy. "We can just implant a 300 and fill it to 350 and that should give her just the right amount of enhancement that you desire."
"That's fine Bob about a 36 or 38?" Chuck asked as he watched Dr. Bob's hand gently rubbing my tummy.
"I am not sure Chuck just what size we might slip in there but I am sure we can make this woman look as nice as Cheri." Dr. Bob smiled as his hand now traveled down to between my legs and he gently cupped my bare pubic mound in his hand. I felt myself stiffen from the intimate intrusion but I allowed him to caress my nether flesh with his large hand.
"Any questions for Dr. Bob, Jan?" Chuck asked as he watched Dr. Bob's molestation of me with an amused glance.
"Will they feel natural? Will they be sensitive?" I asked as my breath quickened as Dr. Bob's finger now began to slip over my sensitive love bud.
"They sure will, hey let's get Cheri up here and ask her." Dr. Bob replied as he began to nudge his finger into my very wet pussy.
I wasn't sure how far to allow Dr. Bob's actions so I looked towards Chuck. He just smiled and nodded at me as to give to signal to allow me to give Dr. Bob unlimited access to my body. I shifted my feet and legs a bit to spread my legs further apart for Dr. Bob's assault on my womanhood.
As Cheri arrived up on the flying bridge, Dr. Bob removed his finger from my pussy and got up out of his seat. He steered Cheri into the chair and had her sit back in his place. She smiled at Bob and offered him a sip of her drink. He took it from her hand with a gentle squeeze and had a sip. He handed the glass back to her and cleared his throat.
"Cheri, Jan is considering augmentation surgery and had some concerns, so I asked you to come up here to show her some of my handiwork." Dr. Bob explained to her.
"Come her Jan, feel how nice and natural they are." Dr. Bob offered as he reached for my hand. He then took my hand and placed it on Cheri left breast. He squeezed my hand on it. Her breast felt warm from being in the sun. It felt very real and very large. I was embarrassed by the idea of feeling another woman's boob.
"Now how does that feel Jan? Pretty natural doesn't it?" Bob asked as he pulled his hand away and mine lingered on Cheri's boob. She smiled at me as I held it in my hand.
"It feels very real, very nice." I replied not knowing what to say.
"Go ahead, touch and feel her nipples, do both of them, they are very responsive." Bob suggested as I took my other hand and felt both of her breasts. Her nipples became erect from my touch and I became shy at this point and removed my hands. Her breasts felt so nice that I was feeling myself become aroused.
"Cheri, why don't you show Jan the rest of my masterpiece?" Chuck requested of Cheri.
Cheri then smiled a large smile and sat back all of the way in the large chair. She pulled both of her legs up onto the seat. She then spread her legs wide open revealing her entire sex for our view. Cheri appeared to have no shame and in fact appeared to enjoy exhibiting herself to us. Her pussy was lovely; it looked like the pussy of a young woman. Dainty pink lips and a very erect clit which stood up proudly for us to see her arousal. Cheri smiled and ran her finger over her little clit and she shuddered with what appeared to be the beginning of an orgasm. I blushed and Dr. Bob seemed to notice my discomfort.
"Okay Cheri, were not looking for a sex show here." He admonished her and she pulled her fingers away from her pussy. She continued to smile at me in a very seductive manner.
"Cheri had very large protruding labia then I performed a labiaplasty during which I reduced and sculpted her labia into this shape. Her clitoris was barely visible due to an excessive of labial skin. When I performed her labial reduction I also removed the majority of her hood. Part of it was damaged due to a prior piercing but most of it was excessive. You take off too much and she is in pain from the stimulation, not enough and she is unable to have easy orgasms. I also performed a vaginoplasty to tighten up her vagina at the same time. She was as tight as a virgin when I got done with her." Dr. Bob explained as if he were giving us a lecture.
"Jan, why don't you hop right up here in Chuck's seat and I will explain it to you and Chuck." Dr. Bob said as more of a doctor ordering a patient to disrobe.
I hesitated after Chuck vacated his chair and wanted to run below deck and hide. Chuck gave me a stern look and then a smile and Dr. Bob patted the seat of the chair as he guided me into the seat. He pushed me back in the chair and Cheri handed me her margarita. I guzzled the remainder of the material in the cup as Dr. Bob pulled my legs up and spread them wide open. He put my feet over the arms of the chair which opened me wide for the world to see. I felt like crawling away to hide myself from their view. Dr. Bob just smiled and began his examination of my womanhood for the audience.
"Now if you will notice Jan has small to average labial lips and there is no need to modify them. Her vagina is nicely tight I noticed from my previous inspection so we will not need to remove any tissue there. If you notice her clitoral hood is partially shielding her clitoris from becoming fully engorged. I could take off a bit of the material here and here and this will allow her clitoris to become fully erect enabling her to benefit from additional stimulation. It would be quite pleasurable for her." Dr. Bob explained as his fingers manipulated inside my vagina and around my labia. He appeared to linger quite awhile over my clitoris which was quite stimulated by this time. I found myself breathing harder due to his manipulation of my nether flesh.
Dr. Bob then grasped the flesh around my clit and pulled it back which allowed my clitoris to be fully exposed. I must have blushed five shades of red as I felt close to an orgasm from his touches. Dr. Bob and Chuck simply smiled at my discomfort and he continued to manipulate my sensitive love button. I felt myself moaning and realized that Dr. Bob was trying to make me cum. I resisted as long as I could and finally I went over the edge. I moaned loudly and gave into to the waves of feelings. After, I finally relaxed I looked up and all three of them were watching me and smiling. Chuck broke the spell when he said.
"See Bob she cums pretty well without any surgery just like I told you."
I found that I was perspiring profusely and when I finally became aware of my surrounding I realized that I had just performed an obscene act for an audience. Cheri without missing a beat grabbed me by the hand and led me back down the stairs to our towels. We spent the rest of the trip lying in the sun discussing the surgical make-over that Dr. Bob had performed on her body.
That was it I could not stand it any longer. Jan's story had aroused me so much I had to have her right then and there. I pulled her back down onto the bed and started kissing her deeply. I caressed her boobs and found that she was just as aroused by her story as I was.
"Oh, honey I can't wait to fuck that well used pussy." I panted as I reached for her pussy.
"Oh, baby I would love that too but I sooo sore. I have been fucked raw this weekend." She replied with whine to her voice.
"What do you mean you are too sore?" I asked incredulously.
"It's okay baby, I just need your tongue to bath and clean my poor pussy." She replied as she removed all of her clothing and revealed her well worn cunt to me.
I was amazed at the view. Her pussy was quite red and irritated and appeared to be swollen. It leaked a whitish fluid down to the crack of her ass. I assumed it was Chuck's cum. I inched myself downward on her body and put my face right into her crotch. The aroma was heavenly. The scent of an aroused woman mixed with the smell of another man's cum.
"Did you fuck Chuck just before you got home?" I asked feeling neglected but still very excited.
"Yes, he made me even when I told him that I was too sore and didn't think I could do it another time. He didn't care and once he got inside of me it felt pretty good but he fucked me quite roughly in the end and I think I am now closed for repairs." She giggled as her hands pushed my head into her widely spread labia.
I took a small lick and was greeted by a wonderful creamy taste on my tongue. I then began to bathe and clean Jan's sore and needy pussy. She purred and moaned as I cleaned all of the sticky material from the outside of her cunt. Then I spread her lips with my fingers and pushed my tongue into her battered puss.



"Gentle baby, go slow, I am really very sore." She pleaded as I slowed my oral assault on her womanhood.
After a 45 minute session of oral cleansing and teasing Jan was rewarded with a major orgasm. She even pushed her bruised pussy hard against my face as she came. I was rewarded as her orgasm approached by a flood of sperm mixed with her juices flooded from her into my mouth. I swallowed and sucked until no more of the love nectar appeared.
After Jan's pleasure I decided that I wanted some too but she told me in not uncertain terms that she was not fucking me tonight. I begged I pleaded, and I bargained but nothing worked; she was too sore for my cock. I then asked if I could have anal sex with her but she told me that she had been ass fucked too and could not take another cock in her butt. She was too tired for a blowjob so I settled for rubbing my cock between her buns as she lay on her stomach. She laid there as I masturbated using her soft butt cheeks for my release. She moaned and cooed and as I thought of how well Chuck had used her all weekend, I shot my load all over her back.
This was not the end of the story though and the next morning Jan told me about her liaison with Dr. Bob.
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I don't what it is about some women, they just look sexy. They seem to have a smoldering seductiveness about them. Maybe it is something in they way they walk, or the way they carry themselves but they just seem to have a manner that screams out their sensuality. That was the way it was when the pretty little blond first caught my eye. She just looked hot, ready for action. She had a sexy sway to her hips as she sauntered over towards me. I noticed her hair first, then the short, tight skirt. The long trim legs that disappeared under the tiny skirt she wore. Man, I wanted me some of that.
Then I looked into her face, a face that appeared very familiar to me. Her bright blue eyes gleaming out at me with friendliness. I knew this woman. She looked just like my wife, my estranged wife I guess. But my wife has shoulder length dark brown hair and wonderful brown eyes with gold flecks. But still, she had the high cheekbones, the cute little nose. She looked so much like my wife that they could be twins. Perhaps it is my loneliness, my need to get back with my wife that made me think it was her then...
"Hey sexy, want to take me out?" The woman asked with a pleasant but smoldering voice.
It was her, it was my Shannon.
"Shannon? Is that you?" I asked incredulously as I gazed into her face hoping for recognition.
"Jason? What are you doing down here?" She asked with a funny little giggle.
"Shannon!" I screamed out angrily. "What happened to you? What are you doing?" I grabbed her arm and turned her towards me.
"Let go Jason, you're hurting my arm." She replied. "Silky!" She called out.
"Shannon, please honey, what are you doing?" I pleaded as I was grabbed by the arm and spun around.
A large black man loomed over me. He punched me in the stomach with his fist and I doubled over. As I grabbed my aching stomach his knee came up and caught me in the nose and mouth. I went down onto my knees and crumpled over into a ball trying to protect myself from further injury.
"Silky, don't kill him!" I heard Shannon's voice call out into the haze as I passed out from the blow that reigned down onto my head.
When I awoke, my battered head was being cradled in the arms of a large woman. I struggled for a second and then a soft hand touched my face.
"Its okay sugar, it's over. Lay still, I have you." I heard a calm voice trying to sooth me through the edges of darkness and the throbbing pain in my head and neck.
That was almost a year ago. I had recovered from the beating months ago and was none the worse for wear but I was much wiser. I had filed for divorce just weeks after the beating and had only seen Shannon once since then. It was an arbitration meeting that the court ordered as a normal routine with divorce proceedings in our area. The meeting was held in a small office in her attorney's building. Just her and me, face to face. I was very hesitant to see her again as my feelings of anger and betrayal were still very strong but I wanted this divorce to move forward so I could move on with my life. I arrived right on time for the arbitration and was escorted into the tiny and sparsely furnished space. I secretly hoped for a reconciliation but I was also a realist and knew that it was not likely. Shannon was seated at the small wooden table that took up most of the space in the room. I immediately held my breath and realized that I still loved this woman.
"Hello Jason." Her soft but cold voice greeted me as I sat down.
"Hi Shannon, how are you?" I asked as I took in her features. She was still young, 23, and beautiful but she appeared tired and not well.
"Good. I see you have survived." She responded. Her hair, still blond, was cut in a short stylish way that made her looks so different than she did before our parting but it was kind of tired and limp looking too. Her eyes were again quite brown but were dilated and they had kind of a glaze to them.
"I have missed you so much." I said as I tried to gauge her feelings towards me. "I still love you." I whispered as I hoped she would reply the same way.
"Right, whatever." Was the only thing she said. Her tone was without feeling and my heart broke.
"Well, so do you need anything?" I asked once again hoping for a morsel of affection from her. She stared at me for about a minute or perhaps longer and then she reached into her pocket and pulled out a small piece of pink stationary paper.
"It's all on here. Can I go now?" She remarked with almost a sneer on her face as she stood up from her side of the table. I then took notice of what she was wearing. She was almost poured into a bright red knit dress that revealed all of her curves. It was short and barely covered her underwear, if she was wearing any. I couldn't tell. Obviously, she was not wearing a bra as her nipples protruded through the material and made two sharp points. I immediately felt a warm feeling in my groin area from her appearance.
"Yes, but can you please stay a moment for me?" I pleaded with her with my eyes and my voice which almost broke as I asked her to stay.
"Look Jason, this is what you wanted, and I have to go to work." She hissed as she pushed back from her chair and began walking towards the door.
"Shannon, please..." I said but was abruptly interrupted as she walked from the room and shut the door. I sat down and stared at the door where the love of my life had just walked away from me. Tears filled my eyes and it took me a while to compose myself. I finally blew my nose into my handkerchief and sat back to examine the note she had handed me.
I immediately recognized the paper in my hands. It was from a stationary set I had given her for Christmas just a year ago but it felt like a lifetime ago. I held the paper to my nose and inhaled. The paper smelled of her, her scent. I closed my eyes and thought of how the scent was usually on her clothes and hair; it was her essence. I unfolded the paper and began to read the words in Shannon flowing script.
Jason,
I want to you to know that I have always loved you, and I still do. This is the way you wanted things when you pushed me into the arms of another man, Silky. I have everything from you that I want from our life together, my clothes and my car. Don't ever try to find me and don't ever try to contact me again.
Shannon
I read the note completely through three of four times hoping to find different words or to see a different meaning in her words but it was not to be. I folded the note up and pushed it into the pocket of my suit coat...But that was a time ago...
I almost didn't recognize her because she had changed so much is such a short period of time. I mean she was my wife after all. We had been separated for almost a year and the divorce was proceeding agonizingly slow through the court system. The feelings I had for her, at this time, were not as raw as before as time had slowly healed the deep wounds that the breakup had inflicted.
I guess that one of the reasons I didn't recognize her was her hair. It had been dark brown, very straight and about down to her breasts when we parted. It was now cut into a short blond bob. It was kind of curly as if it had been permed or something and it just changed the way she looked. The other major change was the additional weight she was carrying now. She appeared to be about 15 pounds heavier than I last remembered her. She had always been very thin and shapely. Like a model. She worked our extensively at the gym and barely weighed 120 when we parted. She wore the additional weight well as it gave her curves a nice soft roundness.
One of the most striking things about her was the extra makeup she was now wearing around her eyes. She had previously been able to get by with just a light amount of makeup to give her a natural appearance but now she looked almost whorish. Her eyes were heavily made-up with dark mascara and a deep brown shade of eye shadow. It was a cheap slutty look that I appreciated seeing in some women, just not the women I was out with.
I think she was surprised that I recognized her or that I would even approach and talk with her. Her leaving me had been abrupt and took me entirely off-guard. I walked up to her and with a smile said.
"Hi Shannon, how are you?" I meant it all quite sincerely and I think this also unnerved her.
"Oh, Hey Jason, She smiled back at me as she replied. I reached out to her and pulled her to me for a hug. She returned the embrace and I felt her melt into my arms. The body I was holding was very familiar to me but it seemed to have a much softer and warmer feel than I last remembered it. The hug embrace lingered much longer than I had expected but I was not complaining. We slowly broke it off and I looked down into her face.
"Shannon, how have you been? You have changed your look?" I studied her face waiting for her response.
"Okay." Was her soft reply. It seemed to betray how she was really doing so I pushed her further.
"Okay? Just okay?" I exclaimed in a questioning manner. Shannon broke my gaze and then replied.
"Yeah, just okay." She seemed to sigh as she said it and she tried to smile but it was strained.
"I am just going to have lunch, have you eaten?" I inquired as we stepped back from one another. "No, I was just headed out for a bite myself." She offered as she looked back into my eyes.
"Join me?" I asked.
"Are you sure?" She returned.
"Yes, please. Join me." I encouraged as we began walking towards a nearby café.
Shannon quickly walked along beside me and I glanced down to check her out. All of a sudden it hit me, or should I say they hit me. Shannon had huge breasts. When I had been with her she had nice smallish breasts, about a 34b. Enough for me but now she sported a large set of boobs, I guessed about 36d or larger. I knew that weigh-gain could cause breast increase but this was more, these babies were artificially enhanced.
We reached the café and I opened the door for her and we walked inside. The hostess greeted us and said there would be a few minutes wait. As we stood there I slyly glanced over at Shannon to assess her body to determine if there were any other significant changes. She was still 5'7" tall; she had not grown any I mused. Then I noticed that she had put on most of her weight at her hips and buttocks. She appeared to be sporting almost a bubble-butt. It looked good on her, different but good.
The hostess seated us and we ordered our meal from the waitress who had appeared almost instantly at our table. Shannon ordered a salad and an iced tea. I on the other hand chose a club sandwich and potato salad with a coke. We sat silently for a few minutes and then I began the conversation.
So, what have you been doing with yourself? You look much different than you did a year ago."
"Oh, I have moved and I have been trying to get myself back together." Was her reply.
"Moved where?" I inquired as I took a sip of my coke.
"Um, back to the west side. I have an apartment at Bentwood." She offered as she took a small taste of her iced tea. It obviously didn't suit her as she opened two packets of sugar and stirred them into the tall glass of icy beverage.
"The west side! Cool! You're still with Silky?" There I had to ask.
"No, I left him about 2 months ago and I am trying to get it together again." She replied quietly with a break in her voice.
"Oh, I see. Why haven't you called me?" I asked. It had been a year since we had separated and I had not heard or seen a peep from her in all that time.
"You know busy and stuff." She answered and then quickly added. "I didn't think you would talk to me."
"I would have talked with you, honest. I missed you." I admitted.
"Really? After everything that happened? I just figured..." She was saying and I cut her off.
"I just wanted to know how things were going. How you were making out." I told her as the food arrived and we began eating. The food was good and we made small talk as we ate.
"So, you seeing anyone?" I asked when the meal was done and the waitress had dropped off the bill.
"No, not really. You?" She asked as she reached for her purse.
"Me either, not this week anyway." I replied jokingly as I snatched up the bill and waved her off.
"Let me pay the tip." She interjected. I agreed to let her get the tip. We paid and walked out of the café and we started to create a way to part from each other.
"Um...can I call you?" I asked. "Maybe we could see each other?" I was hoping.
"Sure. I mean if you want to." She sounded eager but then tried to play it down.
"You in the book?" I asked as she began reaching into her purse.
"No, here is my cell number. Call me sometime." She replied as she handed me a small slip of paper on which she had hastily scratched out her number. We hugged one last time and it felt so good. We both turned to walk our separate ways and I called after her.
"Hey, I'll call you tonight Shannon." She just turned to face me and smiled as we lost each other on the crowded sidewalk.
As I walked back to work I replayed her appearance and our lunch time conversations. She had new lines around her eyes and looked older than when I last saw her, but it had been a year. She had worn a blouse that allowed glimpses of her new cleavage and I worked hard not to stare down the front of it while we talked. She was working at the same law firm she had worked at when we were together, at the same job, secretary. Her voice sounded the same perhaps a bit huskier but what caused me to pause was some of the expressions she used in our conversation. She had picked up a number of Afro-American slang terms and phrases during her year long stint with Silky and it showed. She sounded almost ghetto at times which appeared quite out of place in a middle-class white woman.
After work I had dinner at the house we used to live in and thought about the past year of my life. Gads, it had been painful but I felt very responsible for the way it had turned out and accepted my responsibility.
Shannon and I had been married four years when I began trying to talk her in to swinging or hotwifing. I was in a strange phase of my life when I was sinking deeper and deeper into fetishism. I had two major fetishes I was harboring at the time; watching Shannon have sex with another man and interracial sex. My descent into feeding these fetishes had sparked Shannon into eventually leaving me to live with a black man that I had found for her and encouraged her to date.
Shannon was the love of my life. We dated for several years and had married right out of college. I was three years older than her and while I was her first, she was definitely not mine. I had been very experienced with other woman and I felt that she should experiment with other men to gain pleasurable experiences. But that is where I pushed it too far.
Shannon had long dark straight hair that she usually wore down or curled when we went out. She was tall, thin and had a body to die for; 34-24-34. We made love frequently while married but I had this need to experiment and try different things. Now that isn't a bad thing but I pushed her into doing things that unleashed a desire in her that broke us up and drove us out of control.
I had read many stories about men wanting their wives to have sex with other men and it turned me on big time! I also loved reading stories about black men fucking white married women. I worked for more than a year to get Shannon interested in the same things. I plied her with magazines, books and eventually videos of interracial sex. She at first said "no way" but later became interested in reading and viewing my pornographic materials. She always told me that I was the only man she needed and I told her that sex was different than love and she needed to expand her horizons. She eventually capitulated and thus began her descent into depravity. Though at this point I had no idea what she had done.
"Okay, okay, Jason, if you want me to, for you I will have sex with a black guy." Shannon said to me as got up from our marital bed and walked into the adjoining bathroom.
We had just finished making love and as we coupled I had talked non stop about the joys she would feel with a big black cock in her pussy. She had had a major orgasm which I felt was due to my hot talk. Afterwards I had continued to discuss the idea of her having to just try it once and if she didn't want to do it ever again she did not have to do it again. She had finally had heard enough from me and this led to her outburst.
"Where am I going to find a black man to have sex with Jason? We want to be discrete about this." She reminded me.
I eventually ran an advertisement on a swinger's website that read like this.
Young married white couple seeks a well hung black man to show wife sensual pleasure. She is 23, 5'7", 120 pounds. We are amateurs and need guidance and direction. Pictures will get the same. Discretion required and assured.
I included a picture of Shannon in her bikini that did not reveal her face. We received hundreds and I mean hundreds of replies. Most of them were totally inappropriate. Some of them appeared good on the surface but did not pan out upon screening. Finally, I narrowed it down to five black men that sounded great through the web. I called them and I finally narrowed it down to one man, William Rogers, or Silky as we later learned.
The three of us had agreed to meet at a restaurant, outside our town for a drink and a "meet and greet." Shannon was extremely nervous on the 30 minute drive to the small town where the restaurant was located. Shannon was dressed in a classy but revealing skirt, silk blouse that buttoned down the front, thigh high stockings, lacy bra and panties, and medium-heeled shoes. I wanted hotter, she wanted more reserved and this was a nice compromise. Shannon looked fantastic and I had second thoughts about this meeting as she was so hot I wanted her to myself. She however called my bluff and we made the date.
We had agreed with William that if things went well we would have dinner together then Shannon would accompany him to his house for the rest of the evening. If things didn't work out, we would just call it good and part company. We walked into the restaurant and asked the hostess for a reservation in William name. She took us to his table where our adventure began.
The black man seated at the secluded corner booth appeared to be a little older than we were but athletic and handsome. He had a full head of dark black hair and was extremely well dressed. As he saw us approaching the booth behind the hostess be must have recognized Shannon as he rose to his feet and broke into a very welcoming smile. He gently shook Shannon outstretched hand and guided her into the booth. He shook my hand and said.
"Well hello Shannon, you are even more beautiful in person than you were on the web. Your pictures just do not do you justice. And you must be Jason. Hello, please have a seat."
William was so friendly he just was totally disarming. We ordered drinks and began chatting with him. Soon, it was like we were conversing with an old friend. We laughed and joked and he had Shannon eating out of his hand in no time. I have to admit I was completely taken with his wit and warmth almost immediately. The drinks and conversation went so well that we agreed to have dinner together.
Dinner went well and Shannon and William appeared to get along very nicely. He often had his hand below the table and it looked as though he was touching Shannon's legs or thighs. She smiled a lot at him and seemed to hang on his every work when he spoke to her. I felt almost left out of the conversation but William often included me in his comments. There was a tremendous amount of flirting going between those two and I felt like the third wheel. He told a few off-color jokes of a sexual nature and Shannon laughed right along with him. I was almost feeling jealous, if it hadn't been my idea for the dinner, I would have demanded that we leave.



At one point, after an elaborate dinner that was topped off with wine and after-dinner drinks, I excused myself from the table leaving the two of them alone together. I had a difficult time urinating as I had a hard-on but it subsided enough after a few minutes that I could complete my task. I looked in the mirror as I washing up and I noticed that I was quite red-faced. I figured it was either from the wine or the excitement of what we were doing. I wondered just what we were doing getting involved in this type of activity. I washed my face and hands and made my way back towards the table.
I tried to stay out of sight so that I could observe Shannon and William at the table. I caught a glimpse of them talking and from the look on Shannon's face he appeared to be whispering romantically into her ear. William's hand was under the table and Shannon's legs appeared to be parted to give him access to her inner thigh region. It could have been my imagination but she appeared to have her hand in his lap as well. I noticed this as I approached the table and William got up from it to allow Shannon to get out from the booth. His hand patted her ass as her skirt fell into place. Shannon turned around to look at him but William simply nodded at her and she turned and strolled toward the lady's room. Shannon's hips appeared to sway a little more sexily than usual as we both watched her wiggling butt until she was out of sight.
"Now that is a lovely sight." William mused to me after Shannon was gone.
"How are you doing with all of this?" He asked me with a warm smile.
"I fine with things. How about you?" I inquired as I took a sip of my wine.
"Hey, great man. What about Shannon?" He asked with a grin as he too took a sip of the warm red wine.
"I don't know but things appear okay." I responded honestly. After a few minutes of conversation, I looked up to notice, Shannon returning from the lady's room. My heart was beating rapidly and I was having a difficult time swallowing the large lump that had formed in my throat from the anticipation of what might soon be occurring. Shannon's face appeared flushed and she looked nervous as she smiled at us and entered the booth as William had slid out at her approach.
Shannon sat beside William for a few minutes and then she leaned over to him and kissed him on the cheek. That had been our prearranged signal that she wanted to proceed with the date. I nodded at her and told William that I would take care of the check.
"Jason, I have taken care of the bill and the tip. I will have Shannon home by 1:00am. Why don't you kiss her and then follow us out." William wasn't asking, he was telling.
I stood up, William stood up, and Shannon slid out of the booth. I walked over and approached her and gave her a hug and a peck on the cheek. She appeared different, submissive perhaps from the events at the table. I moved to let Shannon and William walk past me and I noticed that he had his hand on her hip. He was patting her butt in front of me as they walked out together. This caused my cheeks to burn in embarrassment and excitement. I was surprised that she allowed him this liberty in a public place such as this one. We walked out into the early evening air. They walked with his hand patting and rubbing Shannon's butt cheek to William's yellow Mercedes Benz SL 530, which appeared to be either brand new or in immaculate condition. He held the door for her and she slid in. I got into my Blazer and started up the motor to begin the long slow drive home, alone.
It was a long dreadfully slow evening and I found it difficult to keep my mind occupied for very long without thinking about Shannon and her evening with William. I tried to watch T.V., I tried to read a book, and finally I fixed myself a drink and went to bed. After tossing and turning many times I glanced at the bedside clock, 11:30. Damn! After another hour or so I slipped into a fitful sleep; awakening at the mere sound of anything, hoping it was Shannon.
I heard a car pull into our driveway at the same time as the lights flashed into our house. The driver turned off the headlights and I listened to the car idle in the driveway. I looked at the clock again, 1:33 a.m.
After an eternity, I heard Shannon quietly enter the house and put her stuff down on the dining room table. Her footsteps became louder as she approached the bedroom. She called out to me as she entered our bedroom.
"Jason? Are you awake sweetie?"
"Hi Shannon, How was your date?" I asked with lust dripping from each word. Shannon slipped off her skirt and blouse and hung them on a nearby chair. She climbed into bed and I noticed that her panties and bra were missing from her nude body. I held her to me and asked.
"Where are your panties?"
Shannon giggled and then put my hand on her crotch. I felt for the familiar wiry pubic hair that usually graced her pussy. It could not find it. Her pussy was shaved bare.
"Silky, kept them, my bra too. He also shaved my pussy. He likes his women baby smooth for his tongue." She replied as she clung tightly to me.
"Silky? Who's Silky?" I asked quite puzzled by the name.
"William told me to call him Silky." Shannon replied without any additional comments. She felt good in my arms, warm and soft.
"Why Silky?" I asked as I held her buns in my hands. She seemed to like my hands on her ass, as they caused her to sigh as I held her.
"Because he fucks as smooth as silk." Shannon replied with a bit of insolence in her voice. This immediately caused my cock to become hard and I knew she could feel it throbbing between us.
"Are you going to tell me about it? Or do I have to keep asking?" I teased as my left hand slipped between her legs.
"Okay Jason, but before I start I want you to know that I still love you very much and that this was your idea. I hope you will still love me after I tell you." She said as she rolled off from me and on to her side facing me.
"Gosh Shannon you know I love you tons and tons. Now tell me everything." I demanded as I reached over to caress her breasts.
"I hope so, so here goes. In the restaurant, Silky asked me to take off my panties and bra if I wanted to go back to his house with him to get better acquainted. I did so and it made me so excited to go into the bathroom and take them off and then walk back to give them to him."
"Hold on a second, was he playing with you underneath the table at dinner?" I asked wanting to know every little detail.
"He started out touching my thigh at the table and the first few times I simply clasped his hand and held it for a while. But as soon as I released it he would try to rub my thigh again. He was talking to me so low and so romantically I felt myself becoming aroused by him. I then remembered why we were meeting him so I figured why not let him explore me a little."
"Aroused? How aroused were you?" I interrupted her while leaning down to lick her nipple. She had the scent of another man on her and it was a masculine smell that lingered on her breasts.
"So aroused that my nipples were getting hard, just like now and my panties were becoming damp. Now do you want to listen or shall I stop? She appeared annoyed so I agreed to remain quiet during her telling of her evening.
"Silky, ran his fingertips up my thigh and tried to touch me between my legs. My legs were almost together so I parted them a little so he could continue to feel me up. He was talking to you and his fingers brushed against my panty covered pussy. It felt exciting so I opened up a little more and he began touching me all over through my panties. He ran his finger up and down my slit and I knew he could gauge my arousal due to the wetness there. It felt so naughty and I felt so wicked that I moaned a little as he touched me. I thought that you could hear my moan and it embarrassed me a little bit.
When I returned from the ladies' room, I had removed both my panties and bra as he had told me to do for him. He then had me hand them to him underneath the table. No one could notice us but I wanted to crawl under the table at that point. The embarrassment turned to lust as I felt him start to take control of me right then. As we walked out of the restaurant he had his hand on my butt all the way to the car.
He opened the door for me to get into the car and as I slid onto the seat I gave him a shot of my thighs and as much leg as I could. Silky got in the car and as we drove away from you and the restaurant I suddenly felt very afraid. Here I was in a strange car, with a stranger, in a city where I didn't know my way around. It was kind of exhilarating too. Silky really took control once you were out of sight.
"Call me Silky from now on." He continued as he drove.
"Okay Silky." I replied. I looked at this man and noticed that he had an animal magnetism about him, how could I not agree to call him Silky.
"Now, I want you to open your blouse and show me your breasts." He ordered. I hesitated for an instant trying to process what he had just said.
"Now!" He said so loudly that it seemed like a shout. I immediately unbuttoned my blouse and pulled it open to reveal myself to this man.
"Very nice Shannon." He complemented me as he motioned for me to slide across the seat to sit closer to him. I slid over easily on the white leather seats, and I soon had my thigh right up against the consol. Silky reached out with his right hand and touched my boobs. He stroked both nipples before his hand returned to the steering wheel.
We drove along a quiet tree-lined street as Silky talked to me and told me how lovely he thought I was and how much you must be a fool to leave me alone with him. I told him that you were a fool for love and that you did this for me. He smiled and put his hand in my lap. As we drove along he explored between my legs with his hand. After a 15 minute drive we pulled into a long driveway. We drove up to his garage and the door opened as we approached it. We pulled into the garage and he shut down the lovely sports car.
Silky got out of the car and came around to my side to open my door to let me out. He gave me a long look as I straightened out my skirt and blouse to look presentable to him. His garage was clean and immaculate. It was occupied by several other luxury vehicles. Silky led me into his house.
It was obvious that Silky was a man of means and taste as his house was so nicely decorated it could have been in any number of magazines. He took me into his den as he called it and had me take a seat on a dark leather sofa. I sat down and was immediately impressed by the smell and feel of the soft cowhide.
"I am having a drink Shannon, can I offer you one?" Silky asked in his best host demeanor. I accepted a glass of Tangeray gin and tonic with a fresh cut lime. Silky had a Cognac ASOP.
"So Shannon, how have you enjoyed your evening so far?" Silky asked with a devilish smile.
"It has been interesting." I replied as I took a long sip of my cool drink. Silky and I sat and talked about many things and I began to feel very comfortable with him. He had a very quick mind and told marvelous stories and had me laughing and at ease in no time. When we had finished our drinks he began his conquest of me anew.
"Shannon, I would like you to stand up and remove your clothes so that I can examine you." Silky directed as he sat back in his leather chair. I felt startled after the half hour of light conversation but I stood on shaky legs and began to comply with his request.
I began by unbuttoning the silk blouse that I had worn special for this evening. My fingers fumbled with the buttons due to my nervousness of revealing myself to another man and also from the sexual excitement that I felt from the atmosphere and where I knew this act would lead me. After unbuttoning my blouse I slowly opened the front of it and pulled over my shoulders and removed it from my body, I now revealed my two perky breasts to Silky. He smiled an approving smile and said.
"Shannon, you have a beautiful set of small little titties girl. I like the way your nipples stick straight out momma." Silky said admiringly. I continued my striptease show for Silky but I also noticed that I was becoming sexually aroused as my pussy was tingling with the thrill of this situation. I found the small button that held the skirt up and unhooked it. My fingers then located the zipper tab and unzipped the zipper all the way down. The sound seemed awful loud to me. The skirt was ready to drop so I let it fall to the floor. I now stood before my new black Adonis clad only in my thigh high stockings and heels. Once again Silky smiled and I felt good that he appeared to desire me.
"Come over here you and sit on my lap. Shannon you have one sexy body and I can't wait to get me some of that pussy of yours." Silky ordered as I slowly swayed over to his sitting form. His lap looked inviting and I noticed that his slacks were tenting in front from the large black serpent that was waiting to be freed no doubt.
I turned and daintily placed my cute white butt in his lap. Silky took me into his arms and began kissing me on the mouth. His mouth opened almost immediately and I felt his large pink tongue attempting to enter my mouth. I parted my lips so that I could experience his large French kiss. We kissed passionately for a long period of time and I slowly became aware that Silky was beginning to explore my body with his hands.
"Shannon, you are the sexiest white girl I have ever had sit her little pink ass on my lap." Silky told me as his fingers found my breast and began squeezing and caressing it. I was beginning to warm up to this man and I felt myself becoming more and more excited.
Silky was kissing me and feeling my ass and then he turned my around with my back facing him. Silky pushed my legs apart and with his other hand he traced a line down from my tummy downward towards my pussy. He slipped around my very wet labial lips and inched toward my pussy hole. He reached my pussy and he penetrated me with his thick black finger. It slipped right in with no resistance due to the lubrication my body had produced for him. He then turned my body so that I was sitting sideways on his lap. This allowed him deeper penetration of my pussy with his digits. One finger wasn't enough for Silky so he slipped in a second one. He began sawing them in and out as he fucked me with his fingers.
Soon he began a slow massage of my erect clit with his thumb and I was so close to an orgasm that I gripped his shoulder tightly. With a little more movement he brought me to a loud quaking orgasm with his fingers. I squirmed and wriggled on his lap as he kept pushing me higher and high. After a few minutes he stopped his ministrations and pulled both of his fingers from my very wet and very satisfied pussy. He put them both of them into his mouth and appeared to be savoring my flavor from the look of satisfaction on his face. He removed them both and then placed them to my lips.
"Here Shannon, taste yourself." I parted my lips and took both of his thick fingers into my mouth. I felt very nasty as I licked and sucked them like I wanted to do with his cock.
"Shannon you are a very nasty little slut. I am going to enjoy you." Silky smiled as he held me tightly on his lap. He then had me get down onto my hands and knees and remove his trousers. I felt wicked as I unzipped and unfastened them. I slid them from his legs when he lifted his bottom up to give me access to them. He was clad in a pair of white silk boxers that appeared to hold a large mass inside of them.
"Shannon you may now take out my cock." He said as I pulled the boxers from him. A large, thick black cock slapped me in the face as the boxers pulled free of them. He was huge and nicely built. I had never seen a black cock except for in magazines or videos and it was gorgeous.
"Silky, you are huge!" I exclaimed as I took his thick shaft into my hand just so I could touch and feel its massive strength. I began to kiss and rub his manhood against my lips and then across my face. I was in love with the look and feel of this creature.
"It's okay Shannon, you may suck it." He told me as I opened my mouth to allow him to enter my oral cavity. I licked and sucked the lovely mushroom-shaped head of his dark black spear. It felt warm and soft like leather in my mouth. I licked at the slit in the top of the head and a large clear drop of his pre-cum leaked from it. I lapped it up. It tasted sweet like a clear honey.
"Come Shannon; let's go to the master's bedroom." He directed as he took me by the hand and led me down the hall to the master bedroom suite. My hand felt tiny in his large hand. The master suite was dominated by a large king-sized bed with a zebra print comforter on it. Silky threw back the comforter to reveal black silk sheets on the bed. He climbed into the center of the bed and pulled me down on top of him. I felt so wonderful to be lying in bed with this beautiful specimen of maleness. His large black penis stood straight up from his body and felt like a huge warm tube between us.
Well, Jason, he licked me and sucked me and gave me two more orgasms with his tongue and lips. I gave him one blow job but he was quite disappointed that I could not deep throat his large cock. He vowed that he would teach me how to take his entire length into my throat soon.
We then took a hot bath together and he had me shave his cock and balls completely smooth for him. After that he shaved my pussy bald and told me to keep it like that if I wanted him to ever lick my pussy again.
After our hot bath, Silky and I took turns drying each other off and then he led me back to his big but quite rumpled bed. He had me lay on my tummy and he massaged me with those strong hands of his on which he had poured scented oil. He started with my neck and then my shoulders. As he softly caressed me he talked quietly about how wonderful I looked and felt to him. He was such a smooth talker it was almost like hypnosis, that along with the warm oil.
He soon was rubbing my buns and this got me quite excited as it felt so good. He then took his oily finger and started running it around the outside of my anus. At first it startled me but his soothing words and gentle touches made me feel so good that I just allowed myself to relax to his manipulations and he soon had one of his large black fingers in my ass. At first I resisted a little but I gently pushed back at him and it slipped right into me. He pushed his entire large finger into my butt and started fucking my ass with it.
"That's it Shannon relax baby. Your ass feels so tight; I can't wait to have my large black snake deep in your gorgeous white ass. Now fuck my finger baby." He softly crooned as he began pushing a second finger along side the first one.
It hurt a bit as his finger was so large but he soon had me relaxed and he had the second one all the way in my butt. He again began to fuck me with it and I soon was raising myself up to push it into me further. Silky liked this and soon had me on my knees with his two fat fingers in my ass and his other hand rubbing my clit and my very wet pussy lips. I started to orgasm from his actions and he allowed me my climax as his fingers worked their magic.
"That's it Shannon baby cum for me, come on girl, there that's it."
Then Silky was behind me and he thrust his large black cock into my pussy as he pushed his thumb into my ass. He gripped me tightly around the waist and fucked me hard. My legs shook and he had to hold me up as I came again from his deep thrusts. He kept fucking me and with a loud bellow he came and I felt him deeply pumping his cum into my pussy. As he kept pumping I had a series of orgasms and I finally collapsed on the bed with Silky on top of me and his long cock deeply embedded in my well satisfied pussy.



When we finally came to Silky rolled off from me and allowed me to sleep for a while. He then dressed me sans my panties and bra and helped me into his car. I was still pretty dazed for most of the ride home but I was able to give him the directions to our house. Once in the driveway he had my suck his cock again until he was hard and then he had me give him a blow job. He came one more time in my mouth and had me show him his load of cum on my tongue by opening my mouth.
"Shannon, baby, don't swallow that sugar yet. Open those pretty little lips and show me that treat I just gave you. There open your nasty mouth and show me, show me."
I did as he told me and he was pleased with my actions and smiled widely. He then had me swallow it all and savory the taste.
"There baby that is just a sample of how your gonna be tasting me for the rest of the night. When your man goes to kiss you he will be tasting Silky's cum in your mouth. He will know that this black man made his white wife suck his black cock and eat his cum." With that he laughed heartily.
Silky then told me to go inside and dream of his black cock all night and every time that you fucked me. To think of how well his cock had satisfied me. I then kissed his cheek and promised to keep my pussy shaved for him from now on.
Well, that was just the beginning of Shannon's relationship with Silky. I was either too hopped up on the entire scene or I was just too slow to react to it as Silky slowly dominated my Shannon and eventually took her away from me. I guess I missed the clues.
I should have noticed the signs because they dated for a couple of months before she left me. Shannon would go out with Silky on Wednesday nights and also every other weekend. Then one weekend he pushed the boundaries and suggested that Shannon see him every weekend too. I was agreeable the first time but when Shannon returned from the date I knew it was wrong for me to allow her to date him every weekend.
It was late Sunday evening when Shannon strolled through the door. She was wearing a skin-tight pair of the tiniest shorts I had ever seen. In fact her cute little butt cheeks hung out from them. She also wore a small tight crop-top that allowed the bottom of her breasts to show if she moved just right. On her feet was a pair of 5 inch stiletto heels. Her hair was all teased up and piled on her head in a very suggestive manner. Her make-up was so over done she looked like a parody of a hooker from a movie.
"Hey babe, you miss me?" She asked as she swayed over to me on the tall heels. I was stunned by her look and could not speak at first.
"Do you like my new outfit? Silky bought it for me." She batted her long eyelashes at me to emphasize her question.
"God! What happened to you?" I asked when I could find my voice.
"Silky and I partied wit some of his friends this weekend and he got me these party clothes. You like?" She asked as she slowly spun around so I could view the full effect of her outfit.
I immediately felt my cock harden in my pants as I looked at the sexy woman in front of me. I pulled her to me for a kiss and a hug. She felt warm and inviting in my arms and I noticed the musky aroma that she gave off. I pulled her to me for a kiss and she opened her mouth wide as my tongue entered her mouth. I noticed that she tasted different than she ever had before. There was a strong taste of cum on her breath and also the hint of medicine. I wondered what she had been doing to give her that smell.
"Hey sugar let's get up to bed so you can tap some of this ass." She said as she broke free from my embrace and strutted down the hall and towards our bedroom as I trailed behind like a trained pup.
I watched her swaying buns as she walked in front of me. "Tap some of this ass?" I thought to myself where the hell did that come from. Shannon walked into the bedroom and in a very seductive manner laid down on our big queen size bed. She leaned up against the headboard and beckoned me to her with her arms and eyes.
She lay on the bed with her legs pulled up and her knees spread. Through the tight material I could see the outline of her sex. Her pussy almost appeared to be covered with a thin film rather than the cloth material of her shorts. I reached out my hand to touch and stroke her pussy but she grasped my wrist to stop me and said.
"No babe, I am really sore from Silky and his friends, they rode me hard until I was so raw I could not take anymore cock even for $1000." She explained with a sultry little voice. She then turned over and pointed her cute little ass at me and said.
"Come on stud, tap this ass, it's ready for you." And with that she pulled the tight shorts down her legs revealed her cute little ass for me.
After she got her shorts down off her feet she spread her legs and then with her hands spread her ass cheeks for me. What she revealed then shocked me. Her tiny little brown rose bud was not a bud any longer. Shannon cute little ass now hung wide open and a string of cum ran down between her legs as she spread her butt. Her ass was about the size of a quarter and I could look right inside of her anal pore.
"Come on Jason, climb on." She said with a smile.
I had my pants off in an instant and my now throbbingly erect cock was ready for anything. I climbed up on top of her in bed and placed my waiting cock at the opening of her ass. I pushed right into the wet and sloppy opening. I felt no resistance as my cock entered her easily right until my balls slapped up against her ass.
"Oh baby put it all the way in, fuck this slut's ass." She called as she began to gyrate her buns around on my cock.
"What happened to your ass?" I asked as I tried to establish a humping motion but I was unable to feel any resistance from her well worn hole.
"Oh, Silky and his friends had me pull a train this weekend, I was the party." She giggled as she tried to pump me with her butt. I was enjoying the warm wet sloppiness of her ass but I knew I could not come without some resistance from the opening.
"Oh Shannon that is so hot, tell me what happened?" I asked as I continued to pump my slick cock in her ass. Shannon stared laughing and giggling at this point and finally began her tale.
"Just before I got home here Silky had me do a DP with my pussy and then he and Shark did me. Shark in my ass and Silky in my pussy. God it was intense. I came so hard I cried." She said with a little grin as she looked back over her shoulder at me.
It was more than I could take and I began to spew my cum into the mixture within Shannon's ass. I pumped hard and I was able to enjoy the hard cum her story caused me. I collapsed on to her back and laid there enjoy the feeling on my soft sexy wife. I must have dozed off because I lost track of time for a little bit. Shannon was snoring softly beneath me when I woke up. I felt a sticky wetness on my shriveled cock. I tried to get up without waking Shannon and it did not work. She woke with a start as I got off of her.
"Um, Jason, that was great baby, did you enjoy the ride on the Shannon train?" She asked as she turned over to face me.
"Oh, Shannon that was wonderful but aren't you going to tell me about your weekend?" I asked as I looked down at my lovely wife.
"Sure babe, in just a second. I want to show you something first." She replied with devilishness in her voice.
I looked down at Shannon and my eyes went to her pussy. At first it looked like she had a shadow of pubic hair above her clit. So I looked harder and it appeared to be a bruise. I got closer and I noticed that Shannon had a small black and white striped zebra above her clit. Then it hit me, she had a zebra tattooed above her slit.
"What? Oh my...Shannon!" I stuttered when I figured out what I was seeing.
"I knew it would get your attention." She replied. "It's a symbol that I am a black man's slut. My pussy now belongs to Silky."
To be continued in part 2...
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After reading the hot stories by Bobfr and Shooter, I thought I should write about my hot wife Shannon's experiences with her first black man and her job as a marketing representative.
My wife Shannon is a beautiful and not as naïve as she used to be woman of 23. She is 5'8" tall and weighs 128 pounds. She has long black hair which hangs to the middle of her back and has exciting blue eyes. Her skin is almost china white and very soft and flawless. Her trim model-like body measures 38-23-34. She has a very sensuous manner and often has men staring and flirting with her. We have been married for three years and we are very much in love. Shannon has a hard time because men just don't take her seriously due to her sexy manner.
I have always been a reader of Penthouse letters and have been a lurker here for a few years. The letters that turn me on the most are the ones about men wanting their wives to have sex with other men. I have quietly fantasized about this for years even before I married Shannon. Shannon graduated from a local university with a degree in marketing and advertising but her emphasis was graphic arts. This did not give her many employment opportunities as she did not know many people in the business. Shannon kicked around from job to job waiting for her big break in marketing and when she landed a job with a small marketing firm she was ecstatic. She could not wait to rush home to tell me what a great job she had and how this would lead to bigger and better things if she worked hard enough.
The first week on the job, Shannon's boss took her around to meet the clients and give her a feel for the business. Shannon's boss is a 38 year old man named Barry, who thinks that he is God's gift to woman. Barry had started the agency himself and had Shannon as his first account executive. Barry took Shannon from one client after another and she was having a hard time keeping them all straight even though she took notes and tried to keep a serious demeanor. About 4:00 on Wednesday, Barry told Shannon that they would be going to a local bar to meet the last client. The client was a Jazz musician named Robert Crawford who had just signed his first contract with a label and needed Barry to help him market himself.
Barry and Shannon pulled into a local jazz club named the Blue Note. They walked into the dark, cool bar and Shannon found Barry guiding her toward the back of the bar. Her eyes slowly adjusted to the darkness and she found herself standing in front of a curved booth which was filled with black men. Barry was all smiles as he introduced Shannon to Robert Crawford, his newest client, and maybe the one with the most potential for the agency. Roberts large black hand swallowed Shannon's delicate white one as he looked first into her eyes and then at her large breasts. His eyes lingered a little long on her chest before moving down to her long legs. Shannon felt nervous but smiled into Robert's eyes as he caressed her hand before he released it. Robert smiled and moved over into the booth and as he did he let Shannon know that she should slide in next to him. Robert introduced the other men in the booth to Barry and Shannon. The waitress came around and Robert ordered a round for the men at the table and asked Barry and Shannon what they were drinking. Shannon waited for her bosses' lead and when he ordered a gin and tonic, Shannon ordered a Tangerey and tonic. Shannon did not really want a drink but she felt that she had no choice as her boss ordered a drink and she knew she should too.
The group laughed and talked about music and Robert's upcoming promotional tour. As Shannon sipped her drink she thought about how exciting it was to meet an honest to God musician, and a black jazz musician at that. The first drink tasted good and Shannon soon found a second one in front of her. She started to protest but then thought better of it. She found Robert to be very likeable and she laughed easily at his jokes which were often a bit lewd. Every now and then Shannon would feel Robert's hand squeeze her thigh as he made a point or as he looked into her eyes. Shannon felt Robert rest his hand on the top of her leg and she skillfully grabbed it with her hand and held it so he would not be able to touch her on the inside of her leg. Robert simply smiled his big warm smile and took another drink of his drink. After an hour of banter and laughing Barry told Robert that is was time for him and Shannon to get going. Robert stood up as Shannon and Barry got out of the booth. He told Barry that he would call him later.
Barry and Shannon talked about Robert's career and how his business was vital to Barry's business. He also told Shannon that Robert appeared to like her and perhaps he would be her first account. Shannon liked the sound of that and she told Barry she would like to have Robert as her client. Shannon had barely stopped talking when Barry's cell phone rang. He answered it and a big smile appeared on his face.
"Sure Robert, we were just discussing you."
"Yes, Shannon and me."
"Sure Robert, Shannon will be your rep."
"Tonight, at the club?"
"Sure, she will be there."
"Yes, we will give you good representation."
"No, she may be pretty and young but she can handle your account."
"Okay, we will get the papers to you, by the week's end."
The conversation ended and Shannon had a big smile on her face. Barry explained that they really needed Robert Crawford as a client and he specifically asked to have Shannon as his rep. Barry explained that she would need to really get into Robert's music and she should spend sometime getting to know him. He also explained that she should take in some of his dates on the road. This did not bother Shannon as she felt it was good to be there to represent Robert and the agency.
Shannon arrived home for dinner with the news of her new job and hopefully her first client. She was all excited about the agency and I don't think it even registered what we had had for dinner. She finished eating and told me that she had to get ready to go to the club to watch Robert. I had an early meeting and told her so. This did not seem to bother her and she went to take a shower and get ready for work.
After her shower, Shannon dressed in a short leather skirt and dark stockings. On top she wore a black silk blouse. She completed her outfit with a pair of small black framed glasses, to appear more business-like and silver hoop earrings. She wore her long dark hair down her back in a pony tail. I admired her and told her that I thought she looked really sexy. This bothered her as she didn't want to look sexy she wanted to look like business. I changed my tune and told her she looked very business-like. I kissed her and wished her luck and she told me not to wait up but that she would be home early.
I was not bothered by this and was a sleep in bed by 10:30. At midnight I checked the bed, no Shannon. At 1:00 am, no Shannon. Finally about 2:00 I heard her close the front door. Shannon tip-toed into the bathroom and then quietly slipped into bed with me. I felt her warm nude body beside me and then I heard her voice.
"Jason, are you awake?"
"Yes, Shannon, I am." I replied. "How was your night?" I asked.
She sighed and answered. "Oh, pretty good I guess."
I held her to me and asked. "What do you mean you guess?"
Shannon turned over and looked me in the eye. She began her story of her night "at work".
The club where Robert plays is in an urban area near the center of the city. It is an older area that is frequented by mostly black folks and lovers of hot, smoky Jazz. I was not aware of this as Barry had driven me to the club. I found a place to park the car that was partially lit and locked it and made my way nervously toward the front door. A large black man who was the bouncer greeted me at the door and told me the cover was $5 but for single woman it was free. This made me smile and I thanked the bouncer and slipped inside the dimly lit club. I found my way back toward the stage and Robert Crawford was sitting in the same booth where I had last seen him four hours before. He noticed me approach him and he looked at me and gave me a once over. A broad grin broke across his face as he recognized me.
"Well hello Shannon!" Robert spoke as he got up to shake my hand.
"Hi, Robert." I returned in my best business voice.
"Came to take in some music with some of the homies?" He teased.
I kind of nervously blushed and licked my lips not knowing how to respond. He laughed loudly and pulled me to him. He gave me a large bear hug and kissed me lightly on the cheek. He pushed me back to arms length and gave me another big smile.
"You have a very nice smell." He exclaimed.
This took me by surprise and I didn't know quite how to react. I finally mumbled. "Thank you." Robert guided me into his booth and slid in right next to me. We had the booth totally to ourselves. A waitress appeared and looked inquiringly at Robert and he stopped talking to me and looked at the waitress.
"Sonya, this is Shannon. She is my new marketing rep from the record company. Treat her better than you would treat my woman."
The waitress stopped trying to figure me out and offered her hand to me.
"Hey, Shannon, I'm Sonya." I took her offered hand and gave it a warm squeeze.
"Hi Sonya, nice to meet you." She smiled at me and asked if she could bring me anything. As I was about to order a diet coke Robert smiling broadly at both of us spoke up first.
"Shannon will have a Tangueray and tonic with a lime and I'll have the usual."
I nodded my head with a small smile and Sonya walked away from us. Robert continued asking me questions about finding the club and how I was doing. I looked up and the inviting drink was before me. I thanked Robert and took a hesitant sip. The tonic tasted bitter sweet and the lime scent dulled the flavor of the strongly mixed drink. I swallowed it and felt the gin burn down my throat.
Robert has a way of making a woman feel quite at ease and he had me talking about myself and my life in no time at all. Finally, Sonya approached the table and whispered into Robert's ear. He nodded and told her.
"Thanks Sonya, now you keep Shannon's glass filled all night long and put it on my tab, ya'hear."
Robert then told me he had to go to work but that he could have one of his boys come and keep me company if I needed. With that Robert touched my hand on top of the table and got up and approached the stage. His music was electrifying and kept me in a trance during the entire first set. I felt a bit self-conscience until he picked up his sax and began to play some of the hottest Jazz licks I had ever heard. I knew why Robert Crawford had a recording contract and why we needed to represent him. He was an excellent musician and had a genuine feel for the rhythm and flow of the music. I began smiling and kept sipping my drink until Sonya placed another one in front of me. By the time the set had ended I had lost all track of time and had finished both of my drinks. Robert slowly made his way to the table after the set and the club was filled with the sounds of recorded music. Robert was stopped many times on his way to the table. He shook hands and high fived a number of people and three woman kissed and hugged him as well. After 5 long minutes he sat down beside me.
"Well, my sexy Shannon, what do you think?" He asked as he slid in beside me.
His large frame was snug up against me. I was not quite sure if I should be offended by his comment or I should ignore it and answer the question. I smiled at him and told him that I was impressed by his playing and how great he and the band sounded. This brought a smile to his lips and he put his arm around me and hugged me to him. He felt hot and damp from his playing. He had a strong manly scent that seemed to fit him well. He picked up the large glass of water that Sonya had placed on the table and drank it right down. He then had a drink with me and told me that he had to go "get ready" to play and that I could join him in the back if I wished. I was excited about the prospect of being back stage with the band getting ready and told him I would like to join him. He asked me if I was sure and I said.
"Yes, why not?"
He smiled and got out of the booth. He offered me his hand and helped me out of the booth and with my hand still in his he guided me toward a door beside the small stage area. He opened it and pulled me through it. In the back was a small room with a couple of couches and a few chairs. There were the members of Robert's band sitting around on them smoking and laughing. As Robert approached them holding my hand they quieted down. Robert introduced me to everyone and they made room for us on one of the couches. I sat beside Robert on the arm of the couch. The guys all had drinks and started talking again this time including us in the rolling conversation.
"So Shannon, you be hangin' wit the brothers tonight."
I giggled at the way the drummer said that and said yes.
"Good." He replied. "We don't get many hot white mammas back here with us." Robert smiled and then announced that I was with the marketing company hired by the recording company and that they should be "cool" wit me. The guys smiled and told me that they was just having fun wit me and that they meant no harm. I smiled and said.
"Hey, I knew that."
The keyboard player then left and came back with a lit joint.
"Hey, Shannon you git high." He asked me.
"Um.." I hesitated and then wanting to appear cool answered.
"Yes, sure, I get high."
I hadn't smoked anything since I had been in the early years of college and began working. The joint was passed around the group and finally came to me. Everyone watched as I took a tentative hit. They almost laughed and I put the joint back to my lips and took a deep hit. I held it as I passed it to Robert. I must have been feeling no pain as I was not one to ever really smoke dope and this was a major exception to my rule. The guys finished the joint and then it was time for them to go back to work.
Robert was leading me back toward the door back to the bar when he stopped and pushed pass me. He said something to one of the men in the band about taking me back to my seat and to start with a certain song which I didn't hear. He turned back and was behind me. His hands went to my waste and he pulled me back toward him. He whispered into me ear.
"Shannon you have a hot little ass and I sure can't wait to get me some of that."
He reached his arms around me and hugged me from behind. I could feel the bulge of his black cock on my buns and lower back.
"Baby, I am gonna love working with you." He whispered as his lips kissed my neck below my ear. He then walked me through the door and took his arms from around me. He took my hand and pulled me to the booth. I sat down and he smiled at me and said.
"This next set is for you." With a big smile he kissed my cheek and walked back to the band stand.
Damn, I didn't know what to do. I felt hot, nervous, uncomfortable and ready to storm out the door. Then I thought of how I would lose my job and I had second thoughts. I could feel my face flush hot. I wondered if it was the drinks, the dope, the anger, the embarrassment, or the sexual tension I was feeling inside. I noticed that my nipples were starting to get hard. I felt kind of excited and also very guilty. I am a married woman. He is black. I am white. He is almost twice my age. This is wrong. What about Justin?
Then Sonya brought me over another Tangueray and tonic and I smiled at her and thanked her. Roberts soothing music filled my ears. I watched his mouth as he blew the most wonderful notes. I drifted back into the flow of the music. After the set the crowd went wild. I had made up my mind, I was going home and tomorrow I would tell Barry I could not be the rep on this account. I would lose my job but, I could not handle these feelings. I am married.
Robert came and sat down beside me. He smiled into my face and it made me smile. I was beginning to feel light headed and knew I had too much to drink. Robert placed his hand on my leg and I reached over to remove his hand. He gently rubbed small circles on top of my leg and I put my hand over his.
"Robert, I am a very married woman." I said emphatically.
He just grinned and kept running gentle little circles. His touch was electric and I tried to lift his large hand.
"I know you are married to a white guy, right?" He asked.
I nodded my head and answered.
"Yes, a white guy and he loves me very much."
He then told me he could understand that that I was such a sensuous creature. He then looked me right in the eyes and said.
"Have you ever had a black man?" With a cold stare I answered.
"No, have you ever had a white woman?" His entire face lit up and he answered.
"Yes, many of them. But none as beautiful as you."
I was embarrassed and didn't know what to say.
"Baby, you would love to be with me. I can take you places that no white man can." He whispered to me in a very sexy voice.
"Oh, is that right?" I replied in a pissy voice.
"Hey, you want to go back and get ready for the last set?" He asked his hand inching under my skirt. I tried to stop his hand and answered.
"No, I better go. I have to work tomorrow." He laughed.
"Sugar, you are working." I had to smile at that.
"Okay, but just remember I am married."
He took me back toward the back door. He pushed it open and kind of led me in front of him into the dark hallway. His hand snuck up beneath my skirt and squeezed my right bun.
"Oh, Shannon, I want your ass so bad baby." He whispered.
"Robert NO!" I giggled as I tried to scoot out from his grasp.
He grabbed me by the shoulder and spun me around. I kind of fell into him. He pulled me close and his thick dark lips covered mine. He kissed me hard. It was like nothing I had ever felt. In a panic move I opened my mouth to tell him no and his tongue went into my mouth. I kissed him back. He tasted hot and manly. He held the kiss and his hands lifted the back of my skirt. Both of his hands squeezed my ass cheeks as he kissed me. I actually felt myself beginning to respond. He pulled me against the large bulge in his pants. I felt it against my stomach. I broke the kiss and pulled his hands from under my skirt.
I walked away from him to the small room where the band members sat. Robert sat down on the couch and pulled me onto his lap. It felt warm. I felt wet between my legs and it pissed me off and turned me on. I was responding to another man. Dammit! Robert held me on his lap and I took the offered joint from the man beside me. I sucked the acrid smoke into my lungs. I held it and then when I felt Robert take the joint from me I exhaled. Robert put the lit end of the joint into his mouth and pulled my lips to his. He blew a huge breathe of smoke into my nose, face and lungs. After a few seconds I began to giggle. I seemed to lose track of time.
The band filed out of the room and Robert held me on his lap. His cock felt huge against my ass. He pulled me to him and kissed me again. I was ready this time and opened my mouth and my tongue went into his mouth. He reached over and began rubbing my breast through my silk blouse. He broke the kiss.
"Hey, Shannon, how about a little bit of your sugar?"
His sexy way of talking was really starting to get to me. I kept sitting there smiling at him as his hand undid a couple of buttons on my blouse and slipped in to cup my breast. He found my nipple and pinched it gently. It felt wonderful. I wanted this man. He then kissed me some more. I was getting hot and starting to become aroused. Robert knew this and squeezed my nipple some more. I moaned into his mouth. His other hand slipped under my skirt and crawled up my thigh until his fingers found the crotch of my damp silky panties.



"Oh, baby, you want my big black snake don't you?" He asked.
His touch felt good. I found myself spreading my legs so his hand could move easier. He kept kissing me. Then it hit me. I had to leave right now. This was wrong. As the kiss broke and his finger began rubbing my slit through my panties, I pulled his hand out and stood up.
"No, Robert. I must leave now." I shouted. With a surprised look he smiled at me.
"Okay Shannon." He replied. "You just feel so nice down there, and I know you want me." It must have been the dope or the alcohol but I replied.
"Yes, I do want you but this is wrong." "I am leaving."
He walked me out to my car as the band began playing without him. At my car I let him kiss me for about five minutes. It felt so good. I was almost an animal in heat. I wanted his cock but my good Catholic upbringing stopped me. He rubbed my back and then my ass as he kissed me. It felt so good I let him. I hugged him tight. I broke the kiss and opened my car door. I started the motor. Robert crouched down and leaned in to kiss me good night.
"Shannon, we could go to my van. No one will know." He offered as his hand crawled up my leg. I let his hand reach my panties and then replied.
"No Robert, not tonight." I felt like stopping the motor and getting out. His hand was doing things to me. This man was doing things to me. I was so wet, so horny. He began rubbing my pussy through my panties.
"Shannon, let me do this. I can make you feel so good." He kissed me again.
I spread my legs a little more and felt his finger find my throbbing clit through my panties. I let him rub me. I then grabbed his hand by the wrist. I could smell my scent on his hands. My panties were so wet I was almost embarrassed that this man could turn me on so. I pulled his hand free and said.
"Good night, Robert. Thanks for the evening."
"Shannon, the pleasure was all mine. Next time I'll let you play with my python." He grinned. I shut my car door and with a very hazy mind began my drive home.
On the way home my mind was occupied with very mixed feelings. I love Justin, and I loved being married to him. I had betrayed him. I had let another man touch my breast, kiss my lips and finger my pussy. Robert was such a hunk, such a stud. He was so hot. God, I wanted to see and feel his cock. I pulled into the driveway and noticed the time. 1:30. Damn. I tried to sneak in the house but made a lot of noise. Then I got into bed and woke you.
Shannon told me the entire story of Roberts's conquest of her and her giving in to him...almost. I had an immediate hard-on and Shannon felt it grow against her leg.
"This is turning you on isn't it?" She asked. I was embarrassed and didn't want to hurt her feelings but my cock was already giving it away,
"Yes, honey. The thought of that black man's hands on your little white body and pussy is turning me on." I answered sheepishly but honestly.
My hand went to her pussy. She had taken off her panties in the bathroom. I found her very wet pussy and my finger slipped right into her very wet hole.
"Oh Justin, this is so wrong." She exclaimed as she opened her legs. I found her clit, it was standing straight up. I gently rubbed it and she moaned. I kissed her and told her that I loved her so much. I then told her she should let Robert play with her that it turned me on. She told me that it had turned her on too. I began sucking her nipple and we began making passionate love. After an hour of hot sex we both fell fast asleep. Shannon continued the story here.
"The next morning I awoke with a bit of a headache and many mixed feelings. I was not sure how to handle this man, this Robert Crawford. I also didn't know what to do about Justin wanting me to be with another man. I showered, took three Tylenol, and went to work.
I arrived at work at 9:30 and by 11:00 when Barry came into my office I had a proposed marketing campaign set for Robert "the Python" Crawford. It was rough, it was incomplete but I had enough to show Barry. After the presentation Barry and I went to lunch. He had lots of suggestions and many questions but the campaign was starting to come together. I knew we needed additional support and approval from the recording company but I felt confident.
After lunch I went back to my office to work on the project. Barry began making phone calls and a meeting was set with the folks from the recording company. I took a phone call from Robert at 4:00.
"Hello Robert. How are you?" I asked."
"Oh, baby, I just woke up and I am wanting you." I found myself giggled like a teenage girl.
"Serious girl, my python wants to sink it's fangs in you." Robert's low sexy voice sounded even lower than the night before.
"Well, Mr. Crawford, I have put together a proposal that will make you and your label happy." I announced trying to change the subject.
"Oh, really?" He asked. "When can I see it?"
"I then told him that I would have a presentation for him by next week and that we needed to meet with some folks to see how it would be received. Robert sounded impressed and told me so. He then told me that he was playing again on Friday night and maybe I should come and see him again. I told him very clearly that I would be there with my husband on Friday to see him."
Shannon worked hard on the project all day Friday and she and I had a dinner at a small bar by her office before going home to change clothes to go see Robert. I dressed very nicely in slacks and a shirt picked out for me by Shannon. Shannon dressed in a pair of skin tight stretch black pants with a ribbed t-shirt. She didn't want any panty lines showing so she chose a thong and a matching bra. She didn't want Robert to get any ideas.
On the way to the club Shannon and I talked about the conversation we had while making love the night before. All I wanted to do was hear about her evening with Robert and how he had touched her. I wanted to know if she liked it. I told her I loved her and would like her to do it again. Shannon was concerned that I wanted to have an affair. I told her no that this would keep me from having an affair. Shannon was incredulous and not sure she believed me. Robert had this way with her that was exciting but that I was her husband.
We arrived at the club about a half hour before Robert's first set. I kissed her in the car and told her she should encourage Robert and give it a try, but only if she wanted too. Shannon appeared so confused.
At the door the bouncer recognized her and let her in but I had to pay the cover. This infuriated Shannon but I just paid and followed her inside. Shannon led me to Robert's booth by the stage. Robert was sitting with an attractive woman and several men. He was talking low to her and didn't see Shannon and I approach the booth. As they reached the table Robert glanced up and saw Shannon. He gave her the once over look and then stood up.
"Hello Shannon." He called as he got up. "This must be your husband."
"I introduced Robert to Justin and Robert tool his hand into his large hand. He shook it quite hard and I saw Justin wince. Robert smiled at us both and it made me feel uncomfortable. He made room for us in the booth. Justin on the inside, then me, and then Robert on the outside. Sonya came and took our drink order. I ordered a Tangueray and tonic and Justin and Robert both had a Southern comfort and OJ. Yuck, that stuff is too sweet for me. Robert included the two of us in his conversation and his friends were very nice folks.
Once again, Justin and I were the only white people in the club. Robert had his hand on my thigh and was gently caressing it and would squeeze it now and then. At first it made me very uncomfortable but then I began to relax and enjoy his touch. The drinks were good and we enjoyed them. After we ordered our second drink Robert got up to leave. He told Justin that he should come and sit with the band after the set and that he and I would talk business. It thought that Robert had a good idea and readily accepted.
The first set was over in about 45 minutes and the band took a break. They filed into the back of the stage to the little room with couches. Robert walked through the crowd shaking hands and giving hugs. He came to our table and then brought us to the room behind the stage. He left Justin with the band and we went into a small dressing room off to one side.
Robert showed me the way inside and then closed and locked the door. I was all set to discuss business when Robert hugged me and pulled me to him. I was trying to pull back and his lips went to mine. I let him hold me and kiss me. I started kissing him back. It was so exciting being in his arms.
"My sexy Shannon, I have been dying to kiss you tonight, to taste your white sugar." He whispered to me.
"Robert, don't, we can't, I mean Justin is right down the hall." I replied. "He gave me a big smile and told me the boys were keeping him occupied and probably getting him high.
"What?" I asked. "Robert just grinned his sexy grin and went back to kissing me. This time his hands found my buns and started squeezing rubbing them through my thin pants. He was turning me on so. I thought of Justin's words. I felt my temperature rising all over my body.
"Baby, let me have some of your sugar." He said and kissed me harder. Our tongues were licking inside each others mouths.
"Oh, Robert!"
I moaned into his mouth as his hand came up under my shirt and slipped inside my bra. I stood there and let him feel my breasts and then he found my nipple. He twisted it, pinched it. I squealed into his mouth. Robert lifted my shirt and his mouth found my hard nipple. I felt like I was on fire as he licked than began to suck the pink nub. He stopped sucking for a moment.
"Shannon I love your titties." He whispered to me and began to pull both of my breasts from my bra. I told him to let me help him and I quickly reached behind me and undid the clasp. He then moved his hand to my other breast and began suckling again. I was on fire, I wanted this so badly. This man is a sexual animal I thought.
After 5 minutes of getting my nipples really wet and hard Robert began to pull me down on to the small couch in the room. I let him lay me down and he lay beside me. I don't know how but we both lay side by side. My leg went over his hips and his hand began rubbing my pussy through my pants. I wanted this man. I wanted his cock. Robert took my hand and held it, and then he placed it over his cock. He felt huge. It was hard and pointing out from his trousers. I squeezed it and he moaned into my mouth.
"Shannon, I want you to take out the Python. I want you to suck me." His voice was so seductive. I reached for his zipper. I was ready to unzip his pants when the telephone rang.
"Damn, I have five minutes until the next set." He said disappointed. He reached for my zipper and unzipped my pants. He slipped the button out of its hole. He felt the front of my silky thong.
"Oh, Robert, please." I said with an urgent voice.
"Shannon, I need to go but we can do this after the set." He answered my urgent cry. He rubbed his hand down between my legs. I was wet.
"Sexy Shannon wants me, don't she?" He teased. Robert ran his finger into my slit through my panties and then brought it to his nose. He inhaled deeply.
"I love your scent." He said and put the finger to my nose. I smelled like a woman in heat. A bitch in heat. He got up from the couch and helped me up. I fixed my pants and my bra. I pulled down my shirt. At a small dressing table I found a hair brush and a mirror. I looked in and saw I woman I did not know. This woman was a bitch in heat, a white woman with a bright red face and neck. Robert told me to hurry and we both left the room. We could not find Justin or the band. We looked around and then noticed the backdoor was open. As we approached it the band members with the white guy, Justin following, came laughing into the room. They had been smoking dope outside in the clear evening air.
Justin came to me. He was wasted and looked almost out of it. He didn't even notice the look on my face. A look of passion. We made our way back to the booth, it was empty but a fresh pair of drinks was on napkins on the table. I slid in and Justin slid beside me. He kissed me and told me he loved me. He told me that the guys had taken him outside to see the van and instead they smoked hash or something. He wasn't sure, he just had felt great. He had a few sips of his drink and seemed to become more aware of what was going on.
"So what were you doing my honey?" He asked.
"Oh, nothing. Just kissing Robert." I answered in a teasing sort of way.
"You were doing what?" He asked with a big smile on his face. His hand went to my tummy and began to rub me gently were my shirt ended and my pants were below.
"We went back to do some work and we ended up kissing and making out." I answered looking him in the eyes, waiting to see a sign of jealousy or anger. I saw neither only lust.
"Oh, wow, that is so hot!" He exclaimed trying to slip his hand into my pants. I stopped him and said.
"Not here, do you want to go home?" Justin looked at me and stopped moving his hand on my belly. He let it fall into my lap and he started to rub my stretch material covered crotch.
"Shannon you are so hot!" He excitedly whispered. "That is so great." "Did you fuck?"
I looked him straight in the eyes, took his hand from my inner thigh and said.
"No Justin, we didn't fuck. I told you what we did and if you don't get off it I will stop right now and you can forget your little fantasy."
I got up from the table by sliding the long way around in the booth. I walked to the ladies room all the way across the dark and crowded bar. Roberts music filled my ears and I missed the comments several black men made to me as I found the ladies room. I went into a stall and pulled down my pants. I sat down and shook as I peed. I felt so hot, so slutty, and so wrong. I finished up and as I wiped myself I found that I was still soaking wet from Robert's touches. I wanted to play with my throbbing clit but this was neither the time nor place. I quit shaking and left the stall. I cleaned up and redid my lips, hair and clothes. I looked almost presentable as I exited the tiny room.
I found Justin sulking into his drink when I returned.
"Hey, big boy. You got room in there for me?" I asked with my best but poor Mae West impression. His face lit up and he got out of the booth so I could sit down. We sat and held hands listening to Roberts soulful notes. We sat and kissed and talked about the quality of the music. We both agreed that Robert needed to move on to better things. The set ended with Justin stroking my thigh. I asked him if he wanted to leave and he said.
"Not yet."
After the set Robert came and sat with us again. This time he was next to Justin and involved him in a deep conversation about travel on the road with a band. Justin had to get up to hit the head and Robert let him out of the booth. I waited for Robert to sit down next to me. He kissed my cheek and told me he needed to finish what he started. I reached for his hand and agreed.
"Shannon, I have an ache that only you can heal." I smiled and squeezed his thigh. "Hey, you want to go back stage again?" He asked.
"Sure babe, how?" I replied with a voice dripping with nervousness.
"I will let Justin sit with the boys and you can come finger my sax." He grinned at me.
Justin approached the booth and with a grin greeted us. Robert told him that he should sit with the boys again as we had to finish some business. The meaning was not lost on anyone. Justin answered.
"Sure Robert, let's go." I looked at Justin and he grinned at me. Robert led the way and Justin followed me. He pinched my ass and rubbed it. He then leaned to me and said.
"Don't work too hard, save some for me." I grinned and winked at him.
This time Robert took us into the small dressing room and again locked the door. He began kissing me and undoing my pants. He broke the kiss and looked into my eyes.
"Shannon, you need to meet my big black python. I can't wait for you to kiss it."
I reached for his pants and undid his belt. My shaking fingers undid the button and began to pull down the zipper. My mouth was dry and my stomach ached. I was wet. I pulled the zipper all the way down. A white bulge of silky material popped through the opening. It was Robert python encased in his silky undies. I reached in and touched his manhood.
"It's okay baby, it won't bite. It just wants to love you." He assured me.
He reached over and with one movement pulled his pants and undies down. I was startled and amazed at the size and color of his dark ebony shaft. The head was huge. Now this was a man's cock I thought to myself. What they have always said about black men is true.
Robert then pulled my pants down and reached in and pulled aside my thong panties.
"Shannon, you have a nice sexy bush there mama." His fingers began to rub my very wet very hot pussy.
He slipped a finger between my legs and I spread them more. His finger easily pushed into my pussy lips. As he finger-fucked me I held onto his huge throbbing cock. It was way too large for my hand. He pulled his finger from my pussy and began rubbing my clit. I began to shake. I was cumming for this man right now. It was an extreme orgasm. One of those where your knees shake and you feel like collapsing. I hung on tight to Robert as the waves of pleasure washed over and through me. When I was finished I glistened with sheen from the perspiration.
"Shannon, you are one sexy lady. Did you like that?"
"Uh huh." I softly moaned.
Robert then slowly pushed me to my knees. His cock was rock hard and leaking a bit precum as my face approached it. I was mesmerized by it. I wanted to kiss it, lick it, and love it. I wanted to please this man. I held Robert's cock in my hand and began licking and kissing the tip of it.
"Shannon, I like that. You are such a hot mama. I want you in my bed tonight."
I ran my tongue up and down Robert's cock. I made it slick with my saliva. He asked me to suck it. I opened my mouth as wide as I could and pulled it to my mouth. I felt his hot cock on my tongue and lips at once. I stretched my mouth further to take the entire width of it into my awaiting mouth. I began to suck on Robert Crawford's cock like a whore. The phone rang breaking the mood. Robert's hands went to my head and he began fucking my mouth.
"Shannon, milk my black snake with your mouth." He shouted.
I sucked harder and began to squeeze his balls. He held my head and pumped the big black meat into my mouth. No deep throat here. He kept pumping and I felt his cock expand in my mouth. I knew he was beginning to cum. I continued to suck and move my mouth up and down his cock. A large load of his sperm hit the back of my throat. It was too much for me to swallow and I pulled back to catch my breath. Another huge jet of cum shot against my throat and I began to swallow his hot load. He pumped five or six huge shots into my mouth and I greedily sucked them down. When he was done Robert pulled his cock from my mouth.
"Shannon, clean me up, I have to go." He ordered.
Using my mouth, lips, and tongue I cleaned his cock. When I was done he stuffed it in his pants and pulled me to a standing position. I was still weak and his juices were running down my face. We cleaned up and snuck from the dressing room. Justin caught me coming from the room and from the look and smell of him I knew he was high. He went to kiss me and I turned away.
"Not now, you don't want to kiss me right now." I told him firmly.
"Yes, I do baby, I love you." He assured me.
So I kissed him. I tried to keep his tongue from my mouth but he persisted. I knew I tasted salty from Robert's cum which I still hadn't completely swallowed. It was so thick it coated my mouth so well. Justin didn't seem to notice and appeared to be trying to reach my tonsils. Robert saw us and gave me a big grin, he knew I was giving Justin what I was later to learn was snow ball. We didn't sit back in the booth but made our way out of the club and home. I had to drive because Justin was so wasted. I thought of nothing but the hard black cock of Robert's which had just erupted into my mouth, my mouth. I thought of Justin tasting Robert's sperm and smiled widely."
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My wife Shannon is in marketing and advertising for a small firm in our Midwestern town. She is 24 and I am 27. We met while in college and married after we both graduated. She is a dark haired beauty who is smart and beautiful but also a bit naïve especially when it comes to men. She recently began her first job in her field after graduating from college. She had worked as a waitress, receptionist and a secretary prior to becoming an account representative for BWK and Associates.
Let me describe Shannon for you so you can get a complete picture of her. She stands 5' 9" tall and weighs 130 pounds. She has very dark, long, and wavy hair that hangs to the middle of her back. She has a very trim figure but she also has very large breasts for her thin frame. Her measurements are 38-24-35. My name is Justin and I have been married to Shannon for 3 wonderful years.
Shannon's first official client is a jazz saxophonist who happens to be African-American. His name is Robert "the Python" Crawford. Shannon and his recording label worked together on the Python tag as part of the complete marketing package for him. Shannon's job is to promote Robert's CDs and concerts for the label. One of her first tasks was getting into Robert's music and then developing the marketing package for him. This led to Shannon and Robert working closely together and also developing an intimate relationship.
Robert had been working on Shannon for over two months and was still trying to get her into bed with him; I was not bothered by this in fact I was quite turned on by the entire notion as she had been very honest with me about the building sexual tension between them. I do not understand it but I am one of those guys who gets excited and very turned on by the thought of his wife having sex with another man. The fact that Robert is black simply added to the excitement of the building fantasy.
Shannon had scored a major coup when she was able to obtain major sponsorship of Robert's concert and promotion tour. She negotiated extensively with the makers of Southern Comfort and they were now the exclusive promoter of The Python Strikes Tour. What made this sponsorship so important was that Southern Comfort provided a brand new tour bus for Robert and the band to travel in during the tour. The bus was painted up in the side with a special Southern Comfort logo and also special graphics about Robert and the tour.
Shannon's employers were ecstatic over her promotional contract signing with a national sponsor and rewarded her handsomely with a bonus. The only slight downside is that Shannon's bosses required her to travel with the band for the first leg of the tour, to make sure that things operated smoothly and to get a feel for the tour as well. The first tour date was scheduled for a three day stay in Chicago and mere three hour bus ride from our home town. Shannon was excited about riding in the big bus with the guys from the band to begin the tour.
On Thursday morning I took time off from the small architectural firm I work for to see Shannon off on the bus tour. We had spent an energetic night in bed having hot and animalistic sex. We whispered to each other as we made love about her spending a long weekend in Chicago with Robert and having his large "python" between her legs all night long. It caused us to fuck long and hard all night long thinking about her being with Robert for that length of time.
Shannon had packed a suitcase which I lugged over to the side of the large dark blue Prevost coach. The driver, an older gentleman, took the bag from me and stowed it underneath the bus with the other equipment. I received a tour of the coach from Shannon and we sat talking and kissing in the large leather sofa in the lounge waiting for Robert and the guys in the band to show up. The guys were already a half and hour late when Shannon received a call on her cell phone. It was Robert and he needed the bus to come pick him up at his house. Shannon agreed with him and with a long kiss and a hug I exited the coach and watched the large custom coach pull away. I waved at her through the darkly tinted window and I think I saw her wave back.
I wasn't worried as I knew that I would be in Chicago on Sunday to pick up Shannon and take her home from the hotel that they would be staying in. Robert was to have a suite and the rest of the band and Shannon would be in other rooms, at least that was the plan. I thought about that as I drove to work.
Thursday night Shannon called me from the hotel to tell me that they had arrived safely and that they were busy performing sound checks and making other pre-opening night arrangements. She then dropped a bomb on me that aroused and excited me.
"Hey Justin it's me." Shannon's voice filled the receiver of my telephone.
"Hi Shannon, how's it going?" I replied.
"Great, the bus is so off the hook. I am still overwhelmed by the luxury of the coach." She exclaimed with great excitement in her voice.
"Off the hook? What's that?" I asked quite puzzled by her expression.
"That means that it is way cool, it's what Robert says." Shannon explained.
"Well, we are busy completing last minute details and we have to eat yet. We just finished the sound check. Things are going well, so far." She related to me with a loud almost young girl's excitement.
"That's sounds good. How's the hotel?" I asked innocently.
"Um...er...great, we have a large adjoining suite." She stammered out.
"We?" I asked quite loudly.
"Um...yeah...ah...Robert and I are sharing an adjoining suite." She stuttered again.
"What exactly does that mean, young lady?" I teased her.
"It means that his suite has a small bedroom adjoining it with a separate entrance; that is my room." She explained with a bit of hesitation.
"That sounds convenient. Do you share a bathroom?" I continued with my teasing.
"Well, sort of. You see there are two bathrooms but they also can adjoin, it is a strange arrangement."
"That is different, so what's up next?" I asked.
"There is a large buffet dinner for the band and crew and then we chill for a while and Robert is scheduled to do his first show at 8:00 and his next one at 11:30 or so. Look I have to go, things are crazy, I will call you after the show. Bye Justin, I love you." She called and then the phone clicked off."
I knew she was having fun and that she was working hard but I could not help but wonder what Robert had planned for Shannon that night after the show. I found my cock becoming partially erect as I thought of her sharing a room, a bedroom, and even a bed with Robert. I fixed dinner and watched television for awhile and finally about 10:30 I went up to bed.
I fantasized about Shannon and Robert that night as I lay awake in bed. I whacked-off twice already from my sexual desires and I felt the urge again as I ran different sexual scenarios through my head. I finally fell asleep but it was a fitful sleep as I knew that phone might ring at anytime.
At 2:30 I was startled out of a sound sleep by the shrill ringing of the bedside phone. I finally found it and put the headset to my ear.
"Hello?" I replied as wide awake as I could sound for the middle of the night. I heard a woman giggling in the background and also the sounds of a loud party through the receiver. The giggling voice sounded familiar and then I heard Shannon's voice.
"Justin, it's me." Said Shannon's voice. Then I heard her giggling some more and then I heard her shush someone.
"Shannon? Is that you?" I replied loudly over the noise through the phone. The party all of a sudden seemed to stop and I heard my Shannon's voice clearly.
"Hi baby, it's me." Shannon sounded a bit different but I could not put my finger on it.
"Hey." I replied.
"Wow, the entire concert was so bad, we really raised the roof." She whispered into the phone. "Robert had two encores both times; he is going crazy right now."
"That's great." I replied with an attempt at encouragement.
"Oh man, we have been partying for the last couple of hours and I am pretty wasted." Shannon informed me with a little giggle.
"Oh really, what are you drinking?" I asked, knowing that Shannon was not much of a drinker and only one or two drinks would have her giggling.
"Some special Southern Comfort drinks from the reps. And we also got high between shows. I am really out of control." She informed me.
"Out of control?" I repeated. She laughed a little bit and I thought I heard her whispering to someone in the background.
"Yeah, we are all getting pretty nasty and some of the women have taken off all their clothes." She told me with a lilt in her voice.
"How about you? Are you getting nasty? Have you taken off all of your clothes?" I asked with a hint of fear in my voice that I could not disguise.
"Well, you told me to have fun and I am a big girl. I have just my panties and a shirt of Robert's on but who knows for how long." She then erupted in a fit of laughter.
"Shannon, are you being serious? Shannon?" I shouted into the phone. The phone remained silent for a while and then a male voice came on the line. It was the deep gravely voice of Robert Crawford.
"Justin, this is Robert, how you doing man?" He asked and then continued to talk without waiting for a reply. "Shannon is partying pretty hard man but I'm watching out for her. Later." The phone clicked off and I was holding the receiver in my hand. I held it until the hang up tone came on and then I reluctantly hung it up.
I'll be honest, I was feeling jealous and angry but the astounding thing is that I also felt aroused again. I picked up the phone and dialed Shannon's cell number. The phone rang and then I heard Shannon's voice however it was her recorded voice to leave her a message at the tone. I hung up in anger. I laid there for a moment until I realized that I was being silly and that I did tell her to have a good time. I dialed her number again, this time I left a message that I loved her and to give me a call tomorrow when she could. I then went back to sleep.
Friday morning I was at work about noon when the phone rang. It was Shannon and she sounded punk.
"Hello, this is Justin, can I help you?" I answered.
"Hi sweetie, do you miss me?" She asked in her husky too many drinks voice.
"I miss you horribly. How are doing today? Did you just get up?" I asked out of concern for her health.
"I miss you too babe, too much. I am feeling pretty bad but Robert gave me some pills about an hour ago and I am starting to rally. We are still in bed?" She replied in innocence.
"Good, but what pills and what do you mean we are still in bed?" I asked.
"I don't know, some pills, they are prescription, I saw the bottle. Yes, we are still in bed. I slept with Robert last night." She replied. Silence then filled the phone as I didn't know what to say. This is what I wanted but now that it had happened, I felt deep regret.
"Justin, are you still there?" Shannon asked with concern.
"Yeah, I'm here. I'm just a bit surprised, that's all. I am just trying to get my head around the idea." I replied as I felt stirrings in my crotch as my cock began to stiffen.
"I knew it; you hate me, don't you? It was your idea, remember?" She almost shouted at me.
"No, no baby not like that. I am just so aroused that's all and I still love you, probably more than yesterday." I finally replied.
"Good, cause we talked about this." She reminded me again.
"No honey, it's just I was pleasantly surprised, that's all. How was it?" I inquired with a bit of hesitation.
"It was great but I can't talk now, Robert is in the bathroom. I will tell you all about it later. I need to go join him in the shower." She explained.
"Join him in the shower?" I asked astonished at her boldness.
"Yes, I have to go wash the python. Are you hard?" She replied with a sexy little voice.
"Very hard. Is he big?" I asked in a typical guy kind of way.
"Yes he is just like his hands." Shannon giggled like a school girl.
We ended the call and I found myself at my desk with a raging hard on. I tried to work the rest of the afternoon but I found that I was too distracted to do any work. I figured that I should just go home but what would I do there? I finally left work at 5:00 and headed to the local pub with a couple of guys from work. I got home about 8:00 and there was a message from Shannon on the machine.
"Justin, I was hoping that you would be home when I called so I could tell you about last night in person. Let me just say that I spent most of the night having sex with Robert and even this morning in the shower, then, again this afternoon. My poor little pussy is getting quite a work out from his huge cock and she is pretty sore right now. I will call you later on tonight or maybe tomorrow. I love you so much Justin. Thank you."
I took out my already hard cock and began stroking it. I lay down on the bed and pulled myself off until I sprayed my cum onto my stomach. Man I am married to a hot woman I thought to myself as I washed up and put my clothes back on.
Shannon did not call that night and I did not hear from her again until Saturday afternoon around four. I was in my home office trying to keep my mind occupied by working on a building project for work. The weekend was taking for ever and I could not wait for Sunday so I could drive to Chicago to see my Shannon again. All of a sudden the telephone rang and I picked it up.
"Hey sweetie, you missin' me?" It was Shannon's cheerful voice on the other end.
"Oh hey Shannon, I sure am missing you. I replied not attempting to disguise the eagerness in my voice.
"Oh, Justin, I miss you so much. I wish you were here right now." She replied with a sincere tone to her voice.
"Oh me too. I love you so. Are you having fun?" I asked hoping to keep her cheered up but I did not need to even try as she was quite cheery already.
"I hope you know I love you. I was just getting back from breakfast and shopping." She informed me.
"Breakfast? It is nearly dinner time!" I exclaimed with surprise and admonishment.
"Well, Robert and I partied until about 4 and then we slept in. He keeps me up quite late riding the Python and I love it." She said with a giggle as she explained her late hours.
"So you are sleeping with him every night then? I asked starting to feel some excitement in my chest and throat.
"Oh, yes, I thought you knew that. He has this great big suite with a great big king size bed, for the king. We need the entire bed as he really fucks me hard. In fact he works me out." Shannon said with a mixture of awe and respect for her lover.
"Really? Are you enjoying fucking a black man?" I asked trying to wheedle some details from her. I slowly brought my hand to my cock and started rubbing it through my pants as we talked.
"Oh yes. His cock is so huge; I didn't think it would all fit in me but it does. He really likes to go for a long time and he can fuck about three times a night. And you know what? I have never had so many orgasms in my life. It is so fuckin' hot. Thanks for letting me come to Chicago with him." She informed me as I felt the jealousy rising in my body; along with my cock.
"So, has he made you a black man's slut?" I asked.
"Why do you ask that?" Shannon asked with kind of a strange tone of voice.
"Oh, I just wondered with you sleeping with him and fucking him...and cumming so many times. Is he fucking you bare back?" I explained in an attempt to calm her.
"Oh...well to answer your questions...yes...he has made me his slut for black cock." She stuttered into the phone as I felt my blood pressure soar in my ears.
"I see. So are you looking forward to seeing me tomorrow?" I asked while changing the subject.
"I sure am sweetie. We are planning a late night so I will leave a key for you to my room at the front desk." She replied with her voice dripping with sugar. "You want to know what I am wearing right now?
"What are you wearing right now?" I asked playing along with her.
"I have a tight white tube top with a tiny black leather mini." She replied with excitement.
"And what is under your mini?" I asked with lust.
"I have on a little leopard print thong." She teased.
"Whoa! No way! Why leopard print?" I was barely able to ask.
"Because I am a black man's whore." She giggled. "It denotes that I fuck black men."
We finished our conversation and I whacked-off for the second time that day thinking about her fucking Robert's python and being in his bed every night. I had a rough day and decided to turn in early as I wanted to get on the road fairly early on Sunday morning. I was sound asleep when the telephone rang.
"Hey sexy man, you sleeping?" It was a very excited Shannon voice on the end of the line. I looked at the clock and it was 5:00 am.
"Shannon, it is 5 o'clock, of course I was sleeping." I replied quite angrily.
"Oh, well I thought you might want to talk to me." She said with her pouty little girl voice.
"You know I want to talk to you Shannon. What's up?" I replied trying to not sound so angry with her.
"Well, we were just getting ready to leave this party and Robert wanted me to tell you not to come before noon or so because we need to sleep some." Shannon answered with renewed excitement in her voice.
"Oh what kind of party?" I asked with regret.
"Just a nekked girl party." She giggled in my ear.
"Naked girl party? Are you naked Shannon?" I asked dreading the answer.
"Not naked, nekked. Yes we are all nekked. Right now I am nekked sitting on some guys lap and his hard cock is nekked too." She then broke off in a fit of laughter.
I then lay awake in bed for about an hour and decided to drive the three hours to Chicago right now. I was feeling pissed, and jealous, and horny, oh so horny as I showered and dressed. The sky was still dark as I got into my car and began the long drive to reclaim my wife. I kept thinking about Shannon, my lovely and sweet Shannon being naked in a room of black men and I wondered if she would ever be the same.
I forgot about the time change and finally realized that it was only 8:30 on a Sunday morning as I parked my car in the ramp of the luxury hotel. I went to the front desk and identified myself and asked for the key to Shannon Gregory's room. After a quick check of my ID the hotel reception desk clerk found the envelope addressed to me. He handed it to me and wished me a nice morning. Yeah right.
I took the elevator to the 15 floor and found the room number, 1546. I quietly scanned the key card through the lock and heard the door unlock. I slowly crept into the darkened room and listened for Shannon, or Robert, or Shannon and Robert. The room was deathly quiet. I closed the door and switched on the light. The room was plush but empty. My heart sank. I scanned the room and noticed another door inside the bathroom. Shannon's bathroom was immaculate; no one had been here all night. I tried the other door in the bathroom and it opened into another much larger bathroom. I slowly walked into that bathroom and stuck my head in through the bathroom door. It opened into a hallway. As I walked down the hallway I could hear the distinct sound of some one snoring. I soon located the source of the snoring, it was Robert the python Crawford, sound asleep with my lovely Shannon in his arms. The remarkable thing about the scene is they were both stark naked and they both appeared to have fallen asleep after a vigorous coupling, as they were still connected at the waist. Yes, Robert's python was still inside of my lovely wife Shannon's pussy.
The scene was erotic and wildly disturbing. Here was the love of my life, sleeping in another man's erotic embrace. I watched them sleep for a few minutes and then slowly backed out of the room. I went back into Shannon's bedroom and lay down on the still made bed. I felt very uncomfortable from what I had witnessed. I was suddenly overwhelmed with the need to sleep and I must have fallen asleep for a while. I was dreaming of machinery, the rhythm of machinery when I groggily awoke to the sounds from the adjoining suite. At first I could not figure it out, and then it hit me. It was the sound of two people fucking. Robert and Shannon were doing it again in the very next room.



I slowly crept into the next room and listened from the hallway as the python unloaded another load of his cum inside my wife. I closed the door quietly and went back into Shannon's bedroom. I must have made more noise than I thought because I was only laying there a few minutes when I heard Shannon come into the room.
"Justin, baby, how long have you been here?" Shannon exclaimed as she rushed to me dressed in just a man's dress shirt. I held her to me and we kissed and hugged each other tightly.
"Oh Shannon, I love you. I missed you so very much." I replied as I grasped her bare ass beneath the shirt. Her butt felt warm and soft in my hands and I caressed and squeezed her ass cheeks.
"I love you too." She answered as she kissed me harder and her tongue snaked further into my mouth. I attempt to slip my hand between her legs from behind but she stopped me and tried to pull away.
"Stop Justin, I am messy there." She said as she held my hands.
"I know baby, I heard you two in there going at it." I informed her as I held her tighter.
"You did? How long have you been here?" She asked as she looked longingly into my eyes. I noticed her eyes were blood shot and she appeared tired and worn out.
"I got here at 8:30." I replied quietly.
Shannon then allowed me to feel her dripping pussy. Robert's substantial load of cum ran in rivulets from her distended pussy lips and down her thighs in white globs.
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The next morning was Monday and Jan and I both had to go to work, so we were unable to discuss her weekend away on the boat with Chuck and Dr. Bob. Monday evening could not come soon enough and we finally settled into bed about 10 o'clock. I was lying in bed nude on top of the covers and Jan seductively settled herself beside me on the bed. She was clad in a pair of shiny satin black panties that did little to hide her womanhood and an open silk blouse, that she wore unbuttoned.
"Hi handsome, waiting for me?" Jan asked in a soft and breathy whisper as she stroked my thigh with her fingertips. I always marvel at this beautiful woman laying beside me.
"Yes, I was. Can't you tell?" I replied as I pointed to my already erect cock. This woman simply had that effect on me.
"Um…maybe." She teased as her hand made its way up my thigh to my shaved balls and she gently squeezed them.
"That's really nice. Do you do that for Chuck?" I asked hoping to hear more of her weekend adventures. Jan stopped squeezing my balls and she ran a finger up the length of my cock and around the tip.
"Yes I do, quite often, in fact I did it just this afternoon." She giggled as she saw the look of wonder on my face.
"This afternoon? What happened?" I croaked as she continued to tease my now throbbing member. Jan leaned over and gave me a kiss that included her thrusting her tongue into my mouth.
"Oh, he called me after lunch and wanted me to bring him a couple of documents. I found him in his back office and he had me give him a blow job on my knees as he sat at his desk. We did not have a lot of time so he had me suck him off and swallow his entire load. I then went back to my desk with wet panties and the taste of his cum for the rest of the afternoon." She relayed her story as she settled back on the pillow. I continued to kiss her and reached inside of her blouse.
"So, are you going to tell me the rest of the story about this weekend's get away?" I almost begged as I attempted to caress Jan's pussy through her panties. She grabbed my wrist and held my hand.
"Honey, I am still really sore, if you are really gentle I might be able to make love to you but you must be gentle." She emphasized as she released my wrist and I pulled my hand back.
"Please tell me everything." I pleaded as I tried to slip Jan's panties off from her body. She lifted up her butt giving me the freedom to strip her undies from her. I pulled them off and savored the view between her legs. I noticed the heady aroma of Jan's arousal as gazed lovingly at her.
"Friday morning I awoke to find Chuck missing from our bed. I must have been sleeping so soundly that he was able to slip away without awakening me. The room was not entirely dark and I looked around the room but could find no sign of Chuck. After checking and using the bathroom I decided to go and find Chuck. I was feeling a bit shaky from an evening of drinking and fucking but my head was clear.
"I quietly opened the door to our bedroom and went out into the main hallway. I slowly made my way up the hall towards the stairway and I stopped to look out of the large porthole window that faced the city of Chicago. The view was breath-taking and I was taking it all in and I did not hear Bob come up behind me. I was not aware of anyone there until I felt a hand reach under my robe and caress my pussy. I was startled but also thinking that the hand belonged to Chuck, I pushed my butt backwards toward him to let him know that I liked what he was doing.
"Um, do you like that Jan? The voice of Bob broke the spell I was under. I tried to pull free but Bob's hand reached around me and pulled my back towards him.
"Bob, what do you think you are doing?" I demanded trying to get out of his grasp. Bob just pulled me closer to him and whispered into my ear.
"You know exactly what I am doing, enjoying that nice young pussy of yours." He replied as his fingers continued to stroke and prod my pussy.
"Stop that, what kind of woman do you think I am? What will your friend Chuck say when I tell him what you did to me?" I demanded as I felt him trying to slip his finger between my labial lips.
"Chuck told me exactly what kind of woman you are, his whore. He also informed me that you were told to be nice to me. Now be nice to me." Bob replied as he forced his finger inside of me.
"Chuck told me that you are his married slut and that you are for his pleasure. Now I want you for my pleasure." Bob taunted as he started to move his finger further inside of me.
Bob's words stung me like a slap and I felt my face flush and burn from them. I also knew that Bob was right and I was Chuck's whore. I stopped my struggle and I allowed Bob access to my body. He felt me relax and continued to explore my pussy with his fingers.
"Jan you have a nice wet pussy but today I am not going to just use my fingers." Bob said as he led me into his bedroom. He pushed me face down onto the bed and lifted up my robe revealing my entire sex to him. Bob reinserted his finger into my pussy and began to fuck me with it. It felt good and I allowed myself to enjoy his exploration but it was just not enough to get me going.
Bob seemed to sense this and inserted another finger and it helped give me the stimulation I needed to really get into his actions. I started to get into the role of a whore and a slut and while it embarrassed me it also aroused me and I felt myself getting wetter from the finger intercourse. I started to breath heavier and I knew that I would soon be cumming on Bob's fingers. Bob stopped moving his fingers and pulled them from my pussy. I felt an immediate loss as I was so close and I whimpered to get him to put them back in.
"No slut, spread your legs more, it is time for me to fuck your married cunt." Bob grunted as I felt him climb on top of me.
I felt a probing at my pussy lips and I spread my legs more to give him access. Bob's cock nudged against me and due to all of the wetness I felt him slip between my lips and begin to slide inside me. His cock felt huge, like the largest dildo I have ever felt.
"No Bob, it is too big." I cried out as I felt him begin to force his cock inside me.
"Just lay still Jan, It will slide right in." Bob reassured as he withdrew his cock and attempted to reinsert it. It still felt too big and I held my breath.
Bob was right and slowly he inserted his large artificially enhanced penis into me. Slowly and with great patience Bob finally got his entire length inside of me. I have never felt so filled in my entire life and I felt my pussy stretched in width and depth by the large fleshy tube of Dr. Bob.
"God Bob, your cock it so huge!" I cried out to him as he began his stroking in and out of me.
"I knew you could take it all, I felt it yesterday when I examined you. You like my cock baby? It is a true ten incher." He explained as he started to settle into a steady rhythm.
Bob was a master with his cock and he brought me to three screaming orgasm before I felt him stiffen even further, if that was possible. He kept pounding his cock into me from behind as I felt him begin the throws of his own release. With a loud grunt and a sigh Dr. Bob emptied his balls deep inside my married slut pussy. I had a final orgasm as Bob collapsed on top of me. I must have passed out from the feeling because I awoke as I felt Bob's spent organ slip from my pussy and onto my inner thighs. It felt wet and sticky.
Bob awoke at the same time as I did and kissed my neck right before he got off from my weary body. We lay in each others arms for a few minutes and then Bob told me to clean him up so we could go have breakfast. I turned over to look into the eyes of the second man to use me as a whore. Bob smiled at me and told me that I was one of the best fucks he had ever had.
"Jan, Chuck was right, you are an incredible fuck. I wish Cheri had a pussy that tight still."
"Gee thanks Bob, I'll take that as a compliment I guess." Was my smug reply as I realized that I was completed sated from the early morning romp with Bob.
"Now, why don't you lick my cock and clean me up?" Bob asked as he spread his legs revealing his cock and balls to my first viewing. Bob's cock was so large that it did not look real. His balls were truly the size of plums and appeared to be artificial as well.
I felt a bit of revulsion as I leaned over and began to bathe Bob's slumbering dick with my tongue. I knew the drill as Chuck always had me lick him clean after he fucked me. I had gotten used to the taste of my juices mixed with Chuck's cum and Bob's was no different. I licked his entire cock clean and even sucked the limp organ as Bob directed me to do so. I then licked and sucked his balls clean until there was no trace of our coupling on them. I was just getting ready to pull my head from Bob's groin when he shifted his hips and spread his legs further revealing his anus to me.
"Clean my asshole too Jan, you know what to do." He taunted as he held his thighs apart waiting for my service.
I felt so degraded as I had never been ordered to do this before. I made myself stick out my tongue and begin the licking of Bob's ass. The taste was quite strong. The flavor was not just cum and my juices but also sweat and a manly musk. I worked hard not to cry as Bob held my head to his asshole and told me to clean him good. I licked and sucked his entire anal area clean and finally Bob released me from his grasp.
"Now that was just perfect you sexy slut." Bob smiled as he said these words to me. "Your face is all wet and shiny; I think you need to shower now."
I pulled myself away from Bob's body and closed the robe around my body. I felt ashamed and flushed. I was ashamed not just from the lewd and degrading act I had been asked to perform but also because I was so aroused due to Bob's treatment. I was embarrassed by my own behavior. I truly felt like a whore. As I got up and began to leave the room Bob called out to me.
"Jan don't be upset, you just made a down payment on your new boobs. Now get cleaned up and dressed, we are going to breakfast."
I made my way back to the room and as I showered I cried not just because of what I had just done but also because I had enjoyed it as well.
Jan finished the story and I found that I was riveted by it. I also found that she was stroking my cock and I was nearing an orgasm. This is not what I wanted and I tried to find my voice before it was too late.
"Wow honey, that was so freaking hot. Let's fuck." I exclaimed as I stopped her hand and grabbed for her lovely body.
"Okay but let's go slow, my pussy still hurts from the hard fucking I got from Bob." Jan replied as she melted in my arms.
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(My girlfriend Tonya is a very hot and sexy 22 year old with a tight body and a cute butt. She stands 5'3" with large brown eyes and brown hair that hangs to her shoulders. She has very large breasts for a petite woman and her measurements are 36-23-34. She recently finished telling me what she had been doing to complete the sexual tasks I gave her.)
Tonya was just so damn busy lately that she could not think straight! She was babysitting from 5:30 a.m. until time for school and then off to class and then back to babysitting until bedtime and then she had to wake up at 1:30 a.m. to let the last child go back home. She was not only feeling tired but also horny. She had not seen her lover in months and she had not had any for several weeks. She was young and had needs. She was tired of masturbating and she needed a cock!
Tonya had a lover that had often thought up different things for Tonya to do sexually since she had agreed to be his sex slave. It was all in fun because she could not truly submit to him as she was too far away from him and she would not submit to any man in real life. She was strong, attractive and nobody's fool. Tonya had made her own way through the hard times and now things were starting to really look up for her and her young daughter Alyssa.
She said that she loved him but she was not going to give up her independence to him really, just for fun. He knew this too when she refused to sign his slave contract and also when she refused to dress as he asked, because she was not going to be a "slut" in front of her daughter. He knew this and assured her that it was all just for fun and if it was not going to be fun for her then they would not play.
Tonya recalled with a tingling and readily dampening crotch the four different scenarios he had thought up for her and how enjoyable they had been. In fact she had had many mind-blowing orgasms and had enjoyed her new found sexuality. In the first one she had, at his direction, gone to the local truck stop and picked-up a truck driver and had, with the help of her friend Beth, sucked his cock and fucked him in the back of his truck. She had enjoyed the hard fucking he had given her and had cum on his cock.

Her second task was to find and have sex with another woman. Tonya liked the idea but was a bit hesitant until she met up with a young lesbian woman. She had taken the sweet and innocent Tonya back to her house and had given her several extreme orgasms with her mouth, fingers and then with a strap on cock. She had even had Tonya cum for her in front of a group of onlookers. That was such a turn-on for Tonya that she could count that as one of her best orgasms ever.
Then there was the threesome. Tonya had hooked up with a black guy named Freak with a large cock and his white average hung friend. She had sucked them both, fucked them both and had had no less than three great orgasms with them.
Lastly, Tonya had started a short but truly wonderful relationship with a stripper named Ginger. Ginger and Tonya had really hit it off together and neither of them could get enough of each other's hot bodies. Tonya was genuinely addicted to Ginger's sweet and completely shaved pussy. She loved licking it, sucking it and making Ginger cum with her mouth. Of course the orgasms that Ginger gave Tonya were some of the best she had ever had as well. Even better than with any man's cock, even her lover's cock she finally admitted.
But she was in love with her boyfriend and lover Jeff and she had readily agreed that she wanted to be his sex slave and would do mostly anything for him, and that was the most difficult task. While she had enjoyed her threesome with Freak and his buddy, she had said she would not do them again, though she would not say why. This had given him an idea. He told Tonya, his love and his sweetie, that if she was going to honestly be his sex slave she would have to be available anytime for Freak, his buddy and anyone they brought along. Tonya said she would do it, because she loved to please him but also because Tonya just felt so wicked and naughty having her hot and sexy body available to these two guys. She agreed to do it and said "anytime" but she did not know what this really meant.
Tonya got her first test of "anytime" on a Thursday afternoon. She had just returned home from school and had sent her assistant home. She had just put the last of the four children, in her care, and her daughter down for their afternoon naps when she heard a knock on the door. Tonya was not expecting anyone so she went and opened the door. There standing in the cold and blowy winter weather, on her front porch, were Freak and his friend Dave.
"Hey Freak, Hey Dave, what's up?" She asked.
"Hey Tonya. We were just in the neighborhood and we want to tap that thing of yours momma." Freak replied.
"Um, ah...this is not a good time for me. Ah, the kids are all just taking their naps and I am really tired." She replied with both excitement and regret.
"But you said anytime!" Freak replied as he stroked his hand down her face gently.
"I did but ...okay but you have to be really quiet." She cautioned as she led them both inside and into her living room that was scattered with toys.
"Give me a minute to clean up and then we can play." She said as she left them on the couch and went to the bathroom to clean herself up.
Tonya felt very nervous and excited as she washed and dried her sparsely haired pussy that was tingling with excitement. She then brushed her teeth and hair and gave herself a quick shot of cologne. Tonya walked into the living room and found both Freak and Dave playing with baby toys while waiting for her. She asked them to follow her and she took them both into her brother's basement bedroom downstairs. As she led them down the stairs Freak rubbed and squeezed her sexy swaying ass.
Once downstairs Tonya helped Freak out of his clothes as Dave undressed her and then himself. Tonya felt nervous, shy but very turned on standing naked in front of these two men. Tonya bent over and started licking the tip of Freaks partially erect cock. This caused her shapely butt to be right in Dave's face. A large drop of clear precum appeared on the tip and she licked it right up savoring the sweet taste. As she was bent over she felt Dave approach her from behind with his erect cock. He nudged it around between her open thighs until she finally grasped it and pointed it between her wet pussy lips. Dave pushed and gradually his entire length was nestled within her snug little pussy. As soon as he was buried inside her he grasped her hips and started thrusting his cock into her wonderfully warm cunt.
Freak watched as Dave fucked the beautiful Tonya and he grasped her head and began fucking her lovely mouth as she drooled on his large fully erect black cock. Tonya loved the feeling of having a man in her mouth and one embedded inside her hungry pussy and she pumped her hips backward trying to force more of Dave cock inside her. Dave came first and Tonya felt his cock swelling inside her as his orgasm approached and she was almost there herself. Dave came inside Tonya's warm and wet cunt inside a latex condom. After a few more pumps he pulled out of her and Tonya felt emptiness inside her womanhood.
"Oh Freak, give me your cock baby!" Tonya begged as Freak withdrew from her mouth and rolled a Magnum condom onto his 9 inch black cock. She lay back onto her brother's bed and Freak quickly mounted her young white body and began easing his thick member into her tight little hole.
"Ah...slowly Freak, slowly." She moaned as Freak continued his assault on her. Soon his entire cock was inside the moaning Tonya and Freak began to pump her hard and fast. Her young soft white thighs were wrapped around the thickly muscled back of her ebony lover. Tonya began moaning and cumming as soon as Freak began pumping her as Dave watched with delight and voyeuristic fascination. Tonya orgasmed twice on Freak's large cock before she felt the head swell further within her tight wet confines of her pussy. She knew he was going to cum and this pushed her further into her third orgasm. Freak came with four deep thrusts that banged her
cervix and then laid his sweaty body on top of hers. Tonya loved the feel of the large black man on top of her and also the large black cock deeply embedded inside of her. Much deeper than any man had ever been in her before. She was enjoying the warm sexual after glow when she heard a noise upstairs.
"Quick, get off me." She ordered Freak and he pulled his now deflating dick from her cunt and she felt her own juices flowing out at the same time.
"You guys get dressed and let yourselves out the back door." She said as she stood up and found her panties on the floor. She swiftly pulled them up her bruised thighs and located her jeans bunched in a pile. At the same time Freak and Dave were getting dressed. As the three of them finished dressing Freak and Dave held up the two used and filled condoms.
"What do we do with these?" Freak asked as he held it before Tonya's pretty but flushed face.
"Tie them off and give them to me." She relied as she ran her fingers through her hair trying to look presentable for her charges upstairs.
Freak grasped the end of the large and stretched rubber and tied it off so that his large ejaculation would not pour out. Dave did the same with the much smaller Trojan and both of them handed the still sticky rubbers to the out stretched hand of Tonya. She examined both filled condoms as she held them.
"God you guys cum a lot!" She exclaimed with a grin as she ushered them towards the door.
"That was just great shorty, how about tonight?" Freak asked. "We want to bring around Marcus for sum o'dat great little snatch of yours."
"Whatever you want babe." She replied as she pushed them out the door and she began climbing the rest of the stairs up to her kitchen. She hid the two sperm filled rubbers in her left hand as she pushed open the basement door with her right.
Tonya left the bathroom and found 2 of the five children that she watched were awake and in need of changing for they both were very wet. Tonya thought to herself as she went about her tasks that this was not the glamorous life of a sex queen that she thought that they lived and she laughed out loud. She wanted a cigarette after the great sex as they always tasted great after sex but there were little children to watch.
The day was uneventful but all day long Tonya's pussy felt kind of tingly and a little sore from the hard fucking she had received from Freak, not a bad sore a good sore as it reminded her that she had been fucked and she liked that. At one point while sitting with the kids watching TV she began to daydream about good Freak's thick black cock felt inside her pussy and how she liked being filled with his hardness. She felt herself starting to become aroused but Alyssa's cries awoke her from her dream, Timmy was pulling her hair and Tonya had to leap up and stop it once again.
At seven o'clock Tonya marveled at how the day had gone. She had been paid by all of the mothers as it was Friday. She had paid her assistants and her brother was gone for the evening. Alyssa's Dad came and picked her up for an overnight visit with him and his mother, who he still lived with. She did not have the little boy whose mother stripped as she was sick and kept him with her this evening. Tonya had eaten with the kids and had just taken a nice hot bath. She had relaxed in the tub and washed her hair. She had shaved her legs and trimmed her pussy hair into a neat little patch.
Tonya was thinking about how nice it was to have a little time to herself and just relax in front of the TV. She was not convinced that Freak and Dave were going to be back that day, hey, guys are that way. She thought to herself. She was considering calling someone and going out for the evening maybe go to the Club and see Ginger when there was a knock at her front door. Tonya pulled her bathrobe around her naked body and went to the front door. She peeped through the peephole and there was Dave and Freak on the front porch. Hey now that will keep me busy tonight she thought as she unlocked the door. The cold winter wind slapped her in the face a she saw the two huddle men on her front porch.
"Hey Freak, hey Dave, come on in. Where's the other guy?" Tonya asked as she ushered them into her living room and shut and locked the door behind them.
"Hey Tonya." They both replied as they came inside and tried to shake off the cold Indiana winter.
"Marcus loaned us his ride to come see if you wanted to go party with us at his crib." Said Freak as he stepped closer to Tonya and hugged her young and sexy body. His hands immediately went down her back and began rubbing her cute little butt. Tonya liked the embrace and his squeezing of her buns excited her.
"Sure, I was just sitting here all alone, I would like that. Why don't you guys sit down and I'll go get dressed?" She offered as she tilted her head upward and Freak kissed her snaking his tongue into her open mouth.
"We don't have to go right now maybe we should fuck first." Replied Freak as his hands snuck inside of her robe and he grabbed one of her large but firm breasts in each hand. Tonya moaned into Freak's mouth as his hands squeezed and stroked her soft boobs.
"No Freak, Marcus wants us to come right back, we can tap her later." Replied Dave as he came up behind Tonya and began rubbing her ass through her robe the same as Freak had done. Tonya was now feeling her young pussy beginning to moisten and she wanted to have sex with both of them right now.
"Okay, right." Said Freak as his fingers found Tonya's perky nipples and began to run his finger over the pebbly surface. Tonya was ready and allowed the two men to molest her rapidly warming body. But for some reason both of the guys backed off and Tonya found herself turned on and ready but standing by herself.
Tonya left the guys watching TV and went into her room to dress. Because it was winter in Indiana she debated dressing sexy or dressing warm but she new that she should be smart and dressed in a pair of white panties with red hearts on them, a gift from Jeff, a pair of jeans, a lacy bra and a pull over sweater. She put on make-up, perfume, and brushed her long and soft hair. She looked at herself closely in the mirror and she noticed how flushed her face and neck were and she knew it was because she was going to go out and have sex with three men.
Tonya walked out of the bedroom, pulling her winter coat on as she went. Freak and Dave got up and the three of them left the house and walked out into the gently falling snow. Tonya noticed the clean fresh scent of winter and she felt warm inside. The two guys led Tonya down the block to a big old Chevy Caprice Classic with large shiny spinners on the wheels. She thought to herself that this was a definitely not a white man's car. Dave drove and Tonya sat in the middle of the big bench seat with Freak on the other side. His hand rested on her thigh and he squeezed and rubbed her jean clad leg as they made there way through the dark Ft. Wayne streets.
Tonya placed her hand on Freak's leg and he leaned over and began to kiss her again. Dave turned on the CD player and loud heavy bass hip hop music filled the car. Tonya recognized Jay-Z and thought that it sounded pretty good with this system. Freak placed his hand into Tonya crotch and began to rub her pussy gently through her jeans. This had an electric effect on Tonya and she placed her hand on Freak's crotch and the large growing lump in his pants. She gave the large black member a squeeze and a rub. She felt herself becoming more aroused.
Too soon they arrived on the Southside of town and pulled up to a large but old three story brick house. There were lights on behind the drawn shades in the windows. Tonya had never been to this part of town before in the dark and she knew it was a bad area but she did not feel fear with her two companions with her. They got out of the car and walked up the freshly shoveled walk to the large wooden front porch. They went to the front door and before they could knock the door opened and there before them stood the largest black man Tonya had ever seen. He was 6'8" and weighed over 240 pounds he smiled when he saw the beautiful white woman framed by the two men on his porch.
"Hey Tonya." He said as he grasped her hand and pulled her inside of the house. "I'm Marcus." Tonya tried to speak but she was only able to smile and nod as she felt his large black hand envelope her tiny white one. She was not sure if it was fear or excitement but she felt her heart racing in her chest threatening to beat right through.
Marcus invited her inside and she found herself in a tiled entry hall with dark wooden paneled walls. The room was lit by an overhead light that shed very little light. Marcus had a deep rich voice and he was quick to smile at Tonya.
"My, she is a beauty, just like you boys said." He said with large smile. He ushered Tonya into a large living room that was crowded with furniture, large pillows and it too was dimly lit. A large plasma TV dominated the room and a porno movie was playing on it. Marcus turned down the sound but did not appear embarrassed by the show. He offer Tonya a seat on the leather couch and he stood before her his body blocking the action on the screen.
"Can I fix you a drink Tonya?" He asked warmly.
"Sure, please." She replied as she felt herself sinking into the soft leather cushion. "What do you have?"
"I am drinking Captain Morgan and coke, want one?" He offered.
"My favorite! Yes Please!" She said.
Marcus went off to make the drink to a corner bar that Tonya had not noticed before. Freak and Dave stood off to the side watching the movie. Marcus handed the freshly prepared drink to Tonya and settled down beside her on the couch. Tonya sipped it and noticed that it was very cold and strong. She took a larger sip and smiled back at Marcus.
"Thank you it is very good." Marcus then looked over at his two friends and said.
"I was thinking that you two should go over to D-Man's and get me some party supplies, some smoke, some X and maybe some snuff." He handed them a wad of bills and they left. Tonya was kind of surprised by the order but sat looking at the action on the 72- inch screen that dominated the entire wall of the living room. On the screen a pretty white girl with large breasts was being fucked by two well hung black studs. Tonya wonder if this would soon be happening to her. Marcus pulled Tonya closer to him by placing his arm around her shoulders. He then kissed her neck.
"The brotha tells me you like making it wit da brothas?"
"Yes I like it." Tonya replied shyly.
"Good, good cause this brotha wants to tap that fine ass of yours myself." He replied with his deep sexy voice. Marcus placed his huge hand on Tonya's left breast and gave it a feel. Tonya shivered. Tonya was still holding her glass and she took another big swallow of the dark sweet drink. Marcus reached behind the couch and his came back with a joint. He lit it and got it burning and handed it to Tonya.
"I don't usually smoke." She said as she accepted the j and took a tentative hit. The dry smoke filled her lungs and she held it. She passed it back to Marcus and he took several tokes before he shot gunned Tonya deeply. He then handed her the joint and she hit it again as soon as she had exhaled. She held the smoke in her lungs and stifled a cough. She then exhaled and took a big hit on her drink almost draining it. Marcus got up and refilled both of their drinks. As he handed it to the grinning Tonya she thanked him and said.
"You don't need to get me drunk Marcus to fuck me." And then she giggled.



"Hey Shorty I am not getting you drunk, I'm fixing to get yo ass high." He said with a deep laugh as he shot gunned Tonya again.
By the time they had finished the joint both of them were feeling pretty good. Tonya thought to herself that she was beginning to feel even hornier than she was before, if that was possible. She was not only high but slightly drunk on the rum but also from the atmosphere of the night. Marcus leaned over and kissed Tonya again with his thick lips parted, his long tongue slithered into her waiting pink mouth. She felt a thrill run through her from the stimulation of the big man's tongue. She stuck her little pink tongue back into his mouth as the two of them felt that passion building between them.
"Hey Shorty, take off yo shirt and sit on my lap." Said Marcus very seriously as he looked directly into Tonya's liquid brown eyes.
Tonya stood up from the leather couch and Marcus' eyes followed her every move. He thought to himself how beautiful is this woman, the prettiest white woman he ever had back to his crib. Tonya lifted the yellow sweater over her head and placed it on the couch away from where Marcus sat. She then reached behind herself and unclipped the bra that encased her lovely breasts. For a moment she hesitated to pull the garment from her boobs in an effort to tease Marcus and prolong the suspense; then she dropped it on top of her sweater.
Tonya's large 36DD breasts stood up firm and proud without a hint of sag. Marcus sucked in his breath with a hiss as he saw for the first time the gorgeous woman's perfect bust. Tonya's perky little nipples stood out from her as thick pencil erasers; erect and begging to be sucked.
"Damn girl, Freak was right you gots yourself some fine titties!" Marcus said as his large black hand encircled her right breasts and he felt the firmness and heft of her soft breast. Tonya felt a flutter in her chest as her heart quickened from the erotic touch. She sat down onto Marcus' lap and felt his erect penis underneath her.
Marcus leaned down and began to lick Tonya's erect nipple. She shivered and felt a warmth grow in her chest. Suddenly the cell phone playing a Mary J song broke the spell. Marcus grabbed it and answered it.
"Yo." He said. Tonya reached over and took a sip of her drink.
"S'up Freak?"
"Okay, yea, yea, okay."
"Okay pick up another half gallon of Morgan."
"Give me another hour."
"Cool." And with that he hung up the cell and shut it off.
Marcus grabbed both of Tonya's breasts and gave them a firm squeeze as one would do to test the ripeness of a melon. Tonya gasped for the pressure he applied to her entire boob at once was a surprise.
"Yo bitch yous titties are natural, I like that." He said and with that he released his hold and resumed licking her nipple. He alternated between one and then the other as Tonya felt the chills running up and down her spine.
"I's like yo tatt." He said as he stopped sucking and licked her entire tattoo. "Youse need one on yo utter titty."
"I do?" Tonya asked. "What should I have there the moon?" She asked as the warmth moved to her rapidly dampening crotch.
"A zebra or maybe a black spade. I'll buy it for you if you let me pick it." He said with a grin as his hand massaged her breast. Marcus began to tease and stimulate her nipples further. First he would pinch and bite them until Tonya was uncomfortable from the pain and would squirm on his lap then he would gently lick them until they relaxed a bit. Then he would do it again. Tonya found herself moaning and sighing from his actions.
"Get up and take off yo jeans gurl, I want to eat me sum of dat pussy o' yours." He ordered.
Tonya got up and slowly stripped off her jeans and wet panties. She had to pull her very wet panties from between her pussy lips as they had become stuck from her copious juices. The scent from the in heat Tonya filled both of their nostrils and Marcus smiled widely. Tonya sat back down on his lap and Marcus pushed her back onto the couch.
Tonya spread her legs apart displaying her womanhood for the first time to this large black man. Tonya's pussy was nearly bald with a small patch of hair above her slit but her lips and between her legs was as bare as a young girl's. Tonya's labia were small and pink but were thickening as the blood filled them from her arousal. They flared open revealing her vaginal opening that glistened with her lubrication. Her little pink clit was poking out from her clitoral hood as she revealed her entire self to the large man.
"Damn baby you fine." Marcus said as he lowered his face to Tonya's pussy. He inhaled the feminine musk and stuck his tongue out into her folds. He tasted her pussy lips and gently licked them up and down with his large thick tongue. Tonya felt on fire as this stranger whom she had just met a short while ago was beginning to pleasure her with his mouth.
Marcus alternated between licking her clit and sucking on it. Tonya began pinching her own nipples. Tonya could not hold back and she felt her orgasm building up. With a loud moan she came.
"Uh-uh-uh-oh-oh-Marcus!!!" She panted as she came on his tongue.
"Oh baby, eat me, eat my pussy!" She shouted as the waves of pleasure washed over her. Tonya had never cum so quickly with any man.
Tonya's adventure continues in Chapter 2
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Lizards - Chapter One
It was my idea so I take total responsibility for the outcomes that resulted from it. I have a fetish that may or may not be unusual. I have not heard of many people with the same fetish but I have read a few stories about people who have the same proclivities as me. I am attracted to prostitutes, hookers, escorts, lot lizards, or ladies of the night; whatever you want to call them. I don't know why, and even if I did would it make any difference as the attraction is so strong. Now I could write a treatise or conduct a study into why men are attracted to sex workers but that would not make any difference to my attraction and why I (we) did what we did. This is the story of what we did.
I had been reading a few websites that discuss hotwifing, cuckolding, and the swinging lifestyle for the past 10 years. The one topic that has always fascinated me was wives who act like, pretend to be, or are prostitutes. I have looked for but only found a few dozen stories about that type of hotwife behavior. I always get highly aroused by those stories and have kept those feelings to myself for too long.
My wife Jessica, who most people call Jess for short, is 23 years old and we have been married for 2 years. I am Ryan and I am 26. Jess and I met 7 years ago and have been together for most of those 7 years. We have been sexually active for a good part of those years as well. We began living together right out of high school for her and the 3rd years of college for me. We were both working and attending the same college away from our hometown when we got married. I have a master's degree and she is working on hers now.
I would be lying to you if I said that things always went along smoothly because that is untrue. Like many relationships ours had ups and downs but we worked through them. We both deeply love and trust each other but lately things are getting stale. It is not that we don't love each other but after this many years we found ourselves in a regular routine even for sex as we are in a rut. We still have sex 2-3 times per week but the passion just isn't as intense as it once was. It is mostly physical release and just something that we do together. Damn, that sounds bad doesn't it?
Jess currently works in a legal firm as an information technology technician. She calls herself a "data miner" as that is what she often does; digs up information. I am a school administrator. Jess is tall, thin, fit and attractive. Yes I am batting out of my league. She works out daily either before or after work and is a regular at the fitness club her firm pays for as it is owned by one of their clients and they receive a large discount. I work out 3 times per week in the evening and play sports with some friends depending on the season. We live in the northern Midwest, Michigan to be exact, and still have family, on both sides, living close by. Jess is 5'6" and weighs somewhere around 130. She is very fit and likes to run and it shows as her legs are firm and beautiful and her butt is gorgeous. On the other hand she has small breasts; a size 34b. I like them but she sometimes complains that her "big-boobed" friends get more attention and favors from men than she does. Let me tell you that Jess does alright attracting attention from both men and women as she has a pretty face and an award winning smile. She seems to attract people as she is so darn friendly and warm and projects it well. I could describe me more but why as this is mainly about her.
Anyway I kept reading more and more about hotwifing and cuckolding and each time it turned me on. I had broached the subject with Jess and she recited the lines that are typically quoted from the wives on the hotwife websites. "You are all the man that I need." Or "You just want to get with other women." As I explained to her that is not the case as I am more than aroused by the thought of Jess having sex with other men. I do not want to fuck other women but I do want her to fuck other men. We have discussed this subject many times while either having sex or as a prelude to having sex. Lately I have found that she is finally starting to consider my ideas on the subject.
Some of the articles on the websites discuss different ways to get wives into having sex with other men or different role-playing scenarios that can be used in place of her having sex with other men. It is from these other role-playing scenarios that I finally came up with my own idea for getting Jess into the hotwife game. In fact many of the people who write to the websites call the act of role-playing like this "The Game". So that is how I described it to her when I finally broke through that barrier. We were going to play a game.
Prior to the game I went out and did a little research into Lot Lizards by observing their behavior. There are two large truck-stops with 25 miles of our home. So I felt that the best way to gather data was to go and watch how Lot Lizards dressed and picked up customers. One evening, when Jess had a late class at the local university, I drove across town to the closest truck-stop in the hope I would be able to discretely watch what went on in the parking lot between truckers and lizards. I left our house at 6:30 and as this is winter it was already dark. I pulled up to the nearest unoccupied gas pump and filled up my car. After I was finished I went inside to get a lay of the land so to speak. This particular truck-stop is clean, modern, and brightly-lit and also has a family-style restaurant attached to it. As I walked inside I could smell the aroma of home-cooked meals; it smelled wonderful. I had not had dinner so I made my way inside and was seated by the hostess into a booth with a window overlooking the large parking lot. The parking lot was paved and was almost filled with semi-trucks. I was seated next to a couple of guys in who appeared to the untrained eye to be truckers.
"Yeah I was just pulling out of Joplin when I noticed that one of the warning lights was on. Blew one of the turbos right then." I overheard as I scanned the menu looking for something to eat.
"Damn Cats have a tendency to do that lately." His companion replied. They continued their conversation and I made my order with the waitress. She quickly brought my food and I settled down with a plate of chicken-fried steak and mashed potatoes. It was okay.
"Hey Jerry you spending the night here?" The older trucker asked.
"Yeah 'til bout five then I got to git." The younger of the two answered.
"Same here but I have to wait for eight. Need to get my time in. Thinking about seeing if there is any commercial company around." I figured he was talking about a place to buy something when he said commercial company.
"Yeah, I'd like a little darlin' for some company too. Wanna share?"
"Nah, I've been chatting with this gal from here on Chatstep. She's supposed to call me when she gets here. I can send her your way when I am done." He replied.
"What she look like?"
"I got a pic right here on my phone. Want to see?" He asked. I then knew what they were talking about when they said commercial company; it meant whores. The older man showed the younger driver the pics on his phone and he was impressed and would try the radio first and if he had no luck he would use her next but he really needed a shower and some sleep.
I finished eating, paid, and went back to my car. Now if I could just see where these guys are parked I might be able to see how this worked. I drove around the building and into the parking lot. It was huge and there were only a few places I could park but I found one and pulled in to it. The lot was well lit and then I noticed at the back of the lot there were fewer trucks but also fewer lights; this looked promising. I started my car back up and I noticed the two drivers from inside were walking across the lot and headed toward the darker part of it. They both grabbed little duffle bags from their rigs and walked back into the building. Shower time.
I was kind of bored sitting in my car waiting on the two drivers so I pulled out my phone and googled Chatstep. It was an online chat board and there were many rooms available for use. There was one called USLotLizards so I entered it. I chose the name Jess just to see if her name would get any response. The response was enormous. From scrolling through the entries I was able to see how much women were charging for a blow job $25 to $50, for a fuck $50 to $75 dollars, and for both $75 to $100. That was pretty low fee for such services but that was what the market was now supporting. I also found out that most truckers wanted to have sex bare, without condoms, and they wanted anal sex. Okay, I thought to myself, that is good to know.
Finally I saw who I thought must be a Lot Lizard appear around the side of one of the parked trucks. She appeared to be in her 30's with long stringy hair to her waist. She was overweight and was wearing what appeared to be painted on bright pink leggings that were stretched tightly over her large ass. She was wearing clean colorful tennis shoes and a pullover top. She was not what I would consider to be attractive but for some reason I found that looking at her was making my cock tingle. She walked towards a semi-truck that was parked with its lights off and the driver flashed the lights on and off quickly. The woman then climbed up on the passenger-side door and climbed in to the cab. Ah ha, so that is how it works I thought to myself.
I did not see any movement or lights from inside the truck as the windows were covered with curtains. I sat there in my car just watching the occupied vehicle and listening to the radio. I suddenly saw movement from across the lot and the older of the two truckers who I had overheard in the restaurant was making his way towards the parked rigs. He approached a large red Western Star and climbed into the cab. I saw the lights go on inside and observed him for a while. There was still no movement from the other truck.
After about 10 minutes a large brown late model Cadillac, without the headlights on, came into my view and stopped almost directly in front of my car. I was wondering if I should duck down and hide when I saw the back door open and a skinny young woman emerge from the car. She had short blond hair and a short denim skirt. Her legs appeared to be covered by tights or dark stockings that came to her knees. She had wedge shaped sandals on her feet and a purse slung over her shoulder. Just before she closed the door I was able to quickly glimpse the other occupants of the car. There was a large man driving and at least two other women in the car. I assumed that he was a pimp dropping off his whores. I pondered that for a moment because I had not considered pimps being part of this scene but then why not? The young woman straightened herself out and walked beyond my car towards the Western Star. Aha! She pulled a phone from her purse and made a call. Then she tucked the phone back into her purse and walked over to the passenger-side of the large red truck. The door opened and she climbed up and into the cab.
I saw the two people in the truck who were illuminated by the cab lights talking to each other. Then the driver pulled the curtains and the show was over. I sat there disappointed as I wanted to watch their interaction when I saw the first lizard climb down from the truck she had been in for almost 30 minutes. She straightened her clothes and began walking away from me toward some other parked trucks. I watched her large butt swaying side to side and I realized that I now had a full hard-on. It was now approaching 9:00 and I knew that I had to get back home so I started my car and began driving across the parking lot. I saw one more woman talking to a driver through his cab's window as I drove through the lot.
I continued my research by logging into Chatstep and looking for the USALotLizard chatroom whenever I had the time. It always left me hard and excited especially when I read what the truckers posted and the pictures that people posted to the board. Often the women were really young and cute or really worn down and tired looking, no matter, as they always got me hard. I also learned that Craig's list and other sites were used to make connections between lizards and drivers. There is a recurrent theme in many of the postings on the boards; truckers want bare, anal sex, with young women. I had no idea but that knowledge fueled my fantasies and fetish.
Jess and I had been having conversations in bed while we were having sex or evenings while drinking where we discussed her and my fantasies. She had fantasies of threesomes and large cocks and I had fantasies of her having sex with other men and especially being a prostitute. I know that this seems pretty weird for a man to be dreaming of these things for the future mother of his children. I could not seem to shake this idea from my mind as it truly was my fetish. I would whisper to Jess as she sucked my cock or as we fucked about the men who wanted to fuck her so bad that they would pay her for the privilege. This would get her so aroused that she would ride my dick hard and bring herself to at least one screaming orgasm or often more. I thoroughly enjoyed this side of her and told her how happy it made me seeing her get excited about the things that excited me. This would always make her smile but also made her say that this was just a fantasy and to not get my hopes up.
We had been having these conversations for several months and I had started telling her about Lot Lizards when one night Jess surprised me.
"So just how does this work with these Lot Lizards?" She asked while she slowly rubbed her bare pussy on my cock.
"Well they go to truck stops and meet up with truckers and fuck them in their trucks." I replied quite startled by her question.
"Really! How much do they make?" She asked while slipping back and forth on my erection.
"Anywhere from $50 and up depending on what they do." I replied enjoying the feeling of her camel-toe slide.
"That's not much money. It hardly seems worth it to me." She replied.
"Yes but the more they do the more they can make."
"Oh yeah, how much more?" She asked as I felt her become more slippery and I knew that she was getting into the conversation.
"Well some will just do blow jobs, some will fuck, others will do both, some will do anal, and some do it all bare." I explained while trying to slip my very ready cock into her pussy.
"Interesting. Well I don't do anal as you know and I won't do bare." She replied emphatically.
"I know. I know but it is what they do for more money."
"How do you know all this?" She asked.
"I did some research on it." I replied.
"Why did you do this research?" She asked.
"It excites me and I was thinking of you doing it." I gasped as I felt myself getting close to cumming.
"Me? Being a lot lizard? Why?" She asked with excitement in her voice.
"I like the idea of you peddling your sexy ass out there for truckers to fuck. It really turns me on." I said as I felt her lift herself off from my very slippery cock.
"It does, doesn't it? That is pretty weird but hot." She replied grasping my cock in her hand and bringing it to her pussy.
"Yes it sure does and I know you would like it too." I said waiting for my entry into her steaming vagina.
"I could never do that. I would not know how." She said as I felt her begin to slide me inside of her tunnel of love. "Plus I don't need any other cocks. This fellow does it for me."
"Yes you could do it and you would absolutely love it. You need something more. I know how you would like larger and more cocks." I said as I hunched my hips upward to stoke into her pussy. She was really wet and I slid right in to my balls.
"I like the idea of men paying to fuck me." She moaned.
"Think about men waiting and paying to slide into your sexy little pussy. Great big cocks of truckers. Balls filled with cum from days on the road." I whispered.
"Yeah big cocks. Paying for my pussy." She continued to ride up and down on my cock and from her tone I knew she was getting close to her first orgasm.
"Yes wanting you, your pussy so badly. Wanting to squirt their cum into your little tight puss so wet and tight." I moaned feeling myself getting close.
"Oh yeah. Uhuh. How many men?" She asked as I felt her reaching her climax.
"As many as you want baby. Five, ten or maybe more. All wanting you. All wanting to fuck you." Then we both came together. She screamed and moaned and I felt her go rigid. It was one of the best orgasms I had seen her have in our time together. We stayed in this position with her riding me on top. She continued to ride up and down on my cock through her orgasm.
"Think of you dressed up sexy. Men waiting, begging and paying just to be with you. Your little pussy getting all the cock you need." I taunted as I felt her cum again.
"Yeah, yeah. Fuck me. Pay for my pussy baby." And then with another shudder she collapsed on top of me. We both laid there holding each other in a total state of bliss. We were slowly drifting along enjoying the post-coital feelings when I felt her stir.
"Wow Ryan that was so good baby. I love you so much." She said as she rolled off from me and on to her side.
"Oh Jess that was the best. You're the best. Wasn't that hot?" I asked as I turned to face her.
"Yes it was one of the best. I never got off like that." She admitted while looking me in the eyes.
"I know baby. I love you too." I admitted while looking deeply into her eyes.
"So Ryan how do you feel about this whole lot lizard thing now that you have cum?"
"Honestly? I would love for you to try it but I know..." I admitted feeling my just spent cock begin to stir again.
"Ok I will try it but just once. For you." She said softly. I felt my heart kick into overdrive within my chest.
"Really? You'll try it?" I asked stunned by her statement.
"Yes but no anal, only with condoms, I pick the man, and you wait in the car." She said.
"Okay. Whatever you want? Anything. Just once. No anal, condoms only and of course I'll be there waiting in the car for you." I repeated totally out of control. I felt her reach down and grab my now hard cock.
"I guess this really does turn you on. Let's not waste this hard on."
That is what brought us to where we are today. Her getting dressed in her Lot Lizard uniform and me waiting to see how she would look. We spent two weeks scoping out the two truck stop parking lots and observing the women working them. She and I would make comments to each other and note how they did their jobs, what they wore, and how unattractive some of them were. Every time we could not wait to get home and have hot nasty sex while talking about her working the lot. It was the hottest sex of our lives, so far.
I waited in the living room and the anticipation was absolutely killing me. I was anxious, excited and starting to believe that Jan was not going to follow through with the game. I had been sitting or pacing in the living room of our house for over an hour when I finally heard her making her way down the stairs into our foyer. I was wondering what she had chosen to wear for her first excursion into commercial sex.
Winter time in Michigan can often be very cold with temps below freezing and snow and ice. This year however was unseasonably warm and today had been 60 degrees and tonight was supposed to be at or near 50 so she would not have to bundle up like an Eskimo to be outside. We had talked many times while in or out of bed about what type of outfit she should wear to entice drivers and let them know what she was and what she was looking for while strutting around the parking lot. One night in bed we talked about her wearing a short little skirt and heels and it drove us mad with lust that had to be satisfied immediately. On another occasion we talked about her need to wear long pants so that she would not freeze her ass off. We had gone back and forth trying to decide on pants, shorts, leggings, jeggings, tights, yoga pants, skirts or summer dresses for her Lot Lizard uniform. I would not know what she had decided until she came into view.



I held my breath as I heard her footsteps approach the living room archway. She stopped and stood there posing for me. She looked so hot and so very sexy that I immediately started becoming erect. Starting from the top Jess had fixed her shoulder-length hair down in a curly manner that looked so damn sexy to me. She had applied more than her usual amount of makeup to her eyes, face, and lips. Her eyes were accented and she had applied longer eyelashes. Her mascara was brown and gold and this highlighted both her hair and eyes. Her lips were painted a dusky pink-beige shade and this called attention to her mouth without being slutty. She appeared to be the girl next door but multiplied by 10. She was wearing a printed Harley top that I had purchased for her, that was a made of a light mesh material that caused it to be see-through if you paid attention. In other words if you ignored the picture that was printed on the material you could see her boobs and even her nipples that were quite prominent due to her apparent arousal. The material was that sheer. The top was short and left her belly and navel exposed. Below she wore a short denim skirt that came to about halfway between her knees and hips. A lot of her sexy thighs were showing. Under her skirt she wore bright orange socks that came to just over her knee. On her feet she wore flat shoes with a tiny heel. I was immediately turned-on and I knew that every man who saw her would be too. I considered telling her we should stay in and fuck instead of finding someone else but my fetish kicked in and I simple looked at her in awe.
"My God Jess you look so beautiful and so sexy." I gushed.
"Thank you. Do you think it is too much?" She asked while jutting out her left hip to the side.
"No it is perfect. No man will resist you." I replied.
"Can I have one more drink?" She asked as she held out her empty glass to me. Jan had already consumed two Tanqueray and tonics to quench her nervousness and relax her. I was worried that she might be too relaxed or get sick but I agreed and made her another with more tonic and lime and less gin.
"Let's see what you have under your skirt baby." I asked.
"Maybe nothing." She teased as she slowly lifted her tiny skirt revealing a pair of blue silky panties.
"No thong?" I asked.
"You think I should? I was thinking none and then I thought maybe." She replied.
"No bare might be too much and you might need to keep your pussy covered. You are right."
"Thanks." She replied as she sipped her drink.
"Ready?" I asked as I reached for her hand.
"No just let me tinkle." She giggled and wandered out of the room towards the bathroom.
When she returned we both got into our older Toyota and pulled out of the driveway. It was just starting to turn to dusk as we got on the road for the 30 minute drive to the truck stop.
"You want to go over it again?" I asked as I drove and she nervously sipped her drink and looked out the side window.
"Yes please." She replied. I knew she was a nervous wreck and this would give her something to think and talk about as we drove.
"Okay I pull up to the gas pumps and you get out and go inside to the shower room bathroom on the right side of the building."
"Got it, shower room bathroom." She repeated.
"You go in to the lady's room and check your makeup use the bathroom whatever. Then you walk out the door to the truck parking lot with a trucker coming out of the shower."
"Where will I wait? How will I know he has just showered?" She asked while finishing her drink.
"You can see from the doorway when a man comes from the shower room and he should look fresh and be carrying his stuff." I explained.
"Okay." She relied.
"Just casually follow him out and start a conversation with him. Ask him about his truck. Something like that." I went on. We were now getting close to our exit for the truck stop.
"Yes, okay." She replied.
"Ask him if you can see inside of his truck. He might even suggest something to you like if you want to take a ride or if you are looking for something." I said calmly but I was far from calm.
"He might ask if you are commercial company or something similar and you say maybe and give him a sly smile." I was now totally erect and breathing hard.
"Commercial company. Yes." She replied.
"Once you get to his truck he will have to decide if he is interested or not. If so climb in and discuss price. If not try again. Okay?" I asked as I pulled up to the gas pump.
"Okay but where will I find you?" She asked.
"I will park where I can see the back of the lot like last time, okay?" I asked.
"Yes I got it. I am so ready. Kiss me." She offered me her cheek and got out of the car. I found myself alternating between breathing hard and holding my breath as she looked so sexy and so very hot as she swayed her hips and walked inside the store. I followed her with my eyes until she disappeared inside among the displays. I was a nervous wreck and could not wait to get into the parking lot in back of the store and find a spot to observe the action. I was tempted to go inside and talk her out of this as suddenly we had gone far enough; my fantasy was fulfilled.
I topped off my car and instead of getting inside and driving to the agreed upon location I walked inside hoping to catch a glimpse of my lovely wife. I pulled the doors open and wondered if anyone was looking at me, the husband of the hooker who just came inside but like always, no one paid attention or cared about what anyone else was doing. I looked around the inside of the store as if I was searching out a particular product but I was not able to see Jan anywhere. I decided to walk over towards the trucker's showers that was also where the bathrooms were located. I tried to see into the women's restroom but did not see any sign of Jan. I suddenly felt like a peeper trying to look into the women's bathroom. I walked away from the area and back outside and got into my car. My hands were shaking as I put the key into the ignition and pushed the start button. I slowly drove around the building and into the vast truck and RV parking lot. I was able to find a spot that was under a light and had a good view of the backdoors of the store. I shut down my car and waited. It was a warm night for late February in Michigan and I would not need the heater so I opened the driver-side window an inch. I reclined my seatback and settled in for the wait. My heart was racing and I was finding it difficult to breath. I wasn't sure if it was from the excitement or fear of what we were doing. I kept the radio off and just watched the door.
It wasn't 10 minutes before I spotted a driver exit the building carrying a small duffle bag. He was tall, about six foot I guessed, wearing jeans and a short-sleeved shirt. There was nothing remarkable about him except for the beautiful young woman who was walking and talking with him: my wife Jan. They appeared to be involved in a friendly conversation as they smiled at each other as they walked and talked toward the parked semis. As I watched I noticed them turning away from where I was parking and slowly they walked out of sight. Damn!
I had been sitting alone in my car for a little over an hour sweating profusely and kicking myself mentally for what I was having my lovely wife do to herself. I was nervous and nauseated but sporting a raging hard-on that needed immediate attention. I was really starting to worry at this point because I never thought she would be gone this long. I was considering calling the police when the cell in my hand lit-up and played a familiar tone. Jan's picture came up on the screen so I pushed it and answered.
"Hello." I answered trying not to sound as relieved as I felt.
"Hey baby, where are you?" She said cheerily.
"I am parked facing the backdoors of the store. I was able to see you walkout together. I am right under the lights." I said beginning to feel better already.
"Okay I'll be right there." Then she hung up. I watched as she appeared around the front of some parked trucks and she seemed to locate where I was parked. She started making her way toward me and I watched closely for any signs that she had indeed done the deed. Was she really a lot lizard? She walked in her usual gait as she got closer and closer but she almost appeared to be strutting her stuff with an exaggerated sway to her hips. When she was close enough she gave me a smile and I smiled back. She opened the car door and stuck her head inside.
"Hey baby, you looking for some company?" She said with a wide smile and tousled hair.
"Yeah I am. How much?" I asked as I started the car. She climbed in and gave me a hug. She had the distinct odor of another man on her.
"I freaking did it!" She exclaimed as she broke the hug. "I did it. I fucked a trucker for money!"
Her excitement was surprising. I closely examined her face for any tell-tale signs of her infidelity. Her lipstick was mostly gone and her hair was not as neat as she usually kept it but what was most startling was the gleam in her eyes. They actually sparkled with her excitement.
"Did you really? Honestly? For sure? How was it? How much did you get?" I asked with a flurry of questions all at once. I stared at her. I looked at her and pulled her in for another kiss. Our lips met, our mouths opened and our tongues slipped inside each other's mouth. After we broke the kiss I noticed that she tasted salty and her breath smelled of chlorine. It was the scent of another man's cum.
"Do you taste him? Do you taste his cum in my mouth? I gave him a blowjob." She replied with a devious smile. "Yes I really did it. Honestly. It was so freaking hot and so awesome." She admitted as she could barely contain herself. I stopped and looked at her long shapely legs from beneath her skirt. My heart almost leapt out of my chest at the sight of my wife's legs. The legs she had spread for another man.
"Tell me, tell me everything." I demanded as I started driving the car. She suddenly reached into her black leather shoulder bag and pulled something from it. I noticed when she did that her purse was stuffed with rumpled up Kleenex.
"Here! See what I brought you." She said with glee as she held before my face a used condom. It was tied off at the base and appeared to be quite filled with another man's sperm." I gasped as she gave me a shit-eating grin. She kind of dangled the condom up and down to get my attention.
"Oh my God! You did do it!" I exclaimed as I reached for the condom. She handed it to me and I gently squeezed it so the contents would ooze back and forth inside. I held it to my nose. It smelled of latex and maybe Jan's pussy and maybe of his sperm. I almost came right there.
"Please tell me. Tell me everything?" I begged as I started to bounce the used condom up and down.
"Okay I will baby as soon as we get home." She said as she began to spread her legs apart within her skirt and it started to slide further up her thighs revealing a glimpse of her panties.
"He really rode me hard." She said as she gave me a mischievous smile. I could see that the crotch of her panties was quite wet. I do not know how I drove home as I remember none of it except for how enticing Jen looked and how hard my cock was throbbing inside my pants.
"You want me to take you out and stroke you?" She asked playfully while still smiling at me.
"God no! I would kill us both. Just let me drive home." I exclaimed trying hard to concentrate on the dark road. The drive home that normally took about 29 minutes took less than 15 as traffic was light on this weekend evening and I was driving well over the speed limit; either way it still felt like an hour. I pulled into the driveway and I pulled Jess to me for a kiss. I could smell the scent of another man in her hair and on her lips. I felt as if my cock would explode any second. We broke free of each other and almost ran into the house and into our bedroom.
Finally I had Jess alone so she could tell me the entire story of her lot lizard experience. We stood there just examining each other and finally I pulled her down onto the bed on top of me. I hugged her tightly and squeezed her sexy ass. Finally she broke free from my tight hold and looked deeply into my eyes.
"Ryan I love you so much." She said as she continued to stare at me. "I just had the most incredible experience of my life. It was so fricking hot."
"Baby I love you too. Tell me tell me." I begged. I could not believe this sexy creature I was holding in my arms.
"Okay. Well his name was Steve and he has been a driver for 24 years and..."
"No please stop. Start at the very beginning where you went into the store." I directed as I felt her hot pussy lying on my hard cock through our clothes.
"Okay. Well okay. I got out of our car and walked in through the doors of the store inside. My legs were shaky and I felt kind of sick to my stomach. I was wishing that I had had another drink. I knew everyone was looking at me and I felt really paranoid like they all knew I was a hooker. I looked around and no one was paying any attention to me so I made my way down the aisles of the store. I finally looked up and noticed the hanging signs pointing the way to the restrooms, laundry, and showers. I followed the direction to the showers and it was right across from the lady's room. There was, of course, a sign on the door that said. "Showers". I walked into the lady's room and went into a stall. I sat down with my panties down as I felt like I needed to pee, or get sick or something I was just feeling so uneasy. I reached down to wipe myself and realized that my pussy was really wet and it was obvious that I was excited about something."
"I left the stall and looked at myself in the mirror. I stared at the reflection of the woman in the mirror. I checked my makeup and then I checked my hair. I had to admit that I looked really hot. Maybe I would get lucky and find someone to fulfill Ryan's, and now my, fantasy and with one more quick glance at my face I straightened my shoulders and walked out of the bathroom. As I was walking out a tall man was walking out of the shower room door. He appeared clean shaven and recently wet. He gave me a nod and a smile and I returned the smile. He was carrying a small duffle bag in his hand that I assumed was his dirty clothes. He turned and started walking towards the back of the store where there was a large hanging sign that read "Truck Parking Lot." As we approached the door he held it open for me and I scooted out past him lightly brushing his arm with my shoulder."
"For you pretty lady." He said with a polite smile.
"Thank you kind sir." I replied with a smile as I looked into his face.
"This is the way to the truck lot. Are you a driver?" He asked as he gave me the long once over look from my toes to my head.
"No I'm not." I admitted. "I just wanted to see them." And I gave a nervous giggle.
"Umm I didn't think so dressed like that. Want to see mine?"
"Yes I would like to see yours." I replied with a teasing inflection to my voice. He raised an eyebrow at me and we began to walk across the lot.
"Nice evening isn't it? Not much like winter." He said as he started walking in a direction away from where I knew you would be parked. By now I was sweating bullets and I was shaking inside and my knees were weak and even though I was so turned on I was considering turning around and stopping this whole thing.
"No it has been very nice. Is yours big?" I asked meaning his truck.
"What? Oh you mean my truck?" He asked getting my double meaning. "Larger than most and maybe the biggest one out there." He said with a twinkle. I realized what he was saying and laughed nervously at his joke.
"I can't wait to see it." I replied. There was a few minutes of awkward silence and then he turned towards me and looking right at me he asked.
"Are you commercial company?" Now was the moment of truth. I had rehearsed my response and now it was time.
"Yes I am. Are you looking for some?"
"Well honey on a night like tonight I sure am." He replied and we approached a large semi-truck with a big chrome "W" above the front grille. He walked me around to the passenger side and unlocked the door. I looked at the tall steps and could not figure out how to get in.
"How do I get in?" I asked. He looked at me for a moment and then reached across me and opened the door.
"Just climb on up the steps there darling and hold on to the bar." He said gesturing with his head. I grabbed a hold of the chrome bar to the left of the door and kind of pulled myself up while climbing the stairs built onto the side of the truck. Suddenly I felt a hand go under my skirt, land between my bare buttocks, and boost me up the steps and into the cab. Before I could react the hand pulled away and I heard the trucker laugh.
"That was such a nice view I could not help myself." And he stood staring up at me. I giggled from embarrassment and called out a thank you right before the cab door closed. My heart was pounding wildly and I was feeling very uneasy as I awaited the driver's entry into the truck's cab.
"I was truly questioning my decision to play this game but from the beating of my heart to the hard breathing that I was doing I knew that I was extremely excited. I was feeling more and more sexually aroused at the thought of what I was doing. I knew that my pussy was wet and most likely the trucker knew it as well. I wanted to run but my lust for excitement and my sexual need kept me planted on the leather seat. The driver pulled himself into the truck and just before turning on the interior lights he pulled across the blackout curtains across the front windshield and both side windows. We were enveloped in total darkness just before he turned on the interior lights. I looked around curiously at the sight before me."
"Well darling let's take a look at you." He said with a sinister smile. I turned in the seat to face him and even though I was shaking so much inside I gave him a pleasant smile. I was sitting across the passenger seat facing him with both of my legs in the area between the seats. I had my knees barely 3 inches apart affording him not much of a view of the treasures that lay between them. I was so nervous that I was sweating but hopefully he could not tell.
"You are so beautiful and young and that's a start but show me what I am buying." He said as he gave me a once over. I was not totally sure what I was supposed to do at this time. I sat there looking at him for almost a minute before I said anything or even moved.
"What do you mean? What do you want to see?" I asked coyly wondering if he was any sort of danger to me but also wanting to keep him interested.
"Hey how old are you anyway?" He asked as his hand landed gently on the top of my thigh.
"22. Is that okay?" I replied as I placed my hand on top of his hand.
"You sure? You don't look much over 15 maybe 16 at most." He replied as he gave my thigh a squeeze.
"Yes 22." I replied. "Is there something wrong with that?
"
"No nothing at all you just seem younger." He answered as his hand began to move up my leg.
"How young? How young do you like?" I replied as I squeezed his roving hand.
"Really young but you'll do." He answered as his creeping hand was now under my skirt.
"Thanks. So what do you want to see?' I asked as I was starting to feel turned on but I reflexively wanting to remove his hand from under my skirt.
"Everything but let's start with your titties." He replied. I reached up and began lifting my pullover blouse off my body and over my head as his fingers, of the roving hand, began touching the edge of my thong panties. I now had my shirt off and held it in my hand.
"Ooh that is nice. Those are some fine little titties." He said as his hand came from under my skirt and began to feel up my breasts.



"Thank you." I replied meekly as I continued to hold the top.
"You can toss that onto the bed in back." He said as he gestured with his head to the bunk behind the seats. I did as he said I sat there before a strange man topless waiting for his next command. Both of my nipples were hard as pencil erasers as I sat nervously waiting for him.
"Now lose the skirt and show me that wet pussy that I felt before." He said. I waited for more than a few seconds but not quite a minute. I stood up between the seats and reached around to unbutton the top of my skirt. I held it closed for a minute and then I relaxed my grip and my skirt opened up and fell to the carpeted floor of the cab. I was now standing before my very first customer in just my thong panties and wedge sandals. I was sure that he could see the wet stain at the front of the panties from my arousal. I was also sure that he could smell the scent of a woman in heat that emanated from my pussy. I kind of shuddered from the nervousness and cold.
"Um that is so sexy. So how much baby?" He asked as he examined my tight body.
"For what exactly?" I asked in a complete loss for the agreed upon price level that Ryan and I had rehearsed."
"Well a blow job for starters?" The trucker replied.
"$50." I replied while looking at his face.
"$25 is what I usually pay." He replied deadpan.
"Okay $25." I repeated. He slowly took his hand and began squeezing my breasts again.
"A bare fuck?" Was his next remark.
"Don't do bare baby but I will fuck you for $75." I offered as I still stood in his truck in my thong.
"No bare? $50 then. $75 for your ass." He countered as he started caressing my nipples.
"$50 but no anal. I don't do anal" I replied as I felt myself getting more and more excited from his ministrations.
"How about $100 for bare anal? I'll be gentle." He counter-offered.
"No, no anal." I repeated.
"Okay then $75 for a fuck and suck. Why don't we get in the back?" He offered as he pointed with his chin to the bunk behind the seats. I stood up and slipped into the back of the truck. I was struck by the plushness of the interior. The walls were covered with imitation leather with buttons and diamond shapes. The bed itself was larger than a twin but not quite a full sized bed. The sheets appeared to be clean and they were covered by an opened sleeping bag. There were two bed pillows. Attached to the wall was a flat screen TV that was showing an adult video.
"Wow this is really nice." I told him as he followed me into the sleeping compartment. He was able to stand up as the roof was quite tall.
"Just my home away from home. I'm Ty by the way." He said as he extended his large hand towards me.
"Jess." I said as I took his hand. "It is nice to meet you." He nodded at me.
"Well let's get to it." He said as he sat down on the bed and pulled me onto his lap. His hands went immediately to my breasts and he cupped them and squeezed them. I gave out a soft moan. I was sitting on a strangers lap, on his bed, in the back of a semi-truck. No one in the world had any idea where I was at that moment except for the two of us and I wasn't sure myself.
After a few minutes of fondling my breasts he began kissing along my neck and hairline. I immediately got goosebumps on my arms. I was rubbing my hands up and down his arms to let him know that I liked what he was doing.
"That feels nice." I said as I began to relax a bit.
"And you smell so nice." He replied as his hands now ran down to my flat belly just above the top of my panties. "Why don't you take off those panties and get down on your knees?" I hooked my thumbs on each side of my panties and slowly eased them down my legs. When it came time for them to pull away from my crotch they stuck for a moment due to my sticky secretions from arousal. Then they finally pulled free and I got them down to my feet and I lifted each one out.
I turned around and began unbuttoning the short sleeve shirt that he was wearing, then his wife-beater. He had a hairy chest and a bit of a belly. I then got down onto my knees and began to unfasten his jeans. I pulled down the zipper and reached inside. I was greeted by a big, hard, and throbbing cock. It looked twice the size of my husband's cock as it was nice and thick with a large mushroom shaped head. I took off his jeans and his boxers with his help and placed them on the floor. I then had a good look at the first cock I was going to suck since I married my husband. It stood up firm, red, and throbbing. He was unshaved and had a lot of hair around his balls. I kissed the tip of his cock and he groaned. I then licked the tip and around the top of the head. A drop of precum came out of the slit and I licked it up.
"Umm yummy." I said just before I opened my mouth and stuck out my tongue. He stopped me.
"Spit on it. Get it all nice and wet." He said. This was all new to me as I had never thought of spitting on a man's cock before this time. I was not a big spitter but I tried and was able to spit some saliva onto his cock. I then reopened my mouth and went down on his cock. He was really thick and I knew that I would have to try really hard to get much of it into my mouth. I felt my mouth begin to water a bit and I liked the clean but manly taste of his dick.
"Again. Spit on it again." He ordered. I took him back out of my mouth and it was easier this time to come up with more saliva. I actually was able to get quite a bit on it this time. I opened up and took him into my mouth again. This time it was easier and I felt him go further into my mouth. I was no longer nervous I was now starting to get very horny.
I began bobbing up and down on his cock as he began making little sounds that let me know he was enjoying my actions. I would suck on his cock and then stop and lick it for a bit and begin sucking it again. It was a very nice cock so thick and so hard. I alternated between bobbing up and down and just sucking it. He reached around and held me by my nipples as I continued to orally pleasure him. I took my left hand and cupped his balls gently; giving them a small squeeze. They were warm and hairy in my small hand. I pulled off from him to give my mouth a short rest.
"Hey! Don't stop now. I'm almost there." He shouted and stopped playing with my nipples and glared at me. I kissed the top of his cock and then allowed the head to slip back into my mouth and onto my tongue. I was suddenly feeling so horny I just wanted to jump on his large cock and ride. I was wet, really wet, and needed some relief. I went back to sucking and bobbing up and down. Suddenly his hands went to the top of my head and clasped it. I knew he was now almost there. Then I felt the first gush of his man-seed into my mouth accompanied by a deep groan. I like the taste of cum and his was very tasty. I felt him squirt 4 distinct shots of semen into my mouth and I started swallowing it as quickly as I could. There however was too much and it began seeping from the corners of my mouth. When he finished his ejaculations his hands fell from my head and his body began to relax. I pulled off from his cock for a second to swallow the entire salty load. Then I began licking him clean as if I was a cat cleaning its kitten. There were small globs of sperm around the base of his cock and I licked and sucked those from him. When I was finished with my cleaning his cock was beginning to deflate but it was now wet and shiny from my saliva. I was so pleased with myself that I smiled up at him from my knees.
"Come here. Climb up here on the bunk and let's cuddle until the next round." He said as he put his hands under my arms and helped lift me onto the bunk. I was beginning to feel guilty and wanted no part of this any longer but I knew that this is why I was here so I allowed him to pull me to his chest as we laid side by side on the bunk. He petted my hair and stoked my arm.
"There now isn't this nice." He said. I had to admit that it was and I felt better with his arm around me. We settled in to watch the video playing on the TV. I had forgotten all about it when I was engaged with him. The movie that was playing showed a large heavy-set man fucking a small thin white girl. She barely looked old enough to be in an adult film.
"She looks kind of like you." He said.
"You think so?" I asked as I snuggled and pushed my butt back against him.
"Oh yeah. Exactly. Now watch this." He replied as he started playing with my nipple. The man in the movie lifted up the young woman and turned her over. He removed his large cock from her pussy and began rubbing it around her anus. He started sliding it into her ass.
"Oh my! That looks painful." I replied starting to enjoy his manipulation of my nipple as I felt it start to get harder.
"No she loves it. Once you get used to it it's fine." He said as he started to pull on my other nipple by squeezing and pinching it.
"That's not for me. See she is screaming. It's not fun." I remarked as I continued to watch.
"Yeah she is enjoying it. You will too. We should try it. I can be your first." He said as his hand slid down to my pussy. He began to slide it around my clit.
"No. No way. Not going to do that." I replied firmly starting to enjoy his finger play.
"I'll pay you more. $100 for your anal cherry?" He asked as he slid his finger down between my pussy lips.
"No. Not for $100. Not for $200." I answered firmly as I was beginning to feel his cock stirring at my backside.
"I'll be gentle and use lots of lube." He promised as he took his hands and held me by my belly.
"No baby I'm sorry. No anal." I said softly as I reached back to give his manhood a squeeze.
"Can I just see your little rosebud?" He asked as he gave my butt-cheek a firm squeeze. I did not know what he meant and gave him a puzzled look. "Your little star, your asshole, let me see it." I thought what the hell? What's the harm in him just looking at it? So I turned over on my tummy across his lap. He almost immediately pulled my cheeks apart revealing my butt hole. I felt cool air on it and it tickled causing me to giggle like a young girl.
"Oh baby that is real nice." He moaned. "Can I touch it?"
"Ok." I replied as I felt his finger tip touch the skin of my anus. He ran it around in a little circle and it tickled some more. I felt a wet sensation.
"What's that? What are you doing?" I asked still sprawled across his lap with his now hard cock poking me in the belly.
"Just making it slippery for my finger. You'll like this." He replied and I felt his now wet finger encircle the ring of my butthole. He was right it did feel pretty good. He continued to run his finger slowly around the outside and I felt myself starting to purr from the sensation.
"Oh Steve that feel nice baby." I said breathlessly.
"I knew you would like this." He said as he gently attempted to push the tip of his finger into my butt. It was not unpleasant so I just sighed and spread my legs a bit more. He slowly continued and soon I had his finger in my butt. I liked the feeling but knew that I should stop him.
"Steve? Maybe you should give my pussy some attention?" I suggested hoping he would not go any further. He started sliding his digit in and out in a fucking motion. I truly enjoyed the sensations coming from his action.
"See baby, you like it. $150 and my cock will feel even better. Please?" He begged.
"No Steve; maybe next time." I said. He then attempted to slip another finger in me and I told him that it was time to stop and I rolled back over causing his finger to slip from my ass.
If he was disappointed he did not show it as he laid me back on the bunk and spread my legs wide apart. He climbed on top of me and went to slip his now fully erect manhood into my very wet and very ready pussy. I put my hand down to grab his cock to stop him.
"Condom." I said firmly.
"Oh come on! I paid for this pussy and you won't give me your ass. Bare for $100." He said as he attempted to bargain with me. No matter how much I wanted to feel his bare cock entering me and leaving his load I knew that it was unsafe. He finally begrudgingly slipped a condom onto his cock. He was not gentle as he slammed his cock all the way into my pussy. I was so glad that I was soaking wet so that his action would not cut or injure my pussy. He fucked me hard and deep as he worked to get his release in me. I just laid there and let him pump his cock into me and I could feel myself approaching an orgasm.
"Oh yeah Steve that is so good baby. Give me it." I moaned. He kept pumping and slamming himself into me.
"You like that you whore? My cock in your sloppy whore cunt? I want your fucking ass! Grow up little girl. Fuck like the slut you are, Bare in your ass." He said taunting me as he got closer. I was starting to really get into it too.
"Yeah baby. Fuck this whore's pussy. Think of my tight bare ass. Your cock fucking it." I moaned as I felt him suddenly slam himself all the way in and hold it. I knew that he was there. He continued to thrust into me a few more times and then he lay still on top of me. I felt his entire weight between my wide spread thighs. I was so close.
"That was really nice Steve." I purred to him as he relaxed on top of me. I squeezed and caressed his hairy ass with both of my hands. He finally rolled off from me and lay beside me. He reached over and pulled me against him.
"That was great Jess. Do you think we could do this again sometime? Maybe get a room for the night?" He asked softly as we cuddled my back to his front. His sticky condom clad cock between my butt-cheeks.
"Oh yeah. I would like that." I lied knowing that I would never do this again. I felt his cock deflating and reached over and carefully removed it from his cock trying to not allow any of his cum to leak out. He had shot quite a load for his second time. I took the end and tied it in a knot trapping the slimy contents inside. I held it in my hand.
"I better go." I said as I sat up on the bunk and looked around for my clothes. Steve sat up and reached for his jeans. He opened his wallet and removed a hundred dollar bill.
"For you." He said as he handed the money to me. "Next time you can earn more."
"Thank you." I said as I leaned over and kissed his cheek. "Next time." I then got dressed and he watched me closely. He seemed to enjoy watching me put my clothes back on.
"Can I get your number so that we can get together next time I am in the area?" He asked as he touched my hand.
"Yeah sure." I said without thinking and told him my number that he tapped into his phone. He stood up and gave me a big firm hug with both of his arms wrapped around me. His hands slipped down and he cupped my butt underneath my skirt. It felt good.
"Next time I want this ass." He said with a wink and he gave me a slap on my butt. I then went to the door and he helped me get out. Just before he closed the door I said good bye and gave him a little wave.
I was overcome with a flood of emotions as I tried to orient myself and find our car among the idling trucks in the darkened lot. I felt elated that I had finally done this and I felt sick to my stomach that I had done this; or was it the belly full of another man's cum. I felt sexy and horny and I felt sad and filthy. I had fucked another man for money and I had enjoyed it. What did that make me?
I walked around for a few minutes and finally I saw the place where you were waiting in our parked car. I knew that I had been gone a longer time than we had estimated. As I approached our car a long and low older model Cadillac slowly drove by me. It did not stop but slowed further as it got beside me. The driver's window rolled down. I saw the dark figure of a person inside. The interior light came on and the smiling face of a black man appeared.
"Nice night for a stroll." He called. I was immediately afraid and hoped that I would make it to our car soon.
"Yes, yes it is." I stuttered but kept walking.
"You be careful out here. Have yourself a good night." Then the window went back up and the car drove away. Now that was weird I thought but I felt immediately relieved. I then saw you waiting for me in our car. I smiled and felt proud of myself for fulfilling your fantasy.
To be continued
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It is astonishing how language can be used to deceive so easily. Just a few words that are different or have several meanings can be manipulated to entrap another person. What appears to be innocent can in fact be quite sinister. So what am I talking about? I am talking about how my wife and I became caught up in something that we had thought would enhance our sex-lives and instead how it changed our lives but not for the better. Maybe I should explain.
Jan and I have been together since high school. She was a freshman and I was a senior when we met. She was 14 and I was seventeen when we began dating. I ended up being her first lover and she was my third. We stayed together until she finished high school but took a break or hiatus from our relationship for 2 years when she started college and I was studying and working. It was a tearful but agreeable breakup. I went on to date several other women and for a while I was dating 2-3 per week. Life was good but it had no future as I was rutting around like a male dog with no concern for longevity, Jan, on the other hand, was busy finding herself as a woman and as a sexual creature. She dated for a while and was becoming more and more engrossed in a long-term relationship and then we met again.
I had finished my undergraduate work and was in my second-year of my graduate studies when I stopped into an all-night diner. I was coming back from a weekend away on a work-study project and was hoping to grab a quick bite and then go home. The hostess seated me and I was waiting for the waitress to come take my order. I looked up at the waitress standing beside my table and realized it was Jan. She smiled and it broke my heart. I returned her smile with a huge grin of my own. Something happened at that moment and it changed our lives.
To make a long story short I changed my ways and stopped "slutting around" and she broke off with her other guy and one year later we married. We have now been together for 5 wonderful years. She has completed her master's degree and is working for a high-powered law firm as a data miner. My term not hers. It is a specialized technical job that impacts the firm and keeps her highly regarded and in high demand. I on the other hand have landed a job with a local school district. We both work long hours but we often have weekends free and feel that we are quite successful.
We have settled into the sexual doldrums due to familiarity and habit. I have never been a great lover but I still receive accolades for effort from my wife. She is too kind. To be honest I am an average man who is built with an average cock; it is almost 6 inches but sort of thick. Jan is growing more and more attractive as she ages and currently stands 5'7" tall with long sexy legs, a cute bubble-butt and smallish breasts. She has dark hair and golden brown eyes that look right into your soul. She works out every day either at lunch hour or right after work. We have not had children yet so her body is firm and tight but not too tight as she has some womanly curves especially her ass. I have never been one to bring her to orgasm by fucking her every time. In fact I believe I get her off with my dick every third time or so but I have given her two orgasms in a row once and it was monumental. She never complains and I am very good with my fingers and tongue to make up for my hair-trigger responses. We love each other deeply and we are a happy couple. So why am I writing this if this is the case?
I am a guy and I am a pervert and I have totally gotten into the hotwife lifestyle. I have read everything I can about it. I visit three well known and well respected hotwife sites on the web daily. We watch hotwife and interracial porn together in bed and we often discuss hotwife and interracial sexual encounters in bed while we are fucking. We had tried a threesome a few years ago and have recently discussed opening our marriage to her being able to date other men and that is where things began to go awry.
I was on the phone talking with a man I had met online named Steve and Jan was sitting in the living room reading. I had told her that I was going to be talking with Steve and I wanted her to say "Hi" as we were planning a trip to St. Louis, where he lived, and we were hoping to hook up with him while there. He and I had been talking for about 10 minutes about how we were going to get Jan to St. Louis so that he could have a threesome with her and he could turn her into a whore for him and a hotwife for me. He had been working to convince me that he would have no problem converting her once he could begin a relationship with her. I was not convinced and felt as if this was just another fantasy of mine that would go unfulfilled. He finally told me to give the phone to Jan and walk away as he wanted to talk with her in private.
"Here Jan, the phone is for you. It's Steve...from St. Louis."
"What? Okay." She replied sounding somewhat annoyed at being interrupted..
I walked back towards my office but instead of going inside of it I slipped around the corner and stayed within earshot of her but out of sight. I desperately wanted to hear the conversation between the two of them. My heart was beating so loudly from the nervousness and excitement I was afraid that Jan would be able to hear it as I strained to listen in on their phone conversation.
"Hello?" She said tentatively. "Yes this is Jan."
""Hi Steve, it is nice to meet you too." She appeared to be listening for a bit as she was quiet for almost a minute.
"Yes. Yes, that is true." Then I heard kind of a girlish giggle from her.
"Well maybe. That's not true." Then there was another little laugh. The conversation went on about for 10 minutes and then Jan got up and started walking toward our bedroom while continuing to hold the phone to her ear. I tried to remain calm but I was nervous as hell that something would slip about the plan that Steve and I had concocted to get Jan to St. Louis.
Later in bed that evening Jan told me of the conversation that she had had with Steve on the phone.
"You know Justin your friend Steve sounds like a really nice guy." Jan said to me as we were lying on our sides in bed facing one another. We were both clad in our sleeping attire; me in plain cotton boxers and her in a short grey t-shirt and bikini style silky panties.
"I thought so too and that is why I wanted you to talk with him."
"He has a deep and sexy voice and he tells funny jokes and stories."
"I never noticed his voice but he is a pretty funny guy." I replied as I remembered her laughing and giggling while on the phone with him.
"He told me that he likes talking to you and that you and he had shared a few jack-off sessions on the phone together." She said with a teasing laugh and a knowing smirk. Now I was starting to feel uncomfortable and nervous about what he might have said to her. I could feel the sweat beginning to form on my back.
"Um...yes I guess we have. What did he tell you about them?" I asked.
"Oh just that the two of you had shared a few pictures and stories about me and how excited you became and had to jack-off while he talked to you." She giggled as she told me this. I reached over and found her hand and held it.
"Are you mad at me?" I asked.
"Mad? Mad about what? That you shared a few pics of me with a complete stranger. That you told him about your fantasies about me why you played with your dick? Why would I be mad about that?" I could hear the sharpness in the tone of her voice.
"Jan, I'm really sorry I never meant to..." I stammered and then suddenly she burst out laughing.
"Justin I am just teasing you. Steve told me that you sent him a few pics of me clothed and he was the one that made up stories about me to excite the two of you." I suddenly felt a wave of relief wash over me and I laughed too.
"You got me there." I agreed and pulled her closer to me. "Seriously what did you two talk about?" I asked still anxious to find out how much he had told her.
"Justin he did tell me you two had phone sex talking about me and what you both would like to do with me. He flattered me and well actually his story about that made me quite hot. Want to see?" She added with a seductive tease. I reached down between her thighs and I could feel the damp heat emanating from the V between her thighs and her silk covered pussy. Her legs were closed.
"Um it feels like he may have excited you a bit too. He's good at that isn't he?"
"Yes he has a way with words that man. He talked to me about us visiting him this summer in St. Louis." She replied.
"Oh? What did he say?" I asked.
"Just that he was hoping to meet me in the flesh and take us around to see the sights in St. Louis. He suggested that we vacation there and that he may be able to find some work for you to do for his business to help cover our costs."
"What did you say?"
"I told him that sounded like fun but we would have to see what happens. He wants to call me again and I told him any evening after nine works fine for us."
"You did?" I replied quite startled.
"Yes he sounds like he might be a fun guy and we could use a vacation away." Our conversation then changed direction and we slowly began to kiss and caress each other. While making love with Jan we had our usual pillow talk that we used to excite each other. Tonight the topic was swinging and my sharing her with another man. As usual the talk got her hot and it led to an orgasm for both of us but afterward she said
"Don't get your hopes up mister. I'm not promising anything as I don't know if I am ready for this." I knew better than to say anything further about it so we laid there in silence until we both drifted off to sleep.
The next day, after we had had breakfast and Jan had gone off to work, Steve and I began our usual chat session and that led to a phone call from me to him almost immediately.
"Hello Steve this is Justin." I said when he answered the phone.
"Hi Justin, how are you this fine morning?' His pleasant voice replied.
"I am good Steve; how are you?"
"Great. I enjoyed talking to your lovely wife last night. She is really nice."
"Thanks, so what do you think?" I demanded.
"About what?" He replied as if he didn't know.
"About Jan, about what we talked about, what do you think?"
"Oh. Well I cannot wait to meet her and I feel that should be no problem."
"Yes but what about our plan?" I asked.
"Oh Justin relax I just talked with her about 10 minutes. We are just getting to know each other. Oh she sent me a text this morning."
"She did what did she say?' I asked.
"She simply said "Good Morning." And sent me a smilie-face emoji."
"So do you think she will go along with your plan?'
"Yes I do." He replied.
"Why do you say that?" I asked feeling very frustrated at his lack of details..
"I told you Justin I have done this before. It has worked before and I was able to make those women my whores. Just trust me man, if you let me do things my way she will be asking you to come visit me. Did I ever tell you about my secretary?"
"Yes you did and it got me so hot."
"Well she was one of many and Jan will be next. I promise you that you will be a happy man when I have worked my magic on her."
"Justin, just imagine this, you and I, fucking Jan all night long in your hotel room. After a while we will get her so addicted to having out of this world orgasms that she will do anything to have them."
"Anything?" I asked feeling the erection beginning to grow in my pants.
"Anything, I want, just the way you want her to be. Have I shown you this picture?" He asked as an image appeared on my monitor. It was of a woman's neck with a bar code tattoo on it. I immediately felt the need to free my cock from its confines.
"Wow! Steve that is so fucking hot. Whew!" I gushed as I continued to stare at the pic.
"Wouldn't that look hot on Jan's neck?" He asked.
"Oh yeah, that would be so sexy." I replied.
""I'll get that done for you so everyone can see it."
"No we can't do that because of her job. She's always in public." I complained.
"You sure? Okay how about under her arm?" He offered.
"Whew that would be so hot too but she would never agree to that either."
"Leave it to me Justin, she will be begging for one on her neck. Check out this pic." As he said that another pic came up on my screen. It was of a beautiful woman with a bar code on the back of her neck just below her hairline. I could not handle it any longer and pulled out my throbbing cock.
"Damn Steve why do you do this to me?" I asked.
"Because I know what you like and I want you to see what is possible." He replied coyly.
"Yes but not with Jan she would never allow it." I said as I began to stroke my cock.
"Are you stroking Justin?" He asked gleefully.
"Yes." I admitted as I continued.
"I knew it. Me too." He replied. "Let's stroke together."
"Okay." I replied. "So what are you going to do next?" I panted.
"By the next phone call she will start sending me pics of her and in a week nude selfies."
"Really?" I asked excitedly but I knew better as my Jan would never do that.
"You can count on it just like her being my whore and fucking whoever I want whenever I want." He panted back to me.
"I want her to be a slut so bad." I replied getting closer.
"She'll be the whore of your dreams buddy. Cum with me!" He said and we both shot our wads. After we came we both logged off and I cleaned-up and went off to work.
Jan and Steve continued to have nightly phone conversations after that. I would have thought that she was a teenage girl talking with her boyfriend on the phone sometimes when I overheard their conversations. She would giggle and whisper things to him during their conversations. At times it made me a bit jealous of them as she would say things to him with her sexy "I am horny voice." Then one night in the middle of the conversation she got up from our bed that she was lying upon and closed the bedroom door. I did not notice it immediately as I had wandered away from my usual lurking spot and was just returning to begin listening again when I saw that she had closed the bedroom door.
My wife Jan is 26 years young but appears to be no more than 20. She was raised in a devout Catholic family. Her parents have been married 27 years and she has a younger sister, Ashley who is 25, married and lives in California with her husband and two children. Jan attended parochial school for her elementary years and then public schools for middle and high school. She was always popular and actively involved in groups, clubs, and athletics. She swam, did gymnastics and also danced. She is kind of a nerd having excelled in math and information technology. She earned a bachelor's degree and rolled right on into a master's degree in information technology and she recently began taking courses in info-security. Jan is 5'7" with long sexy legs that lead right up to her perfect ass. Jan has an ass that resembles Jen Salter's ass but not as large. Since she began developing she has always felt it was too large and she has worked many hours in the gym attempting to reduce its size but all that did was making it firmer and better defined. She is on the thin side with smallish breasts, 34b, but has always believed that she was fat as it was difficult for her to buy jeans, pants, and shorts that would accommodate her trim sexy waist and still fit over her ass. This was until clothing designers began designing clothing for African-American woman with larger derrieres but thinner waists. An example was Apple-Bottom jeans. Jan once was accused by a Black male friend of having stolen a black girl's ass. This was in jest and finally helped her become more comfortable with her shapely body. I guess that you could say that she has a "bubble-butt" but it is not wide but fills a pair of skinny jeans very nicely.
Jan has always been the epitome of a woman who is sexy and flirty but does not openly flaunt it. You could say that she is demure. She has a warm smile and likes to make eye contact with everyone. She dresses tastefully in the most current fashions; sexy in a reserved and modest way. She can dress up or down depending on the occasion but she has never, to my knowledge, underdressed and appeared slutty or trashy. Too bad for me as I love looking at her sexy body and I also enjoying watching other men interact with her. I hope that paints a picture of my lovely bride. We have been married for 5 years and have plans for a family but not for 3-4 more years after we are better established in our careers.
My name is Justin and I also have an interest in technology but more on the user side of it and hardware and software compatibility. I however work for a large suburban school district in administrative support. Namely setting up and operating financial and personnel support systems. I am 29 years old and have been attempting to establish my own technology supporting business, in my spare time, to enhance our income.
The drive to St. Louis is almost 8 hours from our house via I-55. It was a sunny Friday morning and Jan and I were both dressed in casual travel clothes; white shorts and a lavender scoop neck tee for her with modest heeled sandals, and shorts and a short sleeve polo shirt for me. She, of course, wore her usual jewelry and ear rings to accessorize her look. Getting Jan going in the morning is not an issue and before sun-up we were in the car and traveling down the interstate. Breakfast consisted of MacDonald's and lots of coffee for both us. Not necessarily health food but good road food for early morning travel.
Our plan was to drive straight to St. Louis and check into an Embassy Suites Hotel downtown and not too far from the Arch. We had reservations for a week and hoped to have a nice vacation and meet up with Steve. He had actually scheduled me to begin working at one of his remote sites Sunday evening so I would have to leave early Sunday morning with a plan to stay in touch with the two of them for the week and return on Friday afternoon. He had hired me to consult on his point of sale system, on his vending machines, that he wanted networked to his ordering and warehouse system. Steve and Jan would then be together alone from Sunday until Friday when I would return to find my wife converted into a hotwife and a slut. At least that was the plan as far as I knew and Jan would have no idea what Steve and I had contrived for her until the transformation was complete.
We had been driving for four hours and the Illinois farmland was passing by the window. We had been chit-chatting and talking about nothing while we listened to the radio. We both avoided the topic of swinging directly but it was the elephant in the room; or car as the case may be.
"Justin your friend Steve is so nice and says such naughty things to me it makes me all wet and horny." She said with a teasing grin. I was too stunned to say anything as she had never said that about another man before. I looked over at her and noticed that she had removed her sandals and had her bare feet on the cars dashboard. Her long-tanned legs drew my eyes to them like iron to a magnet and I noticed that her shorts had ridden up in that position and I could see all of them. I felt myself getting hard.
Finally, we pulled up in front of the hotel, after almost 8 solid hours of driving. It was early afternoon and we both were in need of some lunch and a cocktail. After checking in and cleaning up in our room we decided to walk to a nearby brewpub for a beer and a burger. The much needed walk took us almost 20 minutes and we were soon seated in a booth perusing the menu. We both ordered a couple of the house brews and were trying to decide what to eat when Jan's received a text on her phone. It was from Steve.



"Hey sexy are you here yet?"
"Yes. We are having a beer. Waiting to order lunch."
"Where? I will join you."
"Some brewpub."
"The Schlafly?"
"Yes! How did you know?"
"Wild guess. Wait for me I can be there is 20 minutes."
"Wait? Of course."
"I mean wait on lunch. I want some too."
"OK. See you then."
It took Steve almost a half hour to get to the brewpub and in the mean time we both consumed two Hefeweizens and a Bag of Pretzels. We were beginning to feel stood-up when someone, we assumed to be Steve, walked through the door. He scanned the room quickly and then a smile broke out on his face and he began making his way to our booth. Steve is a large and athletically built man with a head of full dark hair graying at the temples. He has broad shoulders and looks like an ex-football lineman. He stands about 6'5" and when we both stood to greet him he towered over us, especially Jan. He reached over and shook my hand as we introduced ourselves. He then pulled back and as Jan offered him her hand he pulled her in close for a tight embrace. She seemed to almost disappear when his large tree-like arms enveloped her. He held her close and her arms went around his body as much as they could. Finally they broke apart and he pushed her back just enough so that they could kiss on the lips like old friends. Then they both broke out laughing. I did not get the joke. Jan slid into the booth and Steve slid in right beside her.
"Justin, Jan, this is so great to finally meet you both." He said warmly as he smiled at us both.
"Steve it is great to meet you too." I replied but he simply nodded and looked at Jan.
"Jan you are even more lovely than your pictures." He said while looking her in the eyes. The waiter came by and the three of us ordered a beer and sandwiches.
The conversation was lively and the three of us could barely wait our turn to talk to the others. It was like three people that had not seen each other in years catching up rather than three strangers meeting for the first time. When the food came we ordered another round of brews and I could tell that Jan was getting tipsy as she was smiling more and more and giggling often. I also knew this as I was feeling the effects of the 4 beers myself. Perhaps the beer had also dulled my senses as I had not noticed, right away, that Steve and Jan were holding hands and kissing every now and then. Whew!
After a while Jan needed to get up to use the Lady's room and Steve slid out of the booth to let her out. As he stood and waited for her to slide out he held out his hand to help her up. She gave him a warm smile and sauntered away. We both turned to watch her sexy ass swaying away from us. I swear she was putting more motion than usual in her walk for Steve's benefit.
"Wow Justin that is a view I could never get tired of." He said as she finally walked out of sight.
"Me either." I said with a grin.
"She is even more gorgeous than you said and I had imagined." He said.
"So you like her then?" I asked wanting to hear him talk about my wife.
"What is not to like?" Was his reply.
"I agree. So do you think she is interested?" I asked.
"Oh yeah. She let me feel her thigh and cup her pussy." He taunted.
"No way!" When?" I asked my cock now rising to attention.
"Oh a couple of times during lunch." He replied smugly. He knew that he was killing me
"Really?" I asked incredulously as this was so unlike my wife Jan.
"Hey when she gets back you go hit the head and give us a few minutes." He directed.
"Okay." I said as I noticed Jan walking toward us. As she sat down I stood up and excused myself but I do not know if they even heard me. I found the men's room and used the urinal as soon as my cock would relax enough to let me not spray the ceiling. Then I washed my hands and looked at my red face. Damn I was aroused and my deep blush belayed that fact. I took a paper towel and after getting it wet with cold water I tried to cool my hot face. I stalled as long as I could and then slowly made my way back toward the booth trying to catch a glimpse of my wife and Steve. What I saw took my breath away. Steve had his hand on Jan's thigh at the edge of her shorts. He appeared to be squeezing it. She had her face turned to his and they were locked in a deep open-mouthed kiss. His hand slid from her thigh to between her legs and he appeared to give her pussy a squeeze. As I approached the booth I cleared my throat.
The two lovers slowly broke apart and as I sat down Steve excused himself to use the head. Jan had a deep look of desire and embarrassment on her face. She looked at me through heavily lidded eyes.
"Hey." I said as I looked at her.
"Hey" She replied as she looked back.
"So how's it going?" I asked.
"Good. He is really nice." She replied with kind of a dreamy far off voice.
"You seem to be getting to know each other pretty well." I offered.
"He's an easy guy to get to know." She replied.
"It looks like he is getting to know you too." I said teasingly.
"Oh, you noticed?" She replied kind of defensively.
"I did. Like it?"
"Uhuh. You?" She asked.
"Oh God yes." I replied as I reached across and took her hand. I held it to my mouth and kissed it.
"Good. I was hoping you would. We should talk when we get back to our room."
"Okay." I said wondering what there was to talk about.
When Steve returned we all decided that it was time to leave the brewpub and head back to the hotel. Since Steve had driven, he and Jan walked over to get his car, while I paid the tab. As they walked away I noticed that she let him put his arm around her waist with his hand resting on her butt. I was struggling to walk from the booth to the door as I had this throbbing hard-on inside my shorts that I was attempting to conceal.
A few minutes later I walked out into the bright Missouri sunlight and Steve and Jan were in his large SUV waiting at the curb for me. They were locked in another tight embrace. Why did I feel like I was intruding on them? Steve dropped us at the door and said that he would check-in and then come to our room. Jan and I agreed and made our way to the elevator. As we got inside the elevator car another couple got in with us so that we had no time to talk about what was happening. I could feel myself panting from excitement. We got out at our floor and made our way into our room.
"Wow! Jan you are so hot!" I exclaimed as I pulled her close for a kiss. Her lips were warm and soft and she opened her mouth to my tongue. I was all over her lips as I thought of her kissing another man. I could feel that she was just as excited as I was as we held each other kissing and touching. I wanted this woman so badly and I reached my hand inside her top. I felt the swell of her breast and wanted to bare them and lick them.
"Wait, wait, Steve will be here soon and we need to talk." She said as she broke free of my arms. I was so excited that I was shaking inside as I stared at this highly sensual creature before me.
"Talk about what?" I said kind of annoyed at being interrupted.
"Are you sure about this? I mean really sure?" She asked now being very serious.
"Oh God yes!" I moaned. "Are you?"
"Maybe but if we do this there are no do-overs." She warned.
"Sure yeah. Okay." I stammered hoping that my dream of a hotwife was coming true.
"Okay Justin but remember you wanted this." She said as she looked right into my eyes.
"I do want this Jan but honey do you want this?" I asked hoping she would say yes.
"I do but I am so nervous." She replied and I took her back into my arms and kissed her forehead. Just then her phone announced a new text message.
"Checked in and I am right next door. Be there in 5." The message read. She responded.
"Well that was Steve and I better go freshen-up." She said as she made her way into the bathroom and shut the door. I stared at the closed door wondering who this woman was and what had happened to my wife? I felt like I needed a drink and went into one of our suitcases and removed a bottle of Dewar's that we had brought along. I found one of the room glasses and poured in an inch of the rich amber liquid. I was raising the glass to my lips for a sip when there was a loud rap on the door. I put the glass down and walked to the door of our room. I looked out through the peephole and no one was outside the room. Then the knock came again and I realized it was the door that is between two rooms. I walked over to it and unlocked the deadbolt. I twisted the knob and pulled; before me stood a grinning Steve.
"Surprise! Adjoining rooms." He said with a wide smile as he strolled past me and into our room.
"I guess so." I replied as I stepped back. Steve walked in and looked around the room.
"A king bed, Good idea Justin."
"Thanks. I figured we might want the extra room." I said thinking of the possible threesome.
"I like it. Jan in the head?"
"Yes." I replied. He sat down on the edge of the bed and offered me a seat beside him.
"It's going really well, don't you think so?" He asked quietly.
"Yes it sure is." I replied.
"When she comes out I want you to go get us some ice and something to mix a drink with. Maybe go to the first floor. The farthest vending machines from here. Give me a little time to get her in the mood. You got me?" He said quite directly.
"Yeah, that's a good idea. Want me to go now so I can be back when she gets out?" I asked eagerly. Steve looked at me as if I was stupid.
"No wait until she gets out. Give us some time alone. Fifteen maybe twenty minutes." He explained.
"Oh got it. Yeah sure." I replied. We sat in silence for a few minutes then he said.
"She's ready for my big dick. She will soon be my whore." He gloated and then we heard Jan coming out of the bathroom. She turned the corner and into the room with us. Steve stood up and gave her a hug and another kiss on the lips.
"Well I better go get some ice for our drinks. I'll be right back." I said as I grabbed up the room key and headed for the door. I am not sure they even knew that I had left as they were both still embracing as I walked from the room.
Steve sent me on a wild goose chase hoping that I would leave them alone for an extended period of time and it worked. Finally 35 minutes after I left I slid my key into the door lock and entered the room. I had a bucket of ice and a can of soda water in my hand that I almost dropped when I turned the corner into the room. They were gone! The room was empty. I stopped dead in my tracks. What the hell?
It took me a few moments but it finally dawned on me that they might be in the adjoining room. I put the ice and the drink down and went to the partially closed door and stuck my head around the frame. The sight before me shocked me to my core. I had waited, hoped and begged and now right before me was my dreams come true. My wife Jan was totally nude on her knees sucking the cock of a just as nude Steve.
I suddenly felt like a voyeur, a peeping Tom, a creeper. I peeked around the corner like an errant child spying on his parents having sex. My heart was in my throat. It was trying to beat its way from my chest. I could hardly catch my breath. I was shaking and sweating as I watched her make minister to Steve's large cock with her mouth. He had his hands on her head guiding and holding her as she bobbed back and forth on his fully erect cock.
I stepped back out of the room. This was everything I wanted in a hotwife; her sucking another man's dick. I did not know if I should just let them play alone or get involved. I tried to calm myself and I waited a few minutes to look back inside. I then stole another glance at the two lovers. Steve was moaning and pumping himself harder into her sucking mouth. I reached down and grabbed a hold of my own throbbing member. It felt harder and larger than it ever had before. I decided to pull it out and stroke it while I watched my wife and Steve.
"Justin, either get in here or leave the room and close the door." Steve shouted as he turned his head to look at me.
"I should probably go wait in the other room." I mumbled as I started to make my way backwards towards the door. I still felt like this was between them and I was an intruder and I did not want to break the spell.
"Suit yourself but you are welcome to watch." He replied as he suddenly grabbed Jan's head from behind and buried himself fully into her throat. I watched as his ass-cheeks tensed and flexed as he shot his release into my wife's mouth. I quietly shut the door as I backed totally from the room.
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You may find that this story is a bit darker than most of the stories that we have written. We were in the mood for something different when we wrote this one. Jan was feeling more adventurous and we wanted to push our boundaries out a bit. We did not know how to classify it at first as it was meant as a Loving Wives story but then it appeared to be more of a Nonconsent type of story and then on another editing we both felt it might fit better under Mind Control. We finally agreed reluctantly that we would stick with Loving Wives as that is our genre so here goes.
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The scene was surreal. I could not believe what was taking place right in front of me. My wife Jan was sitting at the bar talking with an Arab man who appeared to be making headway with her. She was ignoring me and seemed to be completely taken in by his seductive banter. Jan and I had come to this bar for a meet and greet with a man we had been corresponding with in the hopes of finding a compatible sex partner for her and I to have a threesome with. We had had a threesome with a close friend of ours that we had found to be quite enjoyable however he did not understand that this was just for fun and took it too seriously. So Jan and I had decided that a total stranger might be a better option for a playmate.
My wife Jan is 24 years old and stands 5'7" tall and is thin and trim. She has great legs and an ass to die for but is small on top at 34b. She has thick brunette hair with auburn highlights that hangs to her shoulders and can best be described as slightly curly and wavy. She works as a legal technology assistant and has both a bachelor's and master's degree in technology related fields but she is far from being a nerd. We have been married 4 years and met and started dating while still in high school. I am Justin and I am 27 years old and, while not in peak-performance shape, have kept myself healthy with regular workouts at the gym, that we both belong to, called Max-Fitness.
Jan and I have what we feel is a healthy sex life and want to try different things for fun until we decide to begin our family in a year or so. That is what led us here tonight. We began talking about our fantasies and trying varied activities that we either enjoyed, and continued, or did not enjoy that we discontinued. We had been talking about swinging and swapping partners with others but thought that a threesome might be the way to enter the lifestyle. We joined several adult sites, designed for matching up compatible sexual partners, and that is how we found ourselves sitting in this bar, enjoying a drink, while waiting for our very first meeting with a new playmate. His name was Charles and he was supposed to be a tall, dark, and handsome black man who was single and open to meeting us. We had talked on the telephone and agreed to a meet and greet at the bar in a local hotel lounge/restaurant. The agreed upon time was 7:30 and it was now 8:00 and he had not shown-up yet and had not responded to our texts. Jan had dressed to impress in a short black mini-skirt that came to mid-thigh with a silky top that teased but gave nothing away. She also wore her Jimmy Choo-replica shoes with the 4 inch heels and made of black leather and laced onto her feet. Very sexy!
We were just sitting at the bar having a margarita and talking, while killing time, when this well-dressed man of obvious Arab decent sat down beside her. He ordered himself a drink and began talking with Jan as if I did not exist. He was quite friendly and had a very open smile filled with bright white teeth: the teeth of a shark I would later recall. For her part, Jan, had taken to ignoring me as well, which I found to be puzzling, as we were getting along just fine even though she had been suffering from a severe case of nerves all day. I decided to just sit back and enjoy my drink while casually listening to their conversation. From what I had heard his name was Khalid and he was originally from Saudi Arabia.
"Lovely Jan you are the most beautiful flower amongst the weeds." He said with his deep voice that had a mild Arab and British accent to it.
"Oh stop that." She said with a blush. She was looking him straight into the eyes as they spoke.
"No I have traveled extensively and you have beauty that is rare." I thought to myself can you believe this guy. Didn't he see her left hand with her wedding ring?
"Thank you Khalid but you are such a flirt." She said as she took another sip of her rapidly disappearing drink.
I wanted to barge into the conversation and say something but she slowly had turned herself on her stool so she was now facing her suitor with her back to me. I figured that I would just let this play out a bit more before I rescued Jan as it excited me to see her flirt with other men even ones who are so blatantly aggressive. Suddenly another drink appeared beside Jan and she smiled and nodded at Khalid.
I saw my cell light up and read the text message on the screen. Charles was going to be a "no show" as something had "come up". Yeah right.
"You are such an interesting man Khalid please tell me more about you." I heard Jan's voice above the din in the lounge. She had re-crossed her legs and I knew that she had just given her suitor a good look at her creamy inner thighs as he had responded with a smile.
"Ah Jan have dinner with me and I will tell you about my world." He offered as I saw him touch her knee.
Now normally Jan would have either swatted the unwanted hand away or at the very least plucked it off her knee but this time Jan did neither. She simply looked up at him and crinkled her nose at him as she smiled. Jan turned at this time and introduced me to Khalid. His handshake was warm and firm and he looked me directly in the eyes as he spoke.
"Hello husband of lovely Jan it is a pleasure to meet you."
"Hello Khalid it is nice to meet you as well. Would you join us for dinner?" I asked trying to take the lead on this situation. His smile broadened.
"Oh no Jan's husband, I invited first. Please it is my treat." He countered. Not wanting to disappoint either one of them I capitulated.
"Alright then your treat."
Jan broke into a wide smile and taking another final sip of her drink stood up from her barstool and accepted Khalid's hand. Together they approached the maître's de station with me tagging along behind like a third-wheel. He appeared to immediately recognize Khalid and escorted the three of us to a secluded booth towards the back of the restaurant but facing large windows that overlooked the city below. Khalid and Jan sat at one side of the high-backed leather booth and I across from them on the other.
It felt so strange. As I was sitting there I noticed an aroma or odor emanating from Khalid. It was sweet but not overpowering; more of a whiff. It was musky but not unpleasant. It was funky but not obnoxious. It was manly but not sour. I suddenly recognized the scent as being comprised of pheromones; the smell of the dominant male of a species and testosterone. I did not know if Jan had clued in on it as well or had fallen under the spell of the attractant.
While Jan and Khalid perused the menu I assessed them both. Jan looked lovely perhaps more lovely than usual. Her long hair sparkled with auburn highlights and cascaded over her shoulders. Her makeup was perfect and I noticed a bright twinkle to her eyes especially when she looked at Khalid. Khalid was tall and darkly handsome. He sported the popular two day-old beard that was as black as his perfectly styled hair. He was dressed in a well-tailored suit and simply projected wealth and power.
The dinner was, at the very least, interesting as Khalid and Jan talked and flirted between themselves most of the evening. We dined on the beef and seafood specialties that were ordered by Khalid. He simply took command of the entire situation right down to the pairing of the wines with each course. I was definitely the outsider as the two of them danced and parried all through dinner. I could do nothing more but sit back and watch the scene playout before me. The attraction between them was not just mutual and strong but incandescent. I did not pick up on it right away but through most of the meal Khalid's hand was not on the table but was on Jan's lap as was her hand on his. Or, maybe, they were simply holding hands I figured.
I excused myself to go to the restroom and when I looked back at the booth it was obvious that Jan's hand was actually in Khalid's lap squeezing his cock. I also noticed that she had her legs spread wide beneath the table and his hand was buried somewhere between her legs. Perhaps, I mused, she had found a play partner for the evening.
I returned to the table and Khalid excused himself leaving the two of us alone for the first time in hours. Jan looked up from her meal and smiled at me. Her face was flushed and she appeared to be quite warm.
"Are you okay?" I asked.
"Oh yes I am. Why do you ask?" She replied.
"It is just that you are quite flushed and I wondered if you were not feeling well or had a fever." I explained.
"No, I am feeling fine. Maybe a little feverish from being a little aroused and excited." She said while looking at me a bit nervously.
"Oh?"
"Oh yes. Khalid has really gotten me interested in him. Maybe we can play..." She said letting her voice trail off.
"Oh! I get it. I noticed he had his hand between your legs."
"You noticed. Oh my! I wonder if anyone else has." She replied.
"Is that why you are so flushed and aroused?" I asked.
"Probably. He has been stroking my pussy through my panties all through dinner. I am so wet." She blushed as she told me this.
"Oh! Now I get it." I admitted coming into the game kind of slowly.
"Yes. He wants me to come home with him." She said as she looked me in the eyes.
"Really? Are you sure?" I asked feeling my cock start to come awake within my pants.
"Yes he said so. Oh and you can come too." She said with a wink as Khalid approached the booth and was just sliding in next to Jan when she started to slide out.
"My turn." She said with a smile. Khalid bowed to her as she turned to walk away. We both watched her cute little butt sway as she walked away from us.
"Your wife; she is lovely." Khalid offered as he sat back down.
"Yes, yes she is and quite taken by you." I replied as we both stared at each other.
"I want her; I want to make love to her." He said passionately.
"I don't blame you but does she want to play with you?" I inquired.
"We shall soon know." He said confidently as Jan appeared from across the room.
We both watched and waited as she made her way back to our table. Khalid got up and she slid in beside him. They both smiled at each other looking longingly into each other's eyes. I felt like a voyeur watching strangers. Jan handed something to Khalid and his smile broadened. He slipped his hand inside his suitcoat pocket. A look passed between them and I felt a thrill run through me.
"Just for your information Jan has agreed to accompany me home from dinner. You may join us or I will return her to you later." Khalid said casually as I saw him reach into his pocket. He pulled out a piece of black silky material and spread it out on the table before us.
"Her answer."
I looked down at her black panties that Khalid had now spread out on the white tablecloth. I did not know whether I should feel embarrassed or aroused. I felt both. I looked up and Jan was blushing profusely. Khalid picked up her undies and put them back into his pocket. Jan and I sat there in stunned silence for a few moments and then Khalid directed Jan to stand up. As she did her skirt dropped back down as it appeared that she had been sitting with her bare ass on the leather seat.
The three of us made our way toward the front of the restaurant and into an awaiting elevator. As we entered I walked to the back and faced the door. Jan stood and faced the door with Khalid directly behind her. There were no other occupants and the door closed behind us. Khalid lifted the back of Jan's skirt and I watched as he caressed her naked buttocks. It was a lovely sight and I was now sporting a full erection inside of my pants. Jan appeared to be enjoying his touch and I heard her sigh as he reached around the front of her with his right hand. She shifted a bit and it looked to me that she had widened her stance in response to his hand movements. Khalid's face was buried in Jan's hair and he appeared to be whispering to her as he touched her. The bell dinged much too soon and we were on the ground floor. The doors opened and as we stepped out Khalid turned towards me.
"Jan will ride with me and you can follow along." He said flatly.
"But I was hoping to talk with her first..." My voice trailed off as we reached the open door and approached our awaiting cars. Khalid's car was a chauffeur-driven Bentley; wouldn't you know. My domestic SUV was parked behind it.
"Try to keep up." He replied as they entered the back of the limo and I waited for my car to be brought to me.
His driver drove fast and I was worried about getting a ticket but we soon reached his house. It was a two-story McMansion in a residential subdivision of similarly styled manses. I was impressed. The exterior was lit up by spotlights that reflected upwards to show-off the house to the neighbors. We pulled up in front and I watched as the driver came around and opened the door for the two backseat passengers. I had been unable to get a view of the two of them on the ride over as the rear windows were darkly tinted to provide complete privacy. Khalid emerged first and leaned in to assist Jan. Her head appeared and then she was out of the car. She looked lovely. I parked my car and followed along.
"Justin you may park over there." Khalid directed as he pointed to a small parking lot about 100 yards away. "We will wait for you inside."
"Okay." I replied as I began walking back to my car. I was feeling put-out as I had figured that someone would park my car for me. I parked and locked the vehicle. I walked quickly toward the front door not wanting to miss any of the action between the two of them. The front door was closed as I approached it and I rang the bell. After a short period of time a smiling Khalid opened the door and ushered me inside.
"Your wife is such a sexy vixen." He said smugly. "And her mouth is heavenly." I felt the heat rising up my neck and my dick rising in my pants.
"Yes she is." I agreed and he clasped my shoulder and we walked together into a wood paneled den.
Khalid explained that she was using the facilities and would join us soon. He showed me to a small but well-stocked bar in the corner of the room and told me to make myself a drink while he went to help Jan find her way back to us. His bar had several single malt scotches and I chose one called Glenlivet and filled my glass with a couple of ounces and a single cube of ice. As I was finishing; the couple entered the room. Jan was held by the wrist and led into the room by Khalid. It seemed to me that she had reapplied her lipstick and freshened her makeup as she appeared fresh and lovely.
"While you are at it I will have the same as you and a Tanqueray and tonic for the lady."
It was not a request but more of a drink order and I felt myself become uncomfortable being treated like the help but out of my love for Jan I simply complied. I completed the drinks and brought them over to the couple who were locked into a tight embrace with their mouths pressed tightly together. I stood there and watched the interaction while waiting for them to acknowledge me and accept the offered drinks. Finally after several minutes they broke apart and looked up at me. They both accepted their drinks and I took a seat across from them on another deep red leather sofa. I took a small taste of the single malt. It burned a little but I enjoyed the feeling as the liquid's smokiness filled my mouth. I savored the taste and looked up from my drink at the two of them. They were seated so closely together they appeared to be joined. I took in the entire scene and noticed that Jan was again not sitting on her skirt but that her bare buttocks were in contact with the sofa's leather surface. It gave me a thrill and I wished I were the leather seat with her bare ass on me.
Khalid was talking in a low voice to Jan and I saw her nodding her head and smiling. She spoke softly with him and I felt totally out of the loop. They sipped their drinks and talked and laughed while completely ignoring me. I was sort of lost in my drink when I noticed that Jan was now standing before a seated Khalid. She had her back to me as I watched her fumbling with the buttons on her blouse. She finished unbuttoning her blouse and I watched as she first held it open for Khalid to view her body and then she shrugged the blouse off of her shoulders and it fell in a puddle on the floor behind her. Somewhere along the way she must have removed her bra as her back was bare and I knew that Khalid was enjoying the view of her naked breasts. He smiled broadly at her. He took a sip from his drink.
The sex between my wife and her new lover was like an inferno! They were so hot for each other they appeared to glow in the dimly lit room. Khalid was as dominant of a lover as I had ever imagined. He controlled my wife like a small well- trained dog. As I watched from a chair in the corner of his bedroom he ran my wife through the paces on his massive bed. I was hoping for a threesome but I was never invited to play just to provide cleanup duties on my cum-filled wife.
The coupling had begun on the leather couch in his den. Jan was nude having been told by Khalid that she should remove her clothes so that he "could drink in her loveliness" and she readily complied. I had been surprised by her out-of-character behavior with this man, first agreeing to have a drink then dinner with this stranger then removing her panties, at his request, thereby agreeing to go with his to his house and not even consulting me. He simply ignored my presence most of the evening except for when he wanted me to serve them in some manner; like mixing them cocktails or like now, on my knees, between her wide-spread legs licking his seed from her stretched pussy.
To be completely honest; I was loving this treatment. At first, I felt resentment, even anger, as he simply took control of first Jan and now me but now I was elated and excited to be performing this humiliating act in front of him. Cleaning Khalid's large load of sperm, hot and fresh, from my own wife's pussy had aroused something within in me that I could not explain. The taste was not unpleasant in fact I was enjoying the taste and the texture of another man's spunk. The slight chlorine odor filled my nostrils and the sweet-saltiness played on my tongue.
Khalid appeared to be a master at playing a woman sexually. He began with his kisses of Jan and then later they became hotter and hotter as he progressed from her lips, to her neck and ears, and then wound his way to her breasts. I watched in fascinated wonder as this stranger seemed to have knowledge of how to arouse Jan to new heights of pleasure that I did not know existed. She moaned, she sighed, she cried out, she sobbed and she made animalistic noises from somewhere deep within her soul.
Then he did something with her breasts that startled me. He had her hold them out to him as he used both of his hands to mold them and squeeze them in a milking motion. He began at the base, closest to her chest, and from there he would pull and squeeze, and turn each breast individually until he had them molded into a conical shape with her nipples sticking straight outward. He spend at least 10 minutes with each breast, slowly, almost lovingly, massaging each one until the skin was taut and her nipples were like hard little nubs that he ignored. Then when she was moaning loudly he began licking and sucking her nipples. This lead to bites that began as gentle nips but gradually increased in intensity until he was actually gnawing on them with his teeth. She could not handle the stimulation and begged him to stop; to release her but he persisted. Finally when she was begging and sobbing he grabbed both of her nipples and pulled. Jan at that point came like an avalanche. She could not stop and eventually ended up a quivering mass on the bed. Khalid smiled as he pulled Jan in for a gentle and loving kiss. I came in my hand.



When Jan was finally aware of her surroundings Khalid began again with his sexual ministrations. He began an oral assault on her pussy that brought her to three screaming orgasms and then she squirted into his mouth. Jan, never having squirted before, was embarrassed that she had just wet Khalid's bed. Khalid again held her close and quietly assured her that she had not wet his bed but had her first female ejaculation. Jan was astounded and seemed pleased with herself as she began to enjoy the intense feelings that Khalid had provided to her but the night was far from over.
I sat and watched the coupling of the two lovers for several hours while masturbating my perpetually stiff cock. Khalid was as skilled a cocksman as he was an oral virtuoso and Jan appeared to have waves and waves of orgasms from his very large uncut member. I was in awe as he would fuck her through one orgasm after another without cumming himself. Finally I could not stay awake and nodded off listening to my wife's moaning from another man's cock.
Khalid awoke me at an early hour and told me that it would be best if I went home and returned on Sunday afternoon to retrieve my wife. Having watched how well he treated her and the enjoyment she had been receiving from him I could not argue. I felt as if I was abandoning her at first but after a short discussion I agreed that she was in good hands and after dressing went to her side. She looked up at me glassy-eyed and smiling. I kissed her lips and tasted, once again, the taste of Khalid all over her lips and mouth. I told her of my plans and she gave me a warm tight hug and thanked me. I then took my leave. I pulled into the driveway of our home; it was 2:30.
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I was seated at a low table on a cushion on the floor. My host Khalid was seated across from me on another cushion that was a few inches taller. It was a late Sunday afternoon. A tall serving woman entered the room dressed head to toe in a bright blue chador with a niqab hiding all but her heavily made up eyes. The beautiful brown eyes had long dark lashes made-up with mascara and eye shadow that gave them a sensual appearance. The woman would just briefly glance at us while she served us strong Arabian Jasmine tea and kept her head lowered in submission to us. Khalid was dressed in flowing white-cotton throbe. He wore nothing on his head. I on the other hand was dressed in dark grey dress pants with a button-down collar dress shirt of blue.
I kept expecting Jan to appear from one of the doors and join us for tea but she had not yet appeared. The servant went to the side of the room and knelt down within earshot of us. The tea was heavily scented with bergamot and was strong but enjoyable. I sipped the hot brew while waiting to hear about Jan's weekend with Khalid.
"Justin thank you for coming to my house. It is not much but it works for me here in the US." He spoke clearly and was friendly but humble.
"Khalid, thank you for the kind offer. How was your weekend with Jan? Will she be joining us soon?" I asked while continuing to consume more tea from a cup that was never allowed to go empty by my host.
"Your wife is lovely and such strongly spirited. She took some time to adapt her ways but as always I was pleased by her." He said with a smile that almost resembled a smirk.
"Yes she is kind of stubborn but how did that come up?" I asked with concern. He waved his hand in a dismissive motion as he looked me straight into the eyes.
"I find it best sometimes to train a girl to please a man." I was still puzzled by his evasive conversation and was still concerned about my wife's whereabouts.
"Come here girl." Khalid spoke with authority. The servant walked over to Khalid and stood before him.
"Turn around and lift your garment to us." He ordered and the woman turned away from us and began to lift the thin material of the chador.
The woman was not Arabic as I had assumed but a white-skinned woman. She had long shapely legs that were slowly revealed as she lifted the material higher. As it continued upward the back of the knees were showing and then slowly her thighs. The thighs appeared to be marked with red marks and as the garment lifted further it became apparent that the woman had been caned as ugly red welts striped her thighs. I held my breath at the sight of the marks. The woman kept lifting the material until her bare bruised ass was completely revealed. Long red and pink weals marked the surface of her ass from her thighs to her lower back. The marks looked fresh and painful.
"As you can see she took some convincing but she is more compliant now." He chuckled as he ran a hand over her markings.
The woman appeared to shiver from his touch. I did not know what to say as I had never seen a servant let alone one who had been savagely beaten.
"I am in need of your opening. Prepare yourself." Khalid ordered the young woman.
She dropped the material of her garment and the attractive sight was again hidden. She walked over to a small bench that I had not noticed before and knelt before it. She grabbed the hem of her garment and as she bent over the bench her entire backside was revealed. She spread her legs widely and arched her back revealing her completely bare sex for us. She had spread herself so widely open that she appeared almost frog-like in her stance. I was now sweating and an erection had formed in my pants.
Khalid walked over to her and placed his hand on her back a moment in what appeared to be an act of reassurance. He swiftly lifted his garment revealing his large dark uncut erection. He kneeled behind the young woman and spread apart her ass-cheeks. With a practiced and familiar motion he pushed the length of his penis directly into the anus of the young woman who gave out a sharp intake of breath.
"Easy girl." He said as he began roughly thrusting his cock into and out of her ass.
He held her hips at first as he drove himself into her but I heard him say something to her that I could not make out and he pulled his hands from her hips. Suddenly he crossed his arms over his chest and the servant began driving herself backwards onto the large invader. She kept pushing herself back onto his cock and another sigh came from her. It sounded like she was crying softly but in actuality she was experiencing an orgasm. As it continued she began to moan louder and louder. She was enjoying this bizarre sex act. Then I noticed that the moans and sighs sounded familiar. If I didn't know better I would say that is sounded like Jan. Khalid continued to use the young woman until he himself came and filled her reddened anal passage with his seed. He then pulled his slime covered organ from her opening and ordered her to clean him up. The woman then pulled aside her veil revealing the face of my lovely Jan who went down on Khalid to clean their fluids from his cock. I was stunned and speechless.
After she had finished cleaning up all of the residue from their anal coupling he ordered her to refill our cups and kneel beside him. She quickly complied and I marveled to myself at the sight that I had just seen. I shakily took a sip of the warm brew.
"I have decided that we will need to schedule an infibulation soon as I would like her healed and ready for service as quickly as possible." Khalid said loudly as he smiled at me.
"I do not know what you mean. Can you please explain?" I asked. I was thinking that he was probably going to increase the size of Jan's anal pore or pierce her nipples as I had heard that was an Arab custom with their female slaves.
"Gladly." He replied. "Janice, lie back on the bench and pull up your garments."
Jan walked over to the small bench that she had previously been kneeling before as Khalid fucked her. She laid down on her back and pulled her chador up above her navel. She then let her leg spread widely on either side of the bench. Her hairless pussy was splayed open for our inspection. I noticed evidence of Jan's arousal as her clit was swollen and protruding from its hood. Her labial lips were definitely damp and engorged and her vagina was open and wet. Khalid walked over towards Jan's prone body and motioned me closer. He held a small item in his hand. He spread Jan's legs further apart and then used his finger to separate the lips of her pussy. Her erect clit stood outward from above her slit.
"Now, if you will notice, her clitoris sticks out from its hood when she is aroused. The infibulation will remove the entire clitoris." He spoke very clinically to me as he took the small item, that turned out to be a small Sharpie marker, and drew lines around her clit on both sides of it.
"The skin will be incised and then the clitoris will be grasped with forceps and pulled away from the body until it is completely revealed. Then it will be sliced off entirely." He said this while grasping Jan's clit and pulling on it. She moaned in arousal.
"This will allow us to remove the entire root and nerve endings as well as to deaden the Grafenberg's spot. Thus she will no longer be burdened by her need to stimulate these areas and orgasm will be eliminated. This will make her much more clear-headed and free and eager to serve the needs of her master." He looked up to see if I understood what he was saying.
"Questions?" He asked as a teacher to a young student.
"So you are saying you will remove her clit and she will no longer be capable of having an orgasm?" I sputtered.
"Precisely. She will no longer be a slave to her clitoris and all of the burdens that it has placed on her." He smiled with his large dark hand resting on her abdomen right above her pussy and then continued his description of the procedure.
"Then we will remove the inner and outer labial lips. The remaining flesh will be sutured together to seal off her vaginal opening. We will retain a small opening for urine and menstrual fluids to drain from her body." He explained very clinically while running the end of the marker around her labia. It was obvious that she was aroused as her labia were puffy, engorged with blood, and she was so wet her moisture was collecting and running down her ass crack.
"The healing will take 6-8 weeks and when complete she will have a smooth and flawless pubic area."
"But what about sex?" I shouted. "How will she have sex?"
"Oh it will be the same as for all Arab women and slaves; the anal passage will be for the pleasure of the man. I will continue to use her anus as my preferred sexual release orifice."
"What about having babies?" I cried. "Can she still bear children?"
"Of course." He replied as if I were a slow child. "We are not removing her reproductive organs. When I am ready to breed with her we will have her vagina opened back up so that I can mate with her and then when ready the child can be born naturally."
"Will it hurt her?" I asked.
"Which procedure?" He replied as he ran his marker over and around Jan's clit causing her to moan and hunch her hips upward to receive additional stimulation from him.
"The surgery?" I replied.
"Of course there will be some discomfort for a week or two but once the healing is complete the discomfort should be minimal." He explained.
"What about during sex?"
"No more than any woman who has anal sex with a well-built male should have. Her suffering is for the enjoyment of the man and she will relish it as she knows that it pleases him."
"What about after she is opened back up?" I asked already knowing the answer.
"Yes at first there will be great discomfort depending how we choose to make the opening larger. If I am feeling generous it will be a surgical procedure with anesthesia but if I am not so generous I shall cut her myself with a blade that day right before we mate."
"Oh my God!" I exclaimed in a state of shock and suddenly feeling light-headed.
"Once the child is born she will be sutured back up so that she can heal again and then we will only cut her again when I wish to have another heir." He explained as it this was a routine procedure.
"But what, what about sex with me?" I asked incredulously still trying to make sense of all of this.
"That will be totally out of the question once she makes her commitment to me as my sexual slave. You can remain her husband but her entire body will belong to me for my use and pleasure of course."
"But what about me?" I asked almost pleading.
"Ah yes, excellent question." He exclaimed and pulled out a large color photograph and explained it to me. "You will of course be neutered. I will want you to be able to attend to Jan and myself but I do not want you tempted to have sex with her or any other women in my keeping."
"Neutered?" I asked shakily.
"Oh yes of course. We cannot have it any other way. If you wish to remain with Janice than that is how it will have to be." He stopped and let that sink in before he continued.
"I have two ways to neuter you and depending on how compliant you are will help me decide which method to employ."
"Compliant?" I asked softly as I was still in shock.
"Oh yes your behavior henceforth will determine whether we utilize procedure A or B. Janice of course may have some input as well."
"Please tell me." I was now sweating profusely and shaking. Jan just lay docilely with her legs spread wide open staring up at the ceiling.
"Option A is the most common method. Here look at chart 1. We cut your scrotum completely off with your testicles as well. While inside we sever the tendon that allows your penis to be drawn back up. This will allow your penal tube to be longer than it has ever been perhaps by 2 inches or more. It will now hang down all of the time and everyone will notice how long it is as the scrotal sack will be gone and there will be nothing to hide or detract from the complete view of it. You will not be able to have an erection unless plied with testosterone in high doses. Your skin will be soft and there will no longer be a need for you to shave. Your features will soften and you will be basically a harmless drone."
"Oh my God! What about Option B?" I asked quietly.
"Ah well, if you are not compliant and do anything in an attempt to get with your wife I will be forced to go with Option B. It will result in lifelong misery and suffering on your part. We will not remove your testicles or alter them in any way. Instead we will remove your penis especially the shaft and leave you with a small opening for urine to exit your body. All nerve endings from your penis will be cauterized and you will be no longer be able to have sexual relief. Your testicles will make you horny all of the time but you will have no way of relieving that horniness." He then smiled evilly at me and showed me the poster depicting Option B."
"Questions?' He asked with a smile as he began masturbating Jan with his finger.
"What will become of my balls?" I asked.
""A very wise question." He said in a condescending manner as he brought Jan closer to orgasm. "There are several options to that as well. Jewelry for Janice or and I like this idea the best. On the night that I mate with Janice she and I will eat them as a toasted snack to put us in the mood. I will not tell her what we consumed until after I have mated with her." He then gave a hearty laugh and said to Jan.
"Get back over the bench and lift your garment for my release. I am so excited after describing this I need to use your anal pore again."
I noticed his large cock was making a tent in his garment. Jan did as she was told and was soon kneeling before the padded bench with her legs spread wide and her entire bruised ass on display for her future owner's pleasure. Her anal opening gaped and showed evidence from their previous coupling.
This time the coupling was rougher than before. Khalid pushed his large erection into Jan's ass and began pounding it into her hard and fast. Jan began to cry from this rough treatment and small yips escaped her lips. He held her hips tightly and rammed himself into and out of her. With a loud groan from Khalid and a soft whimper from Jan he came loudly in her belly. He continued to pump into her as he orgasmed. He pulled out and again had her clean his used and sticky member. I noticed her face as she pulled back the vail; there were tears in her eyes and running down her cheeks. Her face was flushed as she tended to his shrinking member. She licked the entire shaft before taking it into her mouth and sucking it clean. When she was finished cleaning him Khalid had her tuck his flaccid cock back into his robe. She stood and removed the tray and dishes from the room. When she returned Khalid spoke to her.
"You may go and dress in your regular clothing but remember the rules."
"Yes sir. No panties, no jeans, slacks, or pants and no bra." She said flatly; almost as if she was reciting the rules to him.
"And?" He asked harshly with his voice raised.
"Never cross or close my legs." She said from memory.
"Now go and wait by the door." He ordered.
"As you can see Justin she is coming along nicely. I want to begin her treatments this week." He looked at me waiting for a response.
"Treatments?' I asked.
"Yes we will begin the laser hair removal process this week. Her pubis and legs first then her entire body except for her head, for now." He replied casually.
"Okay." I said.
"Also we will begin her belling." He replied.
"Belling?" I asked quite unclear of the concept.
"Yes. I enjoy hearing my slaves as they move around. It is a wonderful sound as I use their body. Their little bells tinkling and ringing as I approach my release." He explained.
"Where would these bells be?" I asked.
"In her nipples of course. Her labia will soon be removed so why bother getting used to that sound."
He then smiled and we walked to the front door of his house. He shook my hand warmly as I noticed Jan standing by the door. He pulled her close and the two of them kissed each other passionately. The kiss went on and on as their tongues explored each other's mouths. His arms were around Jan and he held her ass firmly as she held him around the neck.
"Thank you Khalid for a wonderful weekend. I cannot wait to see you again." She surprisingly said as they broke apart.
"I enjoyed it immensely Janice. See you on Tuesday for your treatment." He replied as he began closing the door on us.
"Thank you Khalid." Jan replied as we took each other's hands and walked to our car.
Jan appeared to be in a state of bliss and peace as we sat in our car driving home. She stared out the window and I was sure that she was exhausted from her weekend activities with Khalid. I wanted to hear everything about their weekend together but was not sure where to begin so I stayed silent as we drove home. Finally I could not take it anymore.
"Well, how was it?" I asked as I looked over at her. She looked back at me and stared.
"Did you enjoy it? How was the sex?" I probed further. Jan sat there for a few moments and appeared to be ready to cry.
"Jan what's wrong?" I asked now genuinely concerned. As we got closer to our home she sighed loudly a few times and then tears came to her eyes. I pulled into our driveway and shut off the car.
"Honey? Are you okay?" I asked hoping that she would tell me something but nothing came from her. I took her hand and we walked into the house. I led her into the living room and we both took a seat on the couch. Jan shook her head and then whimpered a bit.
"God I hurt all over. She said as she began to cry. "What happened to me?
"What? What do you mean what happened to you?" I asked now getting really worried about her mental state.
"I don't really know how I let him do those things to me. I was under his spell." She admitted. I held her close to me and she slowly began to relate her weekend to me.
"When you went to park the car on Friday, after you dropped me off at Khalid's house he opened the door for me and led me into the foyer. As you know his house is large and richly decorated. He was telling me about the interior designers that he had brought in from L.A. to furnish the place. He led me back into the library and offered me a glass of wine. I accepted and we sat and talked for a while. He held my hand and kissed me between sips. He was moving painfully slow and I just wanted him to take me right there on the couch and make me orgasm as he had in the car on the drive over. He appeared to have other plans and I was growing more and more frustrated. He seemed to be unaware of the effect he was having on me.
"Jan your eyes are quite bloodshot are you feeling alright?" He asked with great concern in his voice as he carefully looked into my eyes.
"They do burn a little. I was on the computer all day at work." I replied. He then reached into his pocket and pulled out a small brown bottle with a white screw-on top that had a black-rubber bulb through it.
"I often have the same problem. Here try these eye drops. They often work for me." He said while holding up the tiny bottle for me to see.
"What is it?" I asked.
"It is something we make in my country. It is all natural and quite effective." He replied.
"Natural? Okay let me try them." I said while reaching for the bottle.
"No, it is easier if I apply them for you." He said as he moved closer towards me.
"Okay please be careful." I cautioned as he stood in front of me with the tiny bottle. He directed me to lie back on the couch and he held my eyes open gently as he dropped two drops into each eye. I felt nothing and told him so.



"It is okay Jan they work quickly and you should soon feel their effect." He said as I sat back and felt myself relaxing. I was feeling quite good. That is the last time I felt in control of myself until now.
"Jan, I will, from now on call you Janice. Is that alright." He said to me.
"Yes it is fine." I replied. Khalid looked deeply into my eyes and I noticed that everything was kind of fuzzy on the edges of my vision. It was if I was gazing through gauze or smoked glass.
"Janice stand and remove your brassiere." Khalid ordered.
I did not even think about it and stood before him and opened up my blouse. I stood there completely naked from the waist up and waited for his next direction. The rest of the weekend is a haze and kind of like a dream. I remember parts of it and others are completely gone. I do remember the beating as it hurt me so badly that I just completely lost it. I screamed and cried. I begged him to stop but he continued until I finally broke down.
"I also remember the sex. It was so different that I will remember it forever. He fucked my ass repeatedly all weekend. I could not resist no matter how much it hurt me to my core. There was blood and there were sharp horrible cramps but my pain seemed to please him. I felt so ashamed as he made me cum from the vicious anal sex. He pounded into my poor bruised anus and relished it when I would scream and beg him to stop. It always made him cum hard with his large thick cock buried entirely inside me. His thighs right up against my thighs as I felt him release himself so deeply inside of me."
Jan then started to sob and I held her tightly whispering softly to her. I tried to calm her. Finally after an hour she had told me as much as she remembered and her tears were finished. I took her upstairs and drew her a hot bath as I felt that the heat would soothe her further. I lit a few candles and lightly scented the steamy water with fragrant bath oils. I closely examined her battered body as she slipped into the water. Her entire backside from her hips to the back of her knees had been caned severely. The skin on her buttocks was deeply bruised and cut by the cane. The welts were bright red and angry looking. Some of them were still open and seeping.
I parted her ass cheeks to examine the damage to her anus. There were bruises in the cleft between the two globes. Her anal opening was red, swollen and distended: it looked so painful. I found that I had an erection looking at the damage her lover had inflicted on her. You sick fuck I thought to myself.
We talked some more while she soaked and I washed her carefully. After her bath I helped her from the tub and dried her lovely and warm body off. She was a nice rosy-pink color not just on her punished backside but all over from the heat of the water. She melted my heart as she stood there looking so innocent and sweet. As I dried her. I kissed her and whispered my love to her. It was a special moment for us. Jan walked carefully and stiffly as it was obvious that the bath had not taken away the pain from her anal abuse. She had a kind of bull-legged limp as we made our way to our marital bed. This was a woman who had been repeatedly been fucked in her near-virgin ass and still bore the marks from her whippings as well. The love making was over the top as she and I spent the early evening pleasuring each other.
"I do not want you ever contacting that man again Jan, is that clear." I ordered.
"Yes, yes I agree, never." She said instantly as she stared at me.
"He hurt you and he is a horrible man you need to avoid all contact with him, right?"
"Absolutely!" She agreed.
Good that was settled I thought as we both felt better and later went off to dinner at a small local bar. Jan was still walking carefully with a slight limp but she was doing better I could see. We had a light dinner and a glass of wine before going back home to get ready for work on Monday.
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The week started uneventfully. In fact, it was another boring and routine work week. Things changed on Tuesday when Jan was not home at her usual time of seven and I was starting to worry when she had not appeared by eight. I was just calling her phone when I heard her fumbling with the front door lock. She entered the room and stood looking at me. She had a strange look in her eyes and I noticed that her pupils were heavily dilated.
"Where have you been?" I asked angrily. She stood looking at me for a moment as if processing the question and replied.
"I was with my owner Khalid." She replied in a far-off voice. She appeared stoned out of her gourd.
"What? We agreed no contact!" I shouted at her.
"He called me and told me to meet him. So I did." She replied in a sing-song manner while standing facing me. I noticed that her eyes were unbelievable made up heavily and with her wide open pupils she looked dazzling. She appeared highly aroused.
"Jan we agreed he was too dangerous." I said a bit more calmly.
"I couldn't help it. When he called me and talked to me I had to go."
"Jan..." I said in frustration. "Did he hurt you this time?"
"Not much." She replied meekly.
"What? Where?" I asked exasperatedly.
"Just my back passage as he calls it, my ass. Oh and my nipples a bit."
"Show me." I ordered.
"Really Justin? Show you?" She replied.
"Yes." I answered.
Jan turned around and lifted the back of her skirt. She spread her legs widely and using her arms to hold up her skirt used her hands to grab her buttocks. She pulled them apart revealing her used asshole. There was cum around the opening and it was obvious that she was still leaking his sperm from their coupling. I approached her and used my index finger to spread some of the sticky fluid around her rosebud and she sighed loudly.
"Want some?" She asked.
"Yes." I admitted as I turned her around and kissed her deeply. She melted into my arms.
"You mentioned your breasts?" I asked while holding her.
"Well actually my nipples." She replied as she pulled away and took off her top over her head. She wore no bra. I immediately noticed that her nipples appeared bruised and there was a black mark on each side of each nipple.
"What did he do?" I asked angrily as I held her breasts for closer inspection. Her expression appeared dreamy as she took a few seconds to stare at me with her heavily made up eyes then she said.
"He clamped them tightly and showed me where he wanted to pierce them. See the marks." She explained slightly embarrassed as she grasped her nipples and showed me the marks.
"Why? Why pierce them? They are perfect." I asked in amazement.
"For my bells. A pair of silver bells for each one." She replied proudly.
"Silver bells?" I asked incredulously as I stared at her bruised breasts and nipples with two little black marks on either side of her pink nubs.
"Yes he wants me to tinkle and make music for him whenever I walk or move or he uses my anal passage." She said in a flat tone as if she was channeling his words.
"He wants to insert small grommets through each one so that they will swing freely and not pull and tear my nipples." I sat there with my mouth agape. I could not believe what she was telling me.
"I get two silver bells in each one and they will be in tune so they will play together in harmony." She continued. "He calls it his Janice music." She said with a dreamy smile.
I knew that I could not reason with her in her present state so I simply held her in my arms and kissed the top of her head. Her hair smelled lovely; clean and fresh. I finally could not contain myself any longer and I reached for her breasts with both hands. I gently touched them.
Later, when Jan had awoken from her drug-induced stupor, I felt it was time I laid everything out to her. I made sure that her eyes were no longer dilated and they she was clear-headed before I began the conversation. I felt that she had to know the entire truth about Khalid's plans for her and me.
"Jan I need to tell you what Khalid wants to do with us so that you understand why you cannot ever see him again." I began while holding her hand and looking into her lovely brown eyes.
"Okay. I wish you would as I do not understand why you are so negative towards him. He is so nice and makes me feel so wonderful." She admitted as she gave my hand a squeeze.
"Honey, he wants to make you his sex slave."
"Ooh that sounds hot to me." She cooed.
"No listen to me! He wants to remove your clit and pussy lips and sew your pussy closed."
"What?" She gasped. "Sew my pussy closed. Surely you are joking." She said as she took my hand from hers.
"He explained this all to me the very first time you spent a weekend with him and I came to pick you up." I explained. "He even showed me pictures and gave me a video to watch about the procedure."
"No way! If this is true show me the video." She challenged as she glared at me.
"Okay, I knew that I would have to show you this sometime." I said as I reached for the TV remote. I turned it on and pressed play. There was 10 seconds of black screen and then it opened to the face of a gorgeous Middle Eastern woman with long black hair. She smiled and began to talk.
"Hello I am Aanisah. With me are my two daughters Celina and Farah." The camera panned to two lovely young women who both smiled at their mother and then into the camera. It then panned back to the woman.
"We are here today to discuss the joy and freedom of infibulation. I recently had it done and both of my wonderful daughters had it done at the same time as well. I only wish that I had it done sooner as it has been so freeing and so life-fulfilling for all three of us as it is for all women who dare to undergo this procedure." As Aanisah continued to talk the screen cut away to a picture of a woman's pelvic region.
"Infibulation is relatively painless medical procedure that is performed in modern medical facilities. To begin the patient is anesthetized and is completely unconscious. Then the surgeon, using a surgical laser-scalpel, cuts away the minor and major labial lips. There is minimal bleeding due to the laser-scalpel. The vagina is then sutured closed and dressed to allow for scar-less healing. The doctor then grasps the clitoris with forceps pulling as much of it out and free of the body. It is then cleanly removed and doctor probes and cuts further to remove all traces of the clitoral nerves and the Grafenberg's spot. When the surgeon is finished he will smooth the area where the clitoris had been to make it flat with no trace of it having been there." The camera then cut away to a woman lying with her legs spread widely open and she was the finished product. There has nothing but a smooth, flat, hairless, pelvic area with a tiny opening for urine and menstrual fluid. Otherwise the skin and area appeared pink and flawless. It was a sight to behold.
"As you can see the entire pelvic region is now lovely and clean. It looks wonderful and all temptation is gone. There is no need to waste time and energy attempting to reach orgasm as it is no longer possible. It is so freeing." The camera cut back to Aanisah and her two daughters walking through a flowery meadow. They are smiling and laughing while holding hands.
"I no longer have to expend energy seeking out that elusive orgasm as they are now impossible. I am free to just be myself and enjoy life. My 15 year old daughter will never have to worry again about the shame of masturbation nor will she have her thoughts disrupted by the temptation of sexual congress with boys. My 13 year old daughter will never be tempted to masturbate nor have her thoughts filled with the lust of a young woman. She will always remain free and strong and able to concentrate on her studies and her future." The camera cut back to just the smiling face of Aanisah.
"What about serving and providing for the sexual needs of your husband you may ask? That is not a problem as your anal passage and function will not be affected by this simple procedure. You will always be able to please your husband. What if he wants heirs you ask? No problem a disinfibulation is performed to allow for insemination and childbirth and then the vaginal opening can be simply sutured shut again." She gave a large toothy smile.
"You will be so glad that your man has insisted on this procedure for his wisdom will allow you to truly be yourself and enjoy the freedom of not having to worry about orgasms ever again. Thank you and I know that you will be as happy as we are by this decision." The video then faded out.
We both sat there stunned after the video had ended. The silence in the room was deafening. Jan finally broke the silence.
"I can see why you don't want me to see him. Never again. Never." She promised as she held onto my hand. She gave it a squeeze.
"He told us that he was going to do this to you the Sunday that I came to pick you up. He also had some modifications instore for me as well." I admitted cautiously.
"You? Whatever could he do to you?" She asked naively. I stared at her for a few seconds and did not know how to broach the subject. Finally I just began.
"There is another video but I don't know if I can watch it again and I am not sure you should. It is quite graphic."
"Show me." I said. "I need to know the entire situation." So I took out another DVD and loaded it into the machine. It began to play. There was some music playing on the video.
A screen came up and said. Emasculation of Male Slaves. Then the face of a dark Arab man wearing a doctor's white lab coat came into view. He wore a serious look.
"Hello I am Dr. Kamel and I am going to tell you today about a marvelous technique for keeping male slaves in check and your females and harem girls safe. We currently have two methods of emasculating male slaves; castration and penal removal.
In this video I am going to explore a revolutionary castration technique that is far superior to anything we have done before. In this picture you see the male slave's penis and testicles within the scrotum. It is just a typical white male penis; nothing special about it. It is the usual 6 inches long. Now in this next picture you see our finished product. Notice the penis appears longer and hangs down nicely from the body. When we removed the testicles we also removed the entire pouch and skin of the scrotum leaving a firm smooth skin without the hanging empty sack. The tendon that controls the contraction of the penis was severed at the same time. This causes the male to have the longest penis that he has ever had. In this case it is 2 inches longer but the irony is that it has no other use than a conduit for urine. It will no longer become erect and it will no longer have any further function. It is now the perfect penis. The video then closed and Jan who had been staring at it now look at me with a look of concern.
"That is what he wants to do to you? Why?"
"That is exactly what he told me and then he gave me this video." I replied holding her look.
"Why?" She repeated.
"So he could have you all to himself and to humiliate and shame me in your eyes."
"He told you this?" She asked with her eyes suddenly blazing.
"Yes he did." I answered.
"I don't believe it. He is so loving and tender." She said.
"No he's not. Did you forget your caning? Your welts and bruises?" I shouted.
"But he does something to me that makes me want him. To want to please him."
"That is why you can never see him again and there must be no contact. Got it?" I demanded.
"No. I mean yes. You are right. I just cannot imagine him wanting this for me."
"No Jan, not you, us." I corrected. She sat there looking at me for a few more minutes and then said.
"Please hold me. Make love to me."
We then went upstairs to our bedroom and made passionate love to one another. It was hard and intense. Afterwards we laid in each other's arms and I dozed off. I awoke slowly with Jan's fingers circled around my scrotum and balls. She appeared to be attempting to pull them away so that she could examine my penis.
"Umm...that is nice. What are you doing?" I asked sleepily.
"Just seeing what you would look like without your balls." She replied.
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I lay on the bed for a while stroking my hard cock and listening to Jan and Steve fucking in the adjoining room. It sounded like he had brought her to several loud orgasms as I heard her moaning loudly and calling his name. I did not dare peek in on them as I had left them alone to "get to know" each other a couple of hours ago and had returned to find my lovely wife, nude, on her knees, sucking Steve's large thick cock. That had transitioned to her spreading her long legs for him and him licking and sucking her bare pussy. I had shaved it the evening before we had driven to St. Louis, as per Steve direction, that had been relayed by Jan. I, of course, had complied out of pure love for my wife and lust for the dream of her becoming a hotwife.
As I lay there I imagined what Steve was doing to turn my wife into a hotwife. Visions of her fucking Steve and others filled my head as I stroked away. I had already made myself cum and was just lying there in a semi-conscious state when I felt Jan's presence beside the bed.
"Hey there. I see someone got themselves off." She said with a teasing smirk.
"I ur uh." I mumbled as I came awake and aware that my deflated member was covered with partially dried cum. I felt embarrassed but attempted to hide it.
"Steve left you something to clean-up and I brought it to you. Want some?"
"Yes please." I replied reaching for her and pulling her on top of me. Our mouths met and as I kissed her lovingly I tasted something different on her breath and in her mouth.
"You taste different." I remarked as I looked at her. She smiled and wrinkled her nose at me.
"Oh that's Steve; I cleaned his cock just a minute ago. You must be tasting him in my mouth. Sorry." She said. "Want some more?"
I flipped her onto her back and she spread her lovely legs apart. Without her pubic hair it was easy to see the redness of her pussy from his use of her. Her lips were wide open revealing a gaping pussy with a small trickle of white liquid flowing from it. I looked at it in marvel as I leaned closer and took a sniff. Her pussy smelled wonderful with a mixture of her musk and Steve's cum. I love her aroma. I leaned down closer and gave her pussy a gentle kiss. Her pussy was warm. I stuck out my tongue and took a tentative lick of the fluid flowing from her. I swallowed and could now taste the flavor of another man's cum.
A lick and a taste were not enough and I soon had my mouth clamped over her hairless pussy with my tongue lapping at it like a kitten on a saucer of milk. I savored the strong flavor of another man's spunk. It was salty with a slight chlorine taste but there was also some sweetness. I licked her pussy until I could not get anymore of the funky stuff that Steve had deposited in her. I then began working on cleaning the outer and inner lips of all traces of his discharge. This led to me licking and sucking her clit until she came softly with a moan. I could not take any more as my tongue was cramping and my jaw was sore. I crawled up on top of my wife.
My cock was now throbbing and ready. As it approached her awaiting pussy she wrapped her arms around me and stuck her tongue in my mouth. We swapped saliva as I attempted to find her opening. Suddenly I slipped all the way into her wide open vagina. I was instantly balls deep; there was no easing myself in slowly this time. I could feel nothing but warm wetness surrounding my cock.
"Wow! Your pussy is all stretched-out and sloppy." I told her as I began to stroke in and out.
"Is it?" She giggled.
"Yeah. Very stretched." I replied as I kept trying to feel some friction inside her but I could not seem to feel her pussy around my cock.
"He is kind of big." She said with another little giggle.
"Yeah, I guess he is." I agreed and I could feel myself getting closer to an orgasm but not from physical stimulation but from the thought of Steve's big cock stretching out Jan's tight little pussy; a pussy that I had been the very first one to experience several years ago.
"He felt so good inside me." She sighed.
"Oh? How good? Did he make you cum with his big cock?" I panted as I felt that I was almost there.
"It was so good. He fucks really great. I came so many times." She said with a moan and I shot off inside her. We lay coupled together for a few minutes until Jan patted me on my side to give me a message.
"Let me up. I have to go tinkle." She said as I rolled off from her and onto my back. She slipped out of bed and stood there looking down at me with the most wonderful look. She leaned over and gave me a kiss then she headed for the bathroom. I noticed some crustiness on her belly and thigh. His no doubt I said to myself.
"I'm hungry and I need a shower. Wash my back?" She called as she slipped out of sight.
I continued to just lay there and, from the other room, I heard the shower begin to spray. I looked over towards the window and noticed that it was getting dusky outside. I then looked over at the clock. 8:30. Whew, we had been up here for several hours. I was contemplating getting up to take a shower but I was feeling weary. I must have dozed off because I was suddenly awakened by laughter and talking.
"Steve what are you doing in here, I was expecting Justin?" She said with a laugh.
"Sorry to disappoint you." He teased as I heard him sliding the shower curtain closed. There was more laughter and muffled talking and then I noticed that all I could hear was the spraying of the shower. I quietly got up and out of bed and snuck my way over to the bathroom door. It was wide open and I slipped stealthily inside. The bright lights of the bathroom illuminated the shower so well that I was able to view the two lovers through the nearly transparent shower curtain. My cock immediately became erect as I viewed Jan on her knees sucking Steve's cock as he held her bobbing head with both hands.
"Oh yeah. That's nice. Keep that up my little slut." He said as the blow job continued. I watched Jan sucking his cock and felt my heart trying to beat its way from my chest. Soon Jan rose up from her knees and Steve pulled her close for a tight embrace and a kiss. They broke apart.
"Turn around and put your hands on the wall." Steve directed her and Jan instantly complied. I could not see it but I knew that she must be smiling at his directness.
"Okay baby whatever you want." I heard her say. As she stood with her legs spread widely apart and both hands above her head on the wall.
"Tell me what you want Jan." Steve said as he got up close behind her and I could see him touching her lovely ass that was jutted out towards him.
"I need your cock Steve." She answered and he got up behind her and though I could not see it I knew when he penetrated her from the loud moan that she made. I started stroking myself as I watched this lusty act taking place. Steve was now working his cock in and out of her pussy as Jan was moaning and groaning.
"Oh baby you have the finest pussy. I can't wait to try this fine ass too." Steve said as I watched him rear his hand back and slap Jan's sexy backside quite hard. She made a squeaking sound but he kept right on pounding away at her sexy ass.
"Oh Steve anything, anything baby just don't stop fucking me." She panted as she sounded like she was getting close to her orgasm. Steve now held her tightly by the hips and fucked in and out or her pussy. This was my own personal porn video with my wife as the star.
Steve continued to fuck Jan right through her first orgasm and right into the next one. I was so jealous watching this man expertly pleasure my wife. With another hard slap on Jan's ass Steve began to cum. I could tell by his loud deep grunt followed by a bellowing groan. I watched Jan almost collapse as she came with him but Steve held her up by her hips. All too soon they were back to washing each other and bantering back and forth playfully. I slowly walked over and pulled the shower curtain back enough to stick my head inside.
"Hey. Do you have room for one more?"
"Oh hey baby. Yeah sure. Right Steve?" Jan replied as she slid over closer to Steve to give me some room to enter what we would have called a party shower as it was so large.
"Oh yeah. Sure Justin. Enjoy the show?" Steve replied with a smirk. I felt myself redden as I climbed inside the shower with my very red and very erect cock bobbing before me.
"Yes! It was so hot." I replied as Jan reached over to give me a slippery hug from her soap covered body. She felt warm and inviting and I gave her a kiss on the lips.
The three of us finished our shower while talking about what we should do with the large hunger we had built up from the afternoon's activities. We finally agreed to go to this "genuine Italian pizza parlor" that Steve knew that was not too far away. A pizza and beer did sound very good right then.
Jan took her usual 40 minutes to get ready and after dressing I joined Steve in his room for a beer and some guy talk. He was seated on a small sofa in front of the TV so I took a seat in the chair next to him.
"Well Justin your wife is one of the most beautiful and sexy women I have ever been with and I have been with many."
"Well thank you Steve. You sure have gotten her going." I replied.
"So is this what you wanted?" He asked taking a pull from his beer. I felt free to talk as Jan was dressing in the other room and we heard her blow-drying her hair.
"Yes this is a great. What do you think?" I asked as I followed suit with my beer.
"We are just getting started my friend." He said with a smile. "She sure likes to fuck and she will be a natural whore."
"Good. That is exactly what I want."
"So did you bring the signed contract?" He asked. I knew exactly what he was referring to as he asked that question. Steve had insisted that I sign a contact with him before I left my wife with him for the week. He had emailed it to me a few weeks before our trip to St. Louis, just so we could agree on the details in advance.
"Yes I did and it is just as we discussed on the phone." I replied.
"Make sure you leave it with me before you go on Sunday ok?" He asked.
"I can get it right now if you want." I offered but Steve declined and said to do it later when Jan was not in the room. Steve had written a detailed 10-page contract that spelled out exactly what he was going to do to train my wife into becoming a hotwife. It was, as he put it, a protection for the three of us if something happened while I was away. It made sense to me.
Jan strolled into Steve's room to join us. She was dressed in a pair of perfectly fitting light blue shorts that fit her ass just so well and revealed a lot of her long and shapely legs. On top she wore a matching scooped neck shirt that looked classy but hinted at her unfettered breasts. This was demonstrated as her little nipples were poking at the material. We walked to the "pizza parlor" because it was only a few blocks away. Jan was showing no favoritism as she held my hand at times and Steve's at others during the walk through the streets of St. Louis.
Dinner was nice and a couple of hours and several beers later the three of us stumbled back to the hotel. All during dinner Jan had sat between us in a rounded booth holding our hands or kissing on us. She appeared fairly intoxicated as we made our way back to the hotel.
We began our evening sexual activities in Steve's bed with Jan between us kissing and touching. A soft-core adult film was playing on pay-per-view. Soon we were naked and we progressed to licking, sucking, and caressing each other. Jan sucked my cock while Steve ate her pussy and then we swapped out and Jan ministered to Steve's cock while I licked her pussy. I went first fucking Jan until I came while Steve watched and played with her. Then I moved off and the two of them were back at it like teenagers, and again, Steve was able to bring her to multiple orgasms. I then performed clean up duties on her but resisted her efforts to get me to clean Steve's cock as well. Finally, from exhaustion, the three of us fell fast asleep with Jan between the two of us.
I was awakened twice during the night by movements on the bed as Steve fucked Jan and she moaned softly as she came. I was unable to rise to the occasion for another shot at her and finally I got up and made my way into the other room, so that I could have an empty and dry bed, in which to sleep. I did not shut the door and I was able to hear the two of them in the morning as Steve had apparently awakened with morning wood that needed sharing.
I am an early riser and at 6:30 I left the room to partake in the free breakfast and hot coffee provided by the hotel. I was enjoying myself with the local newspaper and my third or fourth cup when Jan sat down at the table with me. She appeared freshly showered and looked clean, young and inviting. It was obvious to me that a night with the two of us was just the thing for making her look younger and more beautiful. She had that twinkle in her eye and air about her that you see in a woman who had been fucked to satisfaction; or that is how it looked to me.
"Good morning sweetie." She said as she leaned over and gave me a kiss on the cheek. She smelled clean and had a light scent of her cologne and vanilla shampoo.
"Good morning honey." I replied as I gave her my best smile. "How did you sleep?"
"When I did sleep it was wonderful." She said with a coquettish smile.
"Well you look absolutely wonderful." I told her honestly. "Steve coming down?" I asked as I took a drink from my coffee and scanned the room.
"No, he just left. He has some work to do but he plans to take us for a late lunch and shopping this afternoon." She offered.
"Oh?"
"Yes he said that he had no choice and that he will make it up to us, well, me anyway." She said with a wink and a grin.
After breakfast we returned to our room and Jan and I kissed and made out like newlyweds. This hotwifing thing was working out great for us. I wanted to hear all about her morning sex with Steve but she said that it was just not going to happen, as she knew what that would lead to, and she was sore from all of the fucking and needed to give her poor pussy a rest. I wanted to make love and reclaim her but instead we decided to go out and walk around by the Arch as neither of us had seen it before this trip.
Hours later, Jan, Steve and I had started out the evening with dinner at a well-known steakhouse in the city. The dinner was wonderful and the wine never stopped flowing for those two as I was the designated driver. We had decided that Jan would be Steve's date tonight and so the two of them were seated side by side in the rich leather upholstered booth and I sat across from them. They had been talking softly, touching, and kissing all evening long and I was about to burst from cuckold angst. They had begun holding hands in the hotel lobby, as we walked out to Steve's Mercedes, to let everyone know that they were a couple; especially me. Jan, after some tutelage from Steve, had made it clear to me, that for tonight's activities, they were going to be a pair of lovers and I was their "friend."
"Justin, Steve is right you know. He really should be my boyfriend as I did spend most of the night in bed with him while you were in the other bedroom sleeping. He gave me so many fantastic orgasms. I think I should please him now by going along with his plan to be his lover for the rest of the weekend and just maybe all vacation. Isn't that right honey?" I did not know what to say but my hard and throbbing dick told me that I really liked the idea.
Jan was dressed to impress this evening. The three of us had spent part of the afternoon shopping for "club wear" for Jan at several stores that were dedicated to that type of attire. Steve knew of them and had helped Jan find just the right dresses while I stood around and watched the two of them flirt. I did help out by agreeing to his suggestions and carrying everything that he bought for her.
"My treat." He had said while whipping out his platinum credit card many times during the day. The dresses she bought bordered on scandalous as they were short, tight and some had cutouts that were very revealing of Jan's charms. She purchased one that had laces up the side and back and could not be worn with underwear of any type. Then we went shoe shopping and she settled on three pairs that all had stiletto heels that were 4 inches or taller. I began to wonder who this woman was who had taken over Jan's body as she was usually so shy and conservative in her public dress.
Tonight my lovely wife was wearing a bright turquoise, stretch, tube dress that came to just above mid-thigh when she was standing. Unbeknownst to me the entire back was cutout with just thin strips of material like a ladder from just above her butt crack to her neck. In other words, it revealed everything but because she had pulled on a thin matching cover-up, I had no idea how much of her was revealed. Steve had talked her into buying this dress and he had watched her model it, back in our room, while I was sent to get them some drinks.
"Jan that makes sense for last night and tonight but I am not so sure about all vacation." I complained but it almost sounded like whining. I looked over and Steve just gave me a big shit-eating grin and I knew that this was all part of his plan for Jan's conversion and so far it was going extremely well. So I had to agree and that is how I found myself playing the third wheel.
After dinner they got into the backseat of the car and Steve had me enter an address into the GPS for our next destination. I followed the directions as we pulled away from the restaurant. I looked in the rear view mirror and Steve and Jan were making out. He held her in a tight embrace as their lips were pressed tightly together and I saw that both of them had their mouths wide open exploring with their tongues each other's mouths.
It is probably important for me to describe Jan at this point in our lives. I have known Jan since she was 14 and I was 17. She was a tall, thin and attractive brunette who had legs going all the way up to here. In fact that is what drew me to her; her long legs that went all the way to heaven. She had a cute little butt but was not overly endowed in the bust. That however did not matter to me as I have always been a leg and ass man and unlike many of my peers did not get excited about large breasts. She has sparkling brown eyes that have gold specks in them that just seem to draw you in. Jan is extremely bright and talented and has always excelled in school as well as in anything she put her mind to such as art, music, fitness and friendship. She has an open and friendly personality but can be reserved when in an unfamiliar situation. She never looks trashy or slutty and is often one of the most attractive women in a room.
Currently she is 26 years old, but appears several years younger, and has a bachelor's degree in education, a master's degree in information literacy, and certificates in data mining and litigation support. She works in a large legal firm in our town as an assistant litigation support specialist. I am so very proud of her, as she has continued to move up in the firm, as her skills become better known by the partner attorneys in the firm.
She is 5'7" tall and weighs somewhere around 130 and wears a size 6 dress. Actually she tells me she would be a size 4 except for her large ass; her words not mine, as I believe that her ass is her best feature. Jan has what could be termed a "bubble butt". She has a posterior that is not wide by any stretch of the imagination but sticks out in back like a black women's butt. After some research I can tell you that her butt is very similar to Jen Selter's, the work-out model, but not as large as she has not worked as hard on it as Jen has on it.



Jan likes to stay in shape and walks every day at lunch. Due to the nature of her job, she is able to get out of work at 5:30, and is usually at the fitness center, where she works out, by 5:45, for her 6:00 yoga class, or Pilates class, or her workout class, 4 evenings per week. She works really hard to keep her body fit and toned and she tries to reduce her bubble butt. She is usually home by 7:15 and then we have a lite dinner and a glass of wine together.
I have never driven a Mercedes before and I was enjoying the luxury of the German vehicle as my wife and Steve enjoyed each other on the leather-upholstered back seat. I drove through the unfamiliar street of St. Louis, over into a suburb of East St. Louis, Illinois, guided by the GPS coordinates. Steve was taking us to a Gentlemen's club called B.T.'s. According to Steve, Saturday night was Swinging Couples night, and the place would be filled with local swingers hoping to find others in the lifestyle to hook-up with. The cover was $20 for couples and $25 for single men. Single women got in for free; of course, I had to pay the single man cover as Jan was Steve's date.
The club was clean and attractive outside with a well-lit parking lot. Steve had me drop them off at the door and park the car. He said that he had a special membership and had paid for a private suite and that I would be able to find them there. I felt strangely aroused and alone as I parked the car and began walking back to the front entrance of the club. I could not remember the last time I was out without Jan at my side and I had the beginning of a hard-on starting in my pants just thinking of her as Steve's date in a swinger's club.
I was charged the full cover at the door. The club was filled with loud dance music and many people; some there for the strippers and some there for the couple's action. The place was dimly-lit in some places and then again there were bright spot lights on the raised dance floors that the entertainers performed upon. It appeared to be a typical well-managed gentlemen's club from initial appearances. The dancers were in various stages of undress from partially clothed in provocative attire to completely nude depending on where they were in their stage performance. I was a bit overwhelmed by the sights and sounds and felt disoriented as I attempted to make my way through the crowd to locate Jan and Steve.
It took me almost 15 minutes to find the place in the club that was designated for the swinging couples and even longer to locate Steve's private suite. I finally found the room and opened the door to find Steve talking with several couples and Jan nowhere to be found. Steve brought me into the conversation introducing me to everyone as his friend Justin. He handed me a glass of scotch and soda and pulled me aside to talk.
"Hey man what took you so long? Get lost?" He said with a laugh as he slapped me on the back.
"Yeah kind of." I replied. "Where's Jan?" I asked looking around the suite.
"Not too shabby is it? Check out the food and we have our own waitress." He replied over the loud music being piped into the room.
"No it's really nice. Where's Jan?" I asked again.
"Oh she's out on the dance floor. Some guy asked her to dance and she went with him." He said raising his eyebrows, in emphasis, and giving me a smirk.
"Oh okay." I replied. Where?"
"Want to watch?" He asked as he took me over to one of the large glass windows of the room that faced out to a good-sized dance floor that was filled with couples. I looked out trying to see my Jan in her turquois club dress with no luck. Steve also scanned the crowd and then he pointed her out to me dancing with a well-dressed black man to the loud dance beat. She appeared to be in her element; dancing and smiling to her partner.
"So you know that guy?" I asked suddenly feeling jealous. I took a large sip of my drink.
"Oh him? Yeah that's Darius; he's a regular at these things, everyone knows him. His date is out there dancing too." Steve explained to me. He and I made small-talk with the couples in the room and basically got to know everyone who he had invited into his suite. I kept trying to catch glimpses of Jan dancing without being rude to the person I was talking with at the time. I had watched her for a while and it gave me a hard-on so I had moved back and talked with others to distract myself.
The couples in the suite were attractive to say the least; tall and fit men and beautiful and sexy women. I felt out of place because I was totally batting out of my league with this group but not Jan and Steve; they fit right in. I noticed that the music on the dancefloor had slowed down to "tummy-rubbing" music so I figured that Jan would be back in the suite soon but I was wrong as she did not return. I finally made my way over to the window and what I saw took my breath away. Darius had Jan in a close embrace and as they swayed back and forth he had both of his hands on the curve of her ass. I immediately got hard.
"Hey buddy you like watching that?" Steve had suddenly appeared unnoticed by my side and was also observing Jan's slow-dancing.
"Oh yeah." I replied as I continued to watch my wife. Darius was whispering in her ear and she turned her head up and looked him in the face. He leaned down and kissed her and she appeared to kiss him back as their lips did not part for almost a minute.
"Maybe he wants some of that." He commented as he looked down and noticed the tent in my pants.
"Yeah maybe." I agreed and tried to adjust my erection to not be so obvious.
"You'd like that wouldn't you?" He said in a taunting manner.
"Oh yeah!" I exclaimed. I then noticed Darius saying something else to her and then taking her by the hand and leading her out of the crowd. I expected them to come back to the suite but they never appeared. I was now getting anxious and wondered what she was up to with Darius. It was a long and agonizingly slow fifteen minutes before I noticed that Jan was again standing beside Steve with his arm around her waist. They talked for a bit while I observed them from across the suite. I started making my way toward them and Jan slowly turned and walked away from Steve and out of the suite before I could get through the couples to them.
"Oh there you are Justin. You just missed Jan she was looking for you." He said.
"Damn! Where did she go?" I asked in frustration.
"Oh she needed to freshen-up." He replied and smiled at me. "She'll be right back."
"Okay. Where did she disappear to before that?" I asked.
"Getting to know Darius." He replied. "Maybe you should ask her."
"I will." I said as I walked away from him in search of another drink. I waited and, after some time had passed, Jan reentered the suite looking lovely as ever. My mood went from jealous to adoring in mere seconds. I approached her before she could get back to Steve.
"Hey." She said as she walked up to me with a big smile. "How're you doing?"
"Hey yourself. Not as good as you it seems." I replied smiling back at her.
"Oh! You mean Darius?" She replied looking at me with concern.
"I guess." Was my short reply.
"He's really nice. Wants to take me out sometime." She said as she gave me a kiss on the cheek.
"So where did you go with him?" I asked.
"Jealous?" She said teasingly.
"Nope, just interested." I replied.
"It was pretty hot. He took me to this quiet corner and we kissed and got to know each other better." She said as she got closer to me. I could feel her breath on my neck.
"He's got a really big cock."
"Oh? How do you know?" I asked with a pant.
"He had me touch it as he played with my pussy."
"Really? What? You did?" I said in gasps as I pulled her to me.
"Yes feel how wet I am." She said as she pulled my hand to her thigh. I slipped it casually under her dress and up towards the juncture where her thighs came together. I could feel the heat emanating from her pussy. I reached further to touch her panties and instead touched her hot bare skin. She was soaked.
"What happened to your thong?" I asked so in lust with her right now that I had to work to keep from drooling.
"Darius took it." She simply said as she turned and walked away from me and back towards Steve. I watched the sexy swaying of her lovely ass beneath the dress. Damn she had me so wound up I was ready to pop in my boxers. I kept watching and Darius came into the suite and walked up to Steve and shook his hand. He then handed a small white card to him and walked over to the food table.
For the remainder of the evening the same behavior was repeated many times. Jan would go out and dance with someone for a while and then they would disappear from view for 15 minutes or so. Jan would then reappear in the suite and her dance partner would talk with Steve for a few minutes, hand him a small white card, then walk away. I was puzzled and finally could not stand it any longer and waited for Jan to leave again on the arm of another man. I then walked up to Steve and pulled him aside.
"So what's the deal with the white cards Steve?" I asked.
"Oh I am sorry. I should have explained it to you sooner." He said honestly as he looked at me.
"Man this is an off-premise swingers club." He told me as if I knew what that meant. I gave him a perplexed look.
"What does that mean?" I asked.
"Okay. People can meet here and can get to know each other here but no sex is allowed here."
"Okay I get that part but what about the cards?" I asked still feeling out of the loop.
"If a guy likes a woman, like Jan, he gets to know her as much as he can over in the hallway, and if things work out, and he wants to date he, he gives her partner his card." He replied as he reached in his pocket and pulled out a small stack of cards. He sorted through them and selected one which he handed to me. I turned it over and read it.
Darius. xxx-xxx-xxxx
"So what then?" I asked handing him back the card.
"Well if the couple agrees then she can call him and set up a meet and greet or a date." Steve explained. "They can only make arrangements to meet here. That's all."
"I understand it now. Okay so what next?" I asked.
"If everything is still good with you I will set her up with some dates"
"Perfect. I like that." I replied with a smile. "Thank you Steve."
"No thank you buddy. I should have her set up with some dates before we leave here tonight."
"No! Really?" I exclaimed.
"Yep. You keep an eye on things I am going to go see a man about a horse." He said and slipped out of the room. I was in awe of what Steve had explained to me. I was not sure about the horse comment but I assumed that he was using the head. I watched Jan dancing and after a while she came back in the suite and sat down beside me on one of the couches. She looked tired.
"Hey. Are you doing okay?" I asked as I reached over and held her hand. She held it for a second and then pulled it away.
"Hey. I am good but I am Steve's date remember." She replied good-naturedly.
"Oh yeah, sorry." I replied as I looked at her lovingly.
"I am so horny. I need some dick." She said with a grin.
"Who is this woman?" I asked myself for the tenth time today. I did not know how to respond to her statement so I just looked at her.
"Where's my date?" She asked knowing that it got to me.
"He's in the head." I replied. "Want a drink?"
"Yeah, that would be nice." She said and I walked over to the waitress and ordered a Tanqueray and tonic for Jan and a cola for myself. I turned and attempted to walk back over to her and some new guy was sitting in my place beside her on the couch. She was smiling and talking with him. I stood back and gave them some space to watch what they were doing. He stood up and taking her hand helped her up and they left the suite and headed to the dance floor, I presumed.
The waitress appeared with her drink and I took it and walked over to the window to watch her and her new suitor dance. No matter where I looked I could not see them on the still crowded dance floor. I looked at my phone. 2:35 am.
At 3:15 Jan reappeared at the doorway to the suite alone and looking slightly disheveled. Her hair was in need of a brushing and her lips needed a new coat of gloss. Concerned I walked over to her.
"What happened to you?" I asked with genuine concern.
"Oh just out sucking some cock." She replied casually.
"Who's cock?"
"That guy that you saw me leave with. We went to his car. Steve set it up" She explained.
"You did what?" I said a bit loudly.
"Hey it's a swingers club. Back off baby." She said vehemently. I looked at her for a few seconds and then Steve entered the suite and came over to us.
"I think that it is time to go. Ready?" He said as he took Jan, by putting his arm around her waist, and leading her from the suite out into the main room of the club.
"Justin can you drive?" He asked as he pulled her close.
"Yeah I am fine." I replied and he nodded and told me to go get the car. I walked to the lot to where I had left the car and picked the two lovers up at the door. They both got in back.
The drive back to St. Louis was difficult for me as I attempted to watch Jan and Steve in the backseat and drive safely back to the hotel. It was made more difficult by Steve and Jan's behavior. I watched them when I could as it was quite dark in the backseat and I had to wait until we drove under a street light to be able to view them. They began by kissing and making out. This progressed to Steve freeing Jan's breasts from her dress and sucking on her nipples. Soon she was nude on her knees sucking his large cock as he talked to her. I could hear many of the words.
"Now that's a good girl get that dress all the way off and show me that slutty body of yours."
"Now get down on your knees and take out my cock."
"Yeah like that. Is that what you want baby?'
"Uh huh." She moaned.
"Well it's not going to suck itself, get down there." He said forcefully.
Later, as I drove, I watched her straddle his lap and it appeared that she slipped his cock into her pussy as she was sighing and moaning.
"Oh yeah give me that big cock Steve." She said as I watched, when I could, her riding him. Just before we crossed over the river I heard her cum on his cock and this was followed a short time later by the two of them cumming together. I was so hard and wanted to stop and stroke my cock as I watched but I drove on.
"Clean me up my little whore. Suck up all of that hot cum." Steve ordered as Jan got on her knees again and I watched her head moving in his lap. Jan made noises of pleasure as she worked his cock. Just before I pulled up to the hotel I looked back and she was sliding her breasts back inside the dress as she sat beside a grinning Steve. I pulled up to the front entrance and the two lovers got out of the car and just before he closed the door Steve leaned his head back inside.
"Hurry up and park the car so that you can get up to the room and clean Jan up for me."
I finally found a spot to park the car and dashed to the hotel door. It did not take me long to get up to the room and when I entered our room I found Jan sprawled out on the bed. She was on her back with her legs splayed apart. She was fondling her boobs and Steve was nude with his semi-erect cock in her mouth.
"It took you long enough Justin. Lick up that mess I made of your wife's cunt and then join us." Steve ordered.
I looked between Jan's creamy thighs and saw a small rivulet of cum flowing from her gaping pussy and down the crack of her ass almost to the bed. I got down on my knees and began licking-up Steve's cum from her well-used pussy and ass hole. I enjoyed the taste of Steve's warm cum mixed with Jan's pussy juice and I soon had it all cleaned up and swallowed. I then removed my clothes and climbed into bed beside Jan with Steve moving to slide his now fully erect cock into her pussy.
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Monday morning, I was working at a warehouse building in Kansas City when my cell rang. I looked at the screen; it was my lovely wife Jan. I answered the call.
"You will not believe the change in Steve, Justin." Jan shouted into her phone. "He without any warning or provocation just turned into an entirely different man."
"What do you mean Jan? How did he change?" I asked knowing the answer but not letting on that I knew anything about his transformation.
"He was so sweet and loving and seemed to really like me and then all of a sudden he is telling me I am nothing but a whore!" She again shouted in frustration and disappointment. "I thought that he really liked me and wanted to be my lover but he showed a completely different side to him. He is a mean and cruel bastard."
"Jan tell me completely what happened after I left." I requested while hoping to hear stories of hotwifing and her being turned into a sexually driven slut but that was not the case.
"Sunday morning after you made love to me Steve rolled me over and fucked me hard giving me three screaming orgasms. They were so incredible that I think I blacked out from the intensity. I was rolled over onto my side and Steve was spooning me and I felt so right with the world that I did not feel him pull away and get out of bed. Then I felt you slide in beside me and slip your cock in to my pussy from the back. It felt a little bit larger than normal but I figured it was because I was swollen from all of the fantastic sex that I had been receiving for the past three days. You had me by the hips as you drove your cock in and out of my already slick pussy. The previous two loads of fresh cum kept me nicely lubricated. Then I felt you increase your thrusts making them shorter and faster as your orgasm approached. You were moaning into my neck about how great I felt when all of a sudden, I felt the squirt of your cum into my pussy. It felt wonderful and that set off another orgasm for me too.
Afterwards you pulled back and I felt you get out of bed and then I felt Steve slide back into bed and this time he rolled me onto my tummy and pushed his large cock into my well used vagina. I was not sure I could handle any more cock but he again drove me over the edge and I had another loud screaming cum on his lovely cock. The two of you took turns fucking me until I finally had to tell you to stop.
"Oh, Steve your cock is so wonderful and I feel so incredible but I cannot take any more. Please stop." I begged and he pulled away and I must have dozed off. The next thing I knew I was hearing men's voices out in the living room of the hotel suite talking. I again assumed it was you and Steve and I rolled onto my side to look into the living room towards the voices. I actually felt quite satisfied but well used as I strained to listen to you two talking.
"Damn Steve that is some fine pussy." I heard a stranger's voice say. "Next time I want all of her holes first." I sat up and Steve noticed the movements I think he let someone out of the door quickly and then walked back into the suite. I did not notice anything in his hands at the time.
"Who was that Steve? That wasn't Justin, was it?"
"No Jan, he left before six, a couple of hours ago, that was just a friend of mine." He replied.
"What friend? Was he just in here with me? Fucking me?"
"Yeah he was and four others before him. They really enjoyed your pussy and you seemed to be having a good time too." He snickered as he walked over to the side of the bed.
"Who are those guys Steve?" I asked somewhat annoyed.
"They are five guys from the club last night. You met them last night at BJ's. You danced and let all five of them get to know you better. They gave me their cards as they wanted to hook-up with you later, after the club.
"Yes, I remember meeting a lot of men last night but I do not remember any of their names. How did they find me?" I asked as I sat up and let the blankets fall from me so that my breasts were no longer covered.
"Jan, you are so very hot; your boobs are lovely. I gave those guys my card as well and they called me and I set them up to come over and give you a good time. You did enjoy it, right?" He asked as he gently fondled my breasts; cupping and softly squeezing them. I felt myself becoming aroused by his actions and I sighed.
"Yes, I did enjoy it but I did not know those guys at all and I feel kind of slutty just fucking strangers Steve." I liked what Steve was doing but I was not sure I could take anymore sex right this minute as my pussy was feeling stretched and swollen and I badly needed to pee.
"I thought it would be fun for you to have an anonymous gangbang. You sounded like you were having fun screaming out one orgasm after another for two hours." He said with a chuckle. "Oh here I have this for you." He then handed me some money. I was puzzled but I counted it and there was $250.
"What this money from?" I asked while holding it in my hand.
"The guys that just left paid me 100 dollars each for your expenses last night." He replied with a smirk.
"They paid you $100 dollars apiece for fucking me? Why?" I asked.
"Because I told them they had to cover some of your expenses if they wanted to fuck you. They all felt that it was a great price and offered to come back again."
"What the fuck Steve! They each paid you to fuck me! I am not some whore!"
"Well Jan I thought that it would be kind of a fun game for you. A new kinky twist. Getting paid like a whore by strangers to fuck you and you earned $250."
"Steve the idea is kind of hot but I am not sure that if I knew what you were doing that I would play your game. It's so naughty."
"Jan, we are just trying some new things and opening up some new horizons for you. That is what you wanted isn't it? To try some new things sexually." He replied and by now his caresses had turned to gentle tugs on my erect nipples.
"Damn Steve that feels so good and I did say those things but you are going to have to stop touching me like that so I can think for a minute. So, I guess that I really did tell you that but I never thought you would whore me out as part of it." I explained. I was now starting to feel horny again from his touches and I pushed my boob into his hand some more.
"Remember I told you I would make you do some things that you had never considered before that would feel so good. You said that you trusted me. So, trust me." He said.
"Yes, yes you did, but I never thought it included a gangbang, or getting paid like a prostitute, for having sex. It just is so unlike me. I still trust you Steve but don't push it okay?" I replied now and grasping his hand as he held my nipple by the tip and pulled it away from my breasts to stretch it out.
"Jan the week of us together has just begun. Let's get cleaned up and go grab some brunch." He replied as he released my nipples from his grasp and stepped away from the bed.
"Hey you said that those guys each paid you $100 to fuck me and there were five of them so where is the rest of the money?" I asked and held out my hand.
"I paid you your share. I set this up and I keep the other half for my time, expenses and management fee." He replied with a serious look into my eyes. He did not appear to be ready to explain anything more to me.
"I can see the expenses for the club last night and the clothing you bought me but a management fee? More like a pimp fee." I said with a slight laugh.
"Call it what you will but I get half of what you earn." He said as he walked away and into the bathroom.
I was not sure what to make of this strange turn of events and how I was feeling. I had totally enjoyed the sex. I had never thought of having five strangers fuck me and with Justin and Steve I had been with 7 men in one night. I had had more great orgasms in one night than I had had in the previous two months or maybe in my whole life. My pussy still tingled from the previous night of sex and from the teasing Steve had given me. I then pondered it further as I got slowly out of bed. I had been a hooker, a whore, a prostitute and I was not so sure about the thoughts and feelings those words and actions gave me but the sex was great.
As I continued to get out of bed I came to the realization that I hurt all over from the night of sexual athletics and antics. My lower back hurt, my hips were stiff, my thighs and butt ached, my breasts and nipples felt raw and lastly my poor pussy felt stretched, swollen and bruised from a day and night of rough use. I walked slightly bull-legged toward the bathroom to finally relieve my bladder and take a well needed shower.
As I entered the bathroom I looked at my reflection in the large mirror. I looked well-worn and very rough. My long brunette hair that I had so carefully coiffed the night before was in tangles and knots and glued together with what I assumed was dried cum. Reaching up to feel it I confirmed that my hair was now matted and stiff. It looked as I felt. After peeing, I slid back the shower curtain, and climbed into the steamy shower that was already occupied by Steve.
He turned around from facing the spray and looked at me. He seemed to know just what to do as he reached for me and pulled me into a tight embrace against his manly chest. He felt large, strong, wet and warm as I gave myself to the embrace. I put my face against his chest and I felt so safe; so secure. Then I began to cry.
First it was just tears slowly running from my eyes and down my cheeks but then the real crying began and I soon found myself sobbing loudly as he held me tighter. The water was pouring over me as I continued to let out my feelings of fear and sorrow. Fear of what I had become, and what Justin would think of me if he knew what I had done in his absence, and sorrow for the loss of my sexual innocence as I was now a whore.
After a blow job in the shower for Steve, and an attempt at fucking in the shower, we dried each other off and went to dress. I will be honest here; his cum tasted wonderful. It was sweet and creamy and he came quickly in my mouth. I loved sucking him almost as much as he enjoyed the sucking. He could not get hard enough to enter me but he was able to bring me to a somewhat painful but still nice orgasm with his fingers; damn my clit was sore from a night of fucking. While under the steamy water of the shower we both soaped and cleaned each other's bodies.
"Have you ever been butt-fucked?" Steve asked while rubbing his soapy hands on the globes of my ass. His large hands felt so sexy as he soaped and caressed my body. I hesitated a moment not sure how to respond.
"Jan have you ever taken it up the ass?" He asked again.
"No, not really." I replied meekly. I was unsure where he was going with these questions. He was now rubbing his slippery finger up and down the cleft between my butt cheeks, sometimes going over my anal pore and sometimes around it. It felt very nice.
"It is not that kind of question sweetie, either it is yes or no. So, have you?" He said quite seriously as his finger started circling my ass hole. He gently massaging the wrinkled skin around it.
"No, I haven't. We tried it once a few years ago and it hurt and I said stop and we have not tried it since." I admitted. I started to giggle and pant from his gentle probing.
"When we do it, you will love it, and you will even crave it." He affirmed as he pulled his hands away from my body.
When he was finished teasing me, I took extra care to clean as much cum from my pussy as I could, but with the knowledge I would most likely be leaking some for a good part of the day, and then Steve made a suggestion.
"The bidet will do an even better job of cleaning you. Have you tried it?" I honestly have never tried or even know anyone who has used a bidet and I said so. We began to dress with me wearing a pair of bikini undies under a pair of shorts.
After a day spent at the zoo we both returned to our hotel exhausted and in need of a nap. We fucked like animals first with Steve bringing me to several screaming orgasms. He also worked on stretching out my ass, with his fingers, for future pleasures, as he called it.
After our nap, we both showered, and went across the street to a different hotel's dining room for a lite supper with a shared bottle of chardonnay. I asked Steve what were our evening plans being that it was Sunday. The nap had refreshed us both and I felt energized and wondered if we were going to go back upstairs for an evening of hot sexual exploration.
"Jan, we have plans for this evening. Now you still trust me, don't you?" he asked mysteriously as he held my hand.
"Of course, Steve. What a silly question why wouldn't I trust you?" I answered with a playful smile on my lips. He leaned in and gave me a kiss on the lips.
"I want you to trust me completely as I told you I would not hurt you but I would open up your sexual horizons. Have I done that for you?" He asked as he looked into my eyes.
"Oh yes. You have shown me more than I could have imagined. I have enjoyed it all and I want to try more things too." I squeezed his hand warmly as I said this.
"Tonight, we are going to go to a club call the Z-Club. You are going to dress sexy and hot and I am going to push your limits a bit more. Still trust me?"
"Oh yes, but I am a little nervous and anxious, but I do trust you." I replied. "I come from a very conservative background and I have never been one to flaunt myself or dress revealing in public so this will be difficult for me but I will do as you say. Just remember I am scared and anxious but I will try to please you."
"Jan, you sexy thing, you have pleased me greatly, and I assure you this will be a fun adventure for you." Then he stood up, helped me to my feet, and we walked out of the restaurant with his arm around my waist. He kissed the back of my neck and whispered into my ear. He promised me an evening like nothing I had experienced before and told me I would love it.
Steve told me to go take another shower, shave off everything, and he would lay out some clothes for me to wear, then he would join me in the shower. I swear I had the cleanest pussy and ass as he paid a great deal of attention to both areas of my body. He soaped me and rubbed me and probed both of my openings with his finger to "make sure I was squeaky clean." He made sure that I had removed all of the hair from my pubic region and then we got out of the shower. He gently dried my entire body while I did the same to him. I paid particular attention to his balls and his long lovely cock and gave them both a thorough cleaning with my tongue and mouth. It was just enough to get him hard again but he begged off saying we should wait until later. By that time, I was so horny and wet, that I needed his cock and told him so, but he declined my offer. On the bed Steve had laid out an outfit for me to wear. Some items appeared to be missing so I asked him if I should wear a thong or regular panties.
"Jan honey just put on the shorts without panties so there will be no VPL." He directed me as he held up the small, thin, and colorful material that turned out to be booty shorts. Now I had never worn nor even seen booty shorts and was quite startled by their lack of substance. They were bright green in color with a leafy pattern that turned out to be marijuana leaves. I sat on the bed and began pulling the silky material up my legs. He must have bought the wrong size because they were so tight until I realized that they were made of Lycra and spandex and that they stretched to fit me. I still thought they were the wrong size because as I pulled them up over my butt they seemed to slip right into the cleft of my butt cheeks. This was because they were rucked and fit my butt like a second skin. I also noticed as I pulled them up that the thin material of the crotch did the same thing and it clung to the shape of my pussy. I reached down and pulled the material away from my pussy as I was seeking some modesty but Steve stopped me.
"What are you doing Jan? Those are supposed to fit like that as they need to show off your camel toe." He explained.
"What? A camel toe? What do you mean?" I asked puzzled.
"Baby you really have led a sheltered life. When your panties or in this case shorts cling to your pussy lips they show off what you have there and it resembles a camel's toe. Your pussy on each side and your lips in the middle pushed together make it look just like that. Look babes, when you have it going-on you have to flaunt it, show it off, let men see what you have." He explained a he pulled my hands away and adjusted the material so that it revealed all that I had underneath.
"God Steve, I can't go out in these? I mean come on I am not some teen girl here, right. I have to have some decorum." I whined. I stood there with my hands on my hips looking at him.
"Jan, you need to trust me. This is club wear and you will look like every other woman there. Now try on the top and let's see how you look." He winked at me.
I picked up the matching top. It was made of a similar material and had the exact same green marijuana print to it. The top was a tight-fitting deep V racer back top that also appeared to be small and unlined. I pulled it on over my head and adjusted it. My nipples were quite visible poking out through the thin material. And my entire tummy was exposed. This was unacceptable.
"Geeze Steve, I look like a whore!" I exclaimed as I glared at him.
"Yes, exactly and a very hot and sexy one at that." He grinned and ran his hand over my ass and gave it a squeeze. "Now try on the shoes and let's see how you look."
The shoes were an entirely different matter. I have worn 3-inch heels before and had no problem walking and maneuvering. I liked the look, and I often got appreciative glances at my legs when I wore them, especially from Justin, but these were too much. They had a 5-inch heel and were silver with a strap that went around my ankle. Cute if they were not so tall.
"Steve, I cannot wear these I will break my leg." I exclaimed in exasperation.
"Yes, you can, just put them on. You should see the ones I wanted for you they had 8- inch heels but the girl talked me into these instead." He smiled and had me sit back down on the bed.
He knelt before me and helped slip one then the other shoe on my feet. He buckled the small strap then reached for my hand to help me stand. I had no problem standing but I knew that walking would be another issue entirely.
"Hey look in the mirror sexy and see how great they make your long legs look." Steve said as he put his arm around my waist and walked me over to the floor to ceiling, mirrored, closet door. I stopped and stared at the woman in the mirror.
"Wow! Is that tall girl really me?" I asked as I stood beside Steve with my new almost 6-foot height.
"Yes, that's you and you look so hot I want you right now." He exclaimed as he slipped his hand from my waist and gave my butt a loving squeeze. I liked the feel of his hand on me and I felt myself getting excited again.
"Let's stay in and I can wear these just for you." I offered.
"Nice try but you need to put on your make-up, oh, and I bought you these." He said as he handed me a small box. I opened it and inside I found a pair of double eyelashes and the scissors and adhesive I would need to apply them. They were much longer and much darker than I would have picked for myself, but I guessed that Steve was going for a certain look, so I thanked him by standing and giving him a kiss.
I applied my makeup, as directed by Steve, and then I applied the lashes. I was amazed at the look we had achieved for me. I had applied my makeup much heavier than I was used to and with the lashes, I had a smoky and seductive appearance. By the time I had the shorts, top, shoes and makeup applied it was after 9:00 and growing dark outdoors.



"Well what do you think? Is it what you wanted?" I asked seeking his approval.
"Oh yes Jan you look so hot and so sexual; it is perfect." He exclaimed as he pulled me close for a hug but he resisted my kisses.
"I look like a teenage hooker." I exclaimed after standing there looking at myself again in the mirror.
"Yes, you do and it fits you perfectly for the club we are going to tonight. Let's go." He said as he opened the hotel room door and ushered me into the hallway.
"Don't I get a coat or a wrap?" I asked. "Someone might see me."
"No, you don't and many people are going to see you." He replied with a smirk. As we walked through the doorway he handed me my small clutch purse that matched my shoes.
"Steve, I am so nervous going out like this I need another drink before we go."
"We don't have time here take this." He said as he offered me a capsule shaped pill. I took it from him and examined it in my hand.
"And what's this?" I asked as I noticed the number and name on the pill.
"Just a Xanax it will help relax you." He replied as he handed me a glass of water. I had heard of Xanax, and without hesitation, I swallowed it down with a gulp of water.
"Okay kind sir, lead me on." I replied and he and I walked out of the room again and down the hall to the elevators. We walked out to the parking ramp and as we got to his SUV he unlocked the door and held it open for me. As I climbed in his hand reached between my legs and I felt him stroke my pussy through the material of the shorts: it felt so exciting.
"Um somebody is a little wet." He exclaimed as he helped me in and closed my door. I giggled and knew he was right.
I enjoyed the smell of the new leather seats of his large SUV. As we drove out of the parking ramp I noticed that it was now dark outside and still a very warm summer evening in St. Louis. The Tahoe has a type of bench seats that allow the armrest to be pushed out of the way to allow three people to sit up front. Steve moved the arm rest and then asked me slide over next to him as he drove. As I was making my way towards him he motioned to his lap and said.
"Why don't you suck me off as I drive."
I moved over, unzipped his pants, and pulled out his already growing cock. I bent over and gave the tip of it a little kiss and then a lick. I moaned a little as I tasted the drop of precum that had emerged from the tip. Steve has sweet tasting cum and I truly enjoyed the taste of it. I used my tongue to gently probe the slit and he gave out a sigh. I bathed his cock with my tongue licking all around the large head. I knew what he liked. I opened my mouth wide and moved my head down further into his crotch as I enveloped his large cock into me. I went down as far as I could on his manhood and felt him place a hand on my head to encourage me to take more of him into my mouth. I closed my lips around his cock and began to move my head up and down on the stiff organ as I began to suck on it. Steve made a pleasant groan as I continued my ministrations on him. I took my right hand and reached further into the opening in his pants to fondle his hairy balls. I spent about 10 minutes working Steve to a happy climax in my mouth when I felt the vehicle slow and make a turn. I still had no idea where we were so I kept pleasuring him. I felt the vehicle stop and then he pushed on my head to take more of him into my mouth when I felt him lurch and begin to spew his load deep into my mouth. As each squirt entered my mouth I worked to swallow his seed. I felt the thick slightly salty load slowly ooze down my throat. Steve continued to squirt four times and I worked to keep the entire load from spilling out of my mouth. When he was done cumming he patted my head like a good girl and said.
"That was really great Jan; you give a really great blowjob." He gasped at my actions and his release caused him to pant for breath. I felt very happy with myself as he had enjoyed my blowjob and then he said.
"Now be a good girl and clean me up so that we can go inside."
After I licked and sucked his cock clean I tucked it back inside of his trousers and zipped him up. I gently patted his cock through his pants. As I sat back up he reached around and grabbed my breasts and gave them a hard squeeze. It felt a bit uncomfortable but I was feeling horny after sucking his cock and his action just enflamed me more.
"You suck cock like a pro." He said with a smile and I was not sure if he just insulted me or complimented me.
I turned my head away from him and scanned the scene outside of the SUV. We were in a dark parking lot that was surrounded by dark buildings. The lot was lit by a few floodlights that were attached to a building that had a lighted sign above a doorway. It read Z-Club Lounge. I noticed that the parking lot was half-filled with cars that reflected the light with their shiny paint and chrome. I then noticed how I was feeling and guessed that the Xanax was beginning to work. I no longer felt nervous or anxious and I had an unusually calm feeling. My mouth was a little dry and I wanted a drink. I was also feeling a little giddy and relaxed.
"Wow Steve that pill you gave me must be working I am feeling pretty good." I said as I pulled down the visor mirror to check my makeup. The darkly made up eyes that greeted me did not look familiar. I stared into them for a minute and was kind of lost in them when I heard Steve voice.
"Hey Jan you must be feeling something you are just sitting their staring at yourself. Let's get a move on. I have an appointment here." I reapplied my lipstick and made sure that there was no trace of Steve's cum on my face or neck and snapped the visor back into place extinguishing the light. I went to open the door but Steve had already left the vehicle and was opening the door for me.
"You are such a gentleman." I said as I took his hand and got out of the SUV.
"Next time you will hold it for me." He said and I was not sure if he was kidding or not from his tone but I smiled at him. He put his arm around my waist and his hand landed on my hip and he gave it a pat. I was feeling sexy, horny and silly so I giggled. I felt really naughty in the booty shorts as they hugged me like a second skin. All of a sudden, a thought came to mind. The booty shorts reminded me of well-worn grannie panties that I had seen my mother wear on occasion. They were thin and the way they fit nothing was left to the imagination. I giggled quietly.
The doorway to the Z-Club was slightly recessed and was well lit from downward pointing lights. Steve pulled on the door handle and ushered me inside with a full hand on my tush. I gave it a cute little wiggle in his hand as I strolled inside. The club was dark and all I could see were shadows inside. A large black bouncer came towards us to check for Id or charge a cover but seeing Steve and I he simply nodded and pulled back the velvet rope at the entrance and let us pass into the club.
"Good evening Mr. Scalissi." The bouncer said as he led us into the club.
He showed us to a large booth toward the back of the club where we could see the stage but also survey the entire club. I noticed that there was Jazz music playing and some couples were swaying to the soothing sounds. Then it struck me that the majority of the clientele were black. There were many black couples, several bi-racial couples, but we were the only white couple in the club; how odd I thought. The club was lit by multicolored lights that gave a warm and pleasant atmosphere to the interior.
A waitress came to our table and took our order. I was really feeling dry-mouthed and ordered a tall Cuervo gold margarita and Steve ordered a Dewar's and soda. Steve and I chatted about the music and how nicely the inside of the club was decorated. He held me closely and kissed me on the lips. I felt his tongue probing my lips and I opened my mouth so I could feel him inside of it. It was exciting for me to feel his tongue probing my mouth and feeling all around my tongue and teeth. I did the same with him as the kiss made me feel more amorous towards him. We broke the kiss and still looking into each other's eyes we reached for our drinks. I took a long swallow and looked back at him with a grin.
"Wow!" I whispered to him. He looked me in the eyes and repeated.
"Wow!" I felt his hand on my thigh and put my hand on his and gave it a squeeze.
"Jan, you look so beautiful and sexy tonight I just want to take you right here." He said as his hand inched slowly up my leg and into the juncture between my thighs. I felt his hand cup and pat my pussy through the thin spandex and Lycra material. I was suddenly so horny that I pushed my pelvis up and my pussy into his hand. I purred.
"My you sure are wet and ready baby but we have to keep it together for a while, as I need to conduct some business tonight, and I need you to make a good impression on everyone." He said while staring into the eyes. I wanted him to continue to stroke my kitty and he did so slowly and gently.
"Okay I can do that." I replied with a sigh.
"No! I am serious. You must be really nice and friendly with everyone that you meet. Do you know what I mean?" He stressed as he stopped stroking and kind of grabbed my crotch firmly. It wasn't painful but it got my attention.
"I am always nice and friendly Steve." I replied.
"I mean you must let them know that you are ready, willing, and open to their touches and suggestions, got it?" He said.
"Oh, my. I got it I guess. How open and willing?" I inquired. I was still feeling oddly giddy and silly so I had no problem asking.
"Completely Jan, this is another learning experience for you. Got it?"
"Okay Steve just keep me safe okay?" I said pleading with my eyes and entire face as I knew I was slipping under the influence of several things all at one. I could feel the effects of the Xanax, the alcohol in the drinks and the hormones surging through my body as I was starting to feel quite warm even in the coolness of the bar.
"Always, you know that." He replied with a smile. "Just don't disappoint me." He warned and suddenly his tone changed as I saw several people approaching our booth.
In the lead was a thin black woman in a pair of booty shorts, then there was a tall, muscularly well-built black man, and then taking up the rear were two more women, one white and one black. They were both dressed in short shorts and tube tops. Their breasts barely restrained by the tight fabric.
"Steve, my brother, how are you." Came a loud and deep voice from the large man. By this time Steve and I had stood up to greet them. He reached out a hand.
"Orwell. Fine; how are you?" Steve replied as he shook the big man's hand.
"Ight." He replied as he noticed me standing beside Steve. "And this must be the fine woman you told me about." He said with a beaming smile as he approached me and took my waiting hand. He held it to his lips and gave it a kiss. I felt myself blushing.
"Hi Orwell, I am Jan." I replied.
"Call me Silky, lovely Jan." He replied as he continued to hold my hand.
"Okay Silky it is." I said with my most welcoming smile. I was starting to feel uncomfortable as no one took the time to introduce the three women standing there with him. I turned to the black woman closest to me and held out my hand. She looked at it for a long moment and then took it limply.
"Tasha." She said as she let it go. Suddenly Silky's voice boomed.
"Whatever, these are my bitches, now let's have a drink." Then he slid into the booth, and taking me by the hand, pulled me to sit next to him. Steve regained his place next to Silky and Tasha sat next to Steve. The other two women sat at the table in front of us to give the four of us some room to be comfortable. Silky picked up my glass half-filled with ice and a blue liquid. He gave it a swirl as he gazed into it.
"Margarita?" He said as he looked me in the eye.
"Yes, it's good." I said for lack of anything else to say about it. The waitress approached and Silky ordered for all of us.
"Bottle of Cristal for me and the lady and give Steve whatever he is drinking."
"Jan, you ever had Cristal?" He asked as I felt him place his large black hand on the skin of my thigh below my shorts. His hand felt warm. I felt uncomfortable but I remembered Steve's warning and just smiled at him.
"No, never." I replied truthfully as I was not sure what he was even asking about. In a reflex I placed my hand on his and squeezed it. He squeezed my thigh in return.
"It is the nectar of the gods. You will love it." Then he took a large swallow of my drink and looked me in the face. "You're right it is good. If you don't like the Cristal I will buy you another."
The waitress must have run to the bar and back as she and another waitress set up an ice bucket on a stand and made a production of opening the bottle of champagne. I noticed the straw-colored liquid was in a tall bottle with a gold label. She poured one for me, then Silky; and offered one to Steve and Tasha. They both declined as their own drinks arrived. After our glasses were filled we all raised them as Silky made a toast.
"To new friends and new relationships." He said with a smile. We all clinked glasses and then he drained his glass and I took a sip of mine. It had a very pleasant taste and as I went to take another sip Silky tipped the entire amount into my mouth and I drank it all right down. The bubbles tickled my tongue and I giggled. Silky immediately topped off our glasses from the bottle.
"Are you trying to get me tipsy?" I asked him teasingly?
"No Sugar drunk." He said with a laugh. The four of sat there and talked for a short while, then Steve stood up, after saying something to Silky, and left the booth. I assumed he was going to the bathroom. Silky and I continued to sip Cristal and talk quietly to one another.
"Jan, my lady, you have a fantastic body and I can't wait to see all of it naked." He said with a grin as he slowly ran little circles on my thigh with his finger. It tickled and aroused me. He was a smooth talker, a charmer, and he had a seductive way of talking to me.
"Thank you, kind sir." I replied in a mock-English lilt. "Do you think you are going to see that? Really!" I said with a raised eyebrow.
"Really! It is just a matter of when."
"Just a matter of when? You are pretty confident, aren't you?" I teased back.
"You have one of the finest asses I have ever seen on a white-girl. Somewhere out there is a sista going "Where's my ass? Who took my ass?" He said with a laugh and I found myself laughing with him as I tried to image that happening. Silky slowly walked his fingers up my leg and he now had his hand on my pussy through the booty shorts.
"You're all wet there lady; have an accident?"
"No, I am just kind of excited." I replied as I thought of removing his hand but then I thought better of it. I did not know what was happening to me but I felt no need to remove his; hand in fact it felt very good.
"Do I make you excited? I can make you more excited." By now he was gently massaging my pussy and I felt myself opening my legs for him.
"Oh Silky" I replied. "Why do they call you Silky when your name is Orwell?"
"Baby when you ride my big dick you will have a silky ride that you will always remember." He said this with a big smile and continued his ministrations between my legs. I knew that I was soaking totally through the thin material and he seemed to enjoy it as much as me.
"Oh! I will, will I?" I challenged him. I started to gyrate my pelvis slightly to take full advantage of his hand movements. I was beginning to feel that I was losing control of my body and I wondered where Steve was.
"Hey my bitches like it so much they have my name tattooed on their bodies."
"I am sure they do." I teased. "And you think I will want to do that too?"
"Hey Tasha show Jan here your tatt." He shouted and Tasha came over and pulled down her shorts to reveal the word Silky in 4-inch black script tattooed on her thigh next to her cleanly shaved pussy. She showed no shame or embarrassment and slowly pulled her shorts back up after she knew that I had had a good look. She then walked over to the other table and the three women walked to the dance floor.
"That will be you, Jan, after you ride the Silky train. Showing everyone your Silky tatt. All proud and happy."
"Never going to happen Silky." I said as I felt myself close to an orgasm from his pussy massage.
"Never say never girl." He cautioned as he now reached over and plucked at my erect nipple through my top. That was all it took and with a moan I felt myself cumming on his hand. Silky smiled a huge wide smile as I shivered and shook on his hand.
"Jan, you are such a slut." He said as he held his hand tightly against me so that I could continue my orgasm until the end.
When I was finished I came to my senses and suddenly felt embarrassed and humiliated by my wanton display to a stranger. I kind of turned to hide my face so that Silky could not make eye contact with me. Silky would not leave me alone to catch my breath and grasped my chin and turned my head to face him.
"That was real nice to watch and next time it will be my cock making you come." He said as I blushed and tried to hide my shame.
"Hey girl even a ho's gotta cum now and then." He chuckled and I felt mortified. Had he just called me a whore?
"I am not a whore Silky. I just lost control." I replied indignantly as I attempted to sit up straight, regain some dignity and pushed his hand from my crotch.
"Not what I heard." He taunted. "Steve told me you took on five guys just this morning. Earned a little vacation money, did you?"
"Steve told you that? It was not like that. I never fucked them for money." I was pissed now.
"Did you get some cash from Steve afterwards?" He asked.
"Yeah but..."
"Then you are a ho girl. Just face it." He cut me off.
"No! I misunderstood what was going on." I tried to explain.
"Right." He replied dismissively as he took another drink of his Cristal.
"Really, I did not even know those guys and ..." I stopped myself as I suddenly was overwhelmed with what I had done and tears filled my eyes. Silky pulled me closer.
"Hey it's alright girl. The first time is always rough. Have another drink." He said as he attempted to comfort me. I did not want another drink, all I wanted was Steve to take me back to the hotel, and I needed Justin. I accepted the offered drink and sucked down the entire glass that Silky refilled from the amount remaining in the bottle.
"Silky, where is Steve?" I asked.
"Oh, Steve left he had some business to attend to. He said he'll be back to pick you up afterwards." He looked at me as if I should already know this.
"Wait! What? What business? What about me?" I said loudly. Silky's hand slipped down from my shoulder and under my arm to the side of my breast. He gave it a gentle squeeze.
"I will take care of you until he comes back. Now drink up. I have something to show you." I finished another drink of Cristal and looked expectantly at Silky. His hand on my breast cupped it completely and he gave me hug.
"Follow me." He said as he got up out of the booth. I got to my feet and realized how unsteady I was from the aftermath of the orgasm or the drinks or both. I staggered a little and Silky put his arm around me to hold me up. I felt so tiny in his embrace.
"Let's get some air." He said as he escorted me through the club and out the door.
I was slapped by the still warm evening air as Silky held me and guided me towards his car. I did not want him to hold me, and I did not want to be guided by him, but I was so ashamed and so wiped out by the drinks, or the drugs, and the revelations, that I clung to him as we walked across the parking lot. His car was an older model, white, 4-door Cadillac with darkly tinted windows. He opened the back door and slid me onto the long leather seat. He got in beside me and closed the door.



"How you doing girl?" He asked as he put his arm around me and just held me. For some reason it felt good. It felt reassuring and I snuggled into him.
"I need a smoke, you?" He asked. Now I have not even tried a cigarette in years and almost felt that I could use one right now but I declined.
"Suit yourself." He said as he pulled out a glass and chrome e-vapor device and offered it up for me to look at.
"What's that?" I asked as I looked at the device.
"My special vape gun. Wanna try it? He asked as he held it out to me.
"Wow I have never seen one like that. It's pretty high-tech." I replied as I reached to touch it with my finger.
"Whoa girl careful there. This end gets really hot." He cautioned as he pulled it back and held it to his mouth. He placed his mouth over the end of the black mouthpiece and inhaled. He held it a minute and then exhaled a large cloud of smoke.
"That is pretty cool." I said as I marveled at the way it worked.
"Try a hit. You may like it." He offered again. I reached for the device and he held it up to my mouth and told me to open up. I closed my lips on the black tip and inhaled. The vaper felt cool and smooth as it entered my lungs. I held it for a little bit and let it out with a small cough.
"That's easy enough." I said. Silky took another hit off the vape and again held it to my mouth and I eagerly took another long draw on the tip. I held the vapor longer this time before I exhaled. I realized I was feeling light headed and I had only taken two puffs.
"Whoa. I guess I am not used to smoking." I said with a giggle.
"Guess not." He said. "Of course, this is the really good stuff; red wax."
"Ah, now I remember why I never smoked. I can't handle the feeling." Then I broke into a big grin that transformed into a giggle. Silky took another puff and leaned it toward me. I took it from his hand and mimicked his behavior. I took a big long draw on the device and then let out a large cloud of smoke. I watched it float in the car.
"Dang little girl that's enough for you." He said with a big laugh that made me laugh too.
"I'm not a little girl." I said with a pout. Silky slipped the smoking device back into a pocket behind the front seat. He pulled me closer.
"Let me just check that out." He replied as he pulled me tighter for a kiss. His lips approached mine and I moved my face toward his. As his thick lips met mine they parted and mine did as well. His large pink tongue began to explore my mouth and my tongue tangled with his. I felt light-headed and giddy as we continued to kiss. As we broke apart he looked into my eyes.
"You don't kiss like a little girl. Let's see what else you don't do like a little girl."
"Okay." I panted as he moved in for another kiss.
I was tingling all over. I was feeling a rush of heat and arousal as he and I continued to kiss. At some point my top came off and I was sitting topless in the backseat of a car with a pimp. Silky pinched and tugged at my nipples as they became harder and more sensitive. I moaned into his mouth as we kissed harder and longer. He moved his mouth from mine and began licking my left nipple. His tongue felt wonderful as it was so wet and just stimulated my nipple further. I could feel the excitement all the way to my pussy that continued to get wetter and readier for penetration. He stopped licking my nipple and I sighed but then he took it into his mouth and sucked lightly. I groaned and held his head to my breast as if feeding a baby. I began to tingle from my breast to my belly to my clit. This man knew what he was doing as he sucked my pink nub harder and began to gently nip it with his teeth.
"Oh Silky!" I called out as the feelings intensified.
He broke away from my nipple by tugging it with his teeth and letting it snap back. He then began the same exquisite torture to my other breast. I was squirming around on the seat of his car and he reached his hand down to my belly. At first, he patted and stroked my flat belly, telling me what a hot thang I was. Then he attempted to slip his hand into my shorts but they were way too tight so he unbuttoned them. I was quickly losing track of time and place as I lost myself in his seduction. My entire focus was on getting his cock into my now throbbing pussy. He unzipped the shorts and I wiggled out of them as he pulled them from me.
"Your tittles belong to a little girl but your pussy looks fine." Silky exclaimed as he threw my shorts onto the floor atop my discarded shirt. I felt a rush of air as the shorts left my swampy pussy. It had been confined too long. His sucking continued as he bit and pulled harder on each nipple. I was feeling a slight ache in them from the rough treatment and I moaned.
"Damn girl you are so wet! I can't wait to fuck you." He exclaimed as he pulled his pants down and off.
I could not believe the size of his large thick cock. I have never seen a cock so dark, so menacing and so very large. I had thought that Steven had a big cock but it was nothing compared to the monster that Silky possessed. I reached for it and it overfilled my hand. I could not get my fingers around it and that thrilled me even further. This was a true piece of man-meat. I wanted to suck it so badly that I felt saliva rushing into my mouth. It had a large bell-shaped head with a well-defined ridge around it.
"How 'bout you suck my cock sugar." Silky said as he pulled my head downward towards his manhood. I stuck my tongue out and began to lick the large head of his cock. A large droplet of pre-cum had oozed from the tip and I greedily lapped it up. It tasted nice and I wanted more. I licked the entire head: giving it kisses as I went. Silky hands had moved to my head and I felt him run his fingers through my hair. I enjoyed the feeling of his strong hands caressing my head and hair.
"Now really suck it bitch!" He barked.
Instead of feeling offended by his name-calling, I felt an additional excitement, and I opened my mouth as wide as I could, to take that lovely cock into it. He pushed a little with his hands and the large organ slid on my tongue and into my mouth cavity. I was so turned on I could barely stand it. I closed my lips around his cock and began to suck and bob my head on it. I felt so wanton and so horny. I was enjoying this so much. Silky pushed more on my head and his cock slid further into my mouth, all the way to the back and almost into my throat.
"Take it all like a good slut." He said, as he pushed more, and I knew I would gag, as I often did, on Justin's tiny dick. I don't know what it was, but I did not gag, and I did not choke, as he pushed more and more of his cock into me. I felt it enter the beginning of my throat. I later learn it was the Xanax and the pot that caused my throat to relax and accept the large intruder. I continued to suck and bob on his cock as he pushed more and more of it into me. The back of my throat stopped him.
"Damn ho, you suck so nice." He said, as he continued to push on my head, and pull it back up on his cock, wanting me to take more and more of it. He was now fucking my mouth and my throat. I don't know how long this went on but without any warning, or notice, his cockhead expanded and he started to cum in my mouth. I attempted to capture as much of his warm salty sperm in my mouth, as I could, but it was way too much for my poor mouth to hold so I swallowed a large gulp. His cum was thick and creamy and difficult to swallow easily. It felt like swallowing pudding or batter, it was so thick, but I tried as he shot another squirt into my mouth. It was too much and I felt it ease out of the corners of my tightly stretched mouth. It clung to my chin and then I felt it drip onto my boobs. Silky held my head tightly on his cock so I had no choice but to continue my swallowing of his warm load. I truly enjoyed the taste and feel of his cum and reveled in the sensation of a large cock and a full load from this large black man.
Too soon he pulled me off from his cock. He slipped from my mouth and more of his cum flowed out and down my chin. I swallowed what I could and gave him a large smile.
"Wow that was so freaking hot!" I exclaimed as I licked my lips of all traces of his ejaculation.
"You ain't done yet." He rudely proclaimed as he grabbed me by my hips and forced me to lay back onto the leather seats. He spread my legs further apart and I was now splayed across the seat wide open to the world.
"Now that is a gorgeous white pussy."
"Thank you." I meekly replied suddenly feeling a bit shy about my current position and all that it revealed. He closely examined my pussy as he ran his large index finger beside my labial lips that were slick with my secretions. I moaned as he slowly slid his finger around the outside of my pussy and across my erect clit that was now completely revealed.
"Whoa look at that girl. You gotta little hard-on for ol' Silky." He laughed as he continued to gently stroke my engorged clit and it made me moan more as I gyrated my hips.
"Oh, baby that feels so nice." I sighed as he grasped my clit between his finger and thumb and slowly pulled it away from my body while squeezing it. It is difficult to describe the feelings he was giving me, as it was a combination of pleasure and pain, and I struggled to comprehend them. I wanted him to continue but I wanted him to stop. I was starting to say something when he let my clit sip from his fingers and he pushed one of his large digits into my, by now, sopping pussy.
"Remember that feeling girl because you will feel it again." He grinned evilly as he began to finger fuck me.
One of his large fingers was as big as Justin cock I remember thinking as he added another. It felt so good and suddenly he began to push his fingers back and forth in my slit while also pushing them in and out. I was out of my mind with pleasure as he continued to stretch and please my needy pussy. With a little more of his attention I began to cum. This was a strong orgasm from deep within my pussy. All of a sudden without warning I released a torrent of fluid from my pussy. I felt like I was peeing as I came and I squirted all over Silky's hand. I nearly passed out from the wonderful feelings he was giving me with his fingers.
"Hey girl you squirted all over my car." Silky said as he stopped fingering me and just watched me recover from the best orgasm of my life.
"Oh! I am so sorry. I am so embarrassed." I said as I looked guiltily at his face.
"No bitch you just squirted when you came. It is girl cum. No need to feel bad. This was your first-time squirting, wasn't it?" He asked as he smiled warmly at me. As I came to my senses I realized that this man had given me the most satisfying and powerful orgasm I had ever had and he used just his fingers. I was in awe of his ability to make me cum.
"Thank you Silky that was great." I said as I tried to sit up and look around. He pushed me back down on the seat and slipped his large cock between my pussy lips.
"You now gonna ride the Silky train." He exclaimed as he started working himself into my wide-spread pussy lips. I was so wet, and he had stretched me so much, that he was able to slip the head of his cock into the opening of my pussy. It felt SOOO good! I moaned and sighed waiting for him to impale me.
"Oh yeah Silky give me your cock." I moaned as he started to slide it in further.
He met little resistance as he had gotten me ready for this intrusion. I have never in my life, felt such a large cock enter my pussy, and though she was ready, and well lubricated, it was all new territory for this man. He slowly worked himself into me until just the entire head was inside and then I came for the first time from his dick. That did not stop him and he continued his invasion of me. I came four times before I felt him bottom out inside me with his large organ jammed up against my cervix. Then the fucking began. I would be lying if I said that it did not hurt, somewhat, as he was so large and his cock battered the entry to my womb, when he would slam it into me, but slam it he did.
"Please, baby, please slow down. No so deep, baby, it hurts me." I whined as he began his assault in earnest. His cock felt good, as he slid it in and out, but when he rammed it all the way in, and tried to get more of it inside me, it hurt badly."
"Shut the fuck up bitch and take it. Take it all. You had yours now it is my turn." He said as he picked up his pace and rammed me harder. I knew he could not get his entire cock into me, as he was so thick and so long, but he tried. I pulled my legs further apart to accommodate him better but that only allowed him to go deeper.
"Ow Silky please not so deep. Please baby." I cried as I felt tears filling my eyes. That did not dissuade him and he continued to pound his cock into me. This was not fun at all and I was in agony and wished he would stop.
"I said shut the fuck up ho. Youse do not tell me how to fuck. Just shut up and take it." And with that he doubled his efforts to force more of his large manhood into me. I was about ready to pass out from the pain when he quickly rolled over and I was now sitting atop of him. His large hands held me on top of his cock and he stroked my ass gently.
"Now you do the work. Ride that train."
I felt the sharp pains cease and just a dull burning ache remained in my pelvis. I slowly began to move back and forth riding his cock cowgirl style. I worked to not allow his entire cock to abuse my poor pussy any further and he appeared to enjoy my motions. I slowly rocked back and forth and was rewarded with enough pleasure that I came again. This spurred him on and he hunched himself up further into my pussy as I stroked down onto him. We slowly established a rhythm together. It felt so wonderful.
"Oh! Silky that is so great. Oh, baby this is heaven." I moaned as I felt another orgasm approaching.
I don't know how long we fucked, or how many times I came, but with a loud bellow Silky finally filled my pussy with his cum and this triggered my final orgasm, as I actually passed out from the strong feelings of pleasure. I awoke when Silky pulled his cock from my bruised pussy and I felt his cum pour out of me with his withdrawal.
"Oh, baby I knew you would love the Silky train." He smiled as he pulled himself up and onto the seat beside me. "Now clean me up." He ordered as he pointed to his cock.
"With what?" I said with an edge to my voice.
"With your mouth ho. Now get to work." He said as I slipped down off the seat and began to lick his now much softer and stickier cock. His cock was totally covered with the evidence of our coupling and I began by licking the head clean.
I was beginning to feel completely exhausted and told Silky how I felt. He helped me dress but not without feeling me up again and making me excited. I helped him dress, as well as I could, but I was actually struggling to stay awake. It might have been the Xanax, the drinking, or the repeated orgasms but I was really dragging.
"Silky when will Steve be back; I am beat." I said with a sigh as Silky held me in his arms.
"You don't need no Steve when you gots Silky here." He replied and pulled me down for a kiss. "Damn girl yo breath stinks. Here eat some mints." He handed me some mints from his pocket. I put them into my mouth and began sucking on them. They tasted old and stale.
"I am really tired and want to call it a night." I whined through the mouthful of mints.
"Silky's got just the thing for you." He said with a wink and a wide smile. He reached into a bag that he took from under the front seat of the car. He pulled out a baggie with some white powder in it.
"What's that?" I asked as I watched him open the baggie and shake some of the flaky powder into his palm. He then closed the baggie and put a small amount of the material onto the tip of his pinky finger. He held it up to me.
"It's flake. Try some, it's the best around." He said as he put the powder up to my nostril.
Now I do not use drugs and I normally would have just told him no but something was happening to me and I just could not resist the temptation. I moved my nose over his fingertip and snuffed the white power up my nostril. Whew what a head rush! I then did the other nostril. Oh baby! I quickly knew why people liked this stuff so much. Silky did a few sniffs up each nostril and we sat looking at each other for a few minutes.
"So, what do you think girl?" Silky asked as he dug more of the powder from his palm and held it to my nose. I lost all control and as he kept loading his finger I kept inhaling until all of the powder was gone. He then made me lick up the few remaining flakes in his palm. I was high as a kite.
"Damn Silky! That shit is great!" I exclaimed as I sat there smiling like an idiot.
"Yes, it is." He agreed. "Let's go inside and get a drink." He said and we got out of his car and began walking inside. I was still a bit unsteady on my feet and Silky guided me inside by his arm around my waist and an occasional caress of my ass.
The club had filled up in our absence and the place was so packed we could barely walk through the crowd to our booth. The girls had held our spots and moved out of the booth when we moved in. The music was loud urban dance music which I usually detest but the beat was getting to me. I wanted to dance so badly but Silky wanted to have some more Cristal first; so we drank a couple of glasses then he took me out on the dance floor. He was a great dancer and I tried my best to keep up with him. The drugs helped and I did not feel embarrassed by my inability to dance as well as the crowd around me did. No one seemed to notice.
After a few dances I needed to tinkle so I excused myself to go to the lady's room. Tasha went with me which I thought was nice of her. A few men made suggestive comments as I made my way through the crowd but all I did was flash them a silly smile.
"So, bitch, you ride the Silky train?" Tasha asked when we finally got into the restroom.
"Yes I did." I said with a giggle.
"Good." She replied and got into a stall to do her business. Afterwards we were both washing our hands and reapplying our makeup while looking in the mirror.
"You are so beautiful Tasha and I love your name." I said trying to make conversation.
"Yeah well so are you." She replied and we walked out together.
I was stopped by no less than 3 black men as I made my way back to the booth. They all wanted to dance with me and I told them I would as soon as I put my purse back in the booth. There was a problem though. I started out feeling like the most popular white girl in the club but as soon as they saw that I was with Silky, a well-known pimp in the community, their attitude toward me changed. They still wanted to dance but they suddenly felt that they could do anything they wanted with me; that I was for sale. This began with a really nice-looking man named Corey.
"You are a really beautiful woman, Jan, are you really one of Silky's girls?" He asked as he held me close to a slower song. His hands were on my ass and he was rubbing and squeezing both of my buns. It felt nice.
"Thank you Corey." I said. "What do you mean one of Silky's girls?"
"You know, one of his whores." He replied as he squeezed me a little harder.
"What? Wait! Oh, no I am not a whore." I replied. "He is just keeping me company until my friend returns.
"I see." He said as he slipped his hand between us and fondled my boob through my top. I liked what he was doing and just allowed it to happen.
"That feels really nice Corey." I said with a sigh. The music then changed and we danced to a couple of faster songs. I then told him I wanted to go get my drink. He said okay and walked me over to the booth where Silky sat holding court. Silky shook his hand and whispered something in his ear. Corey nodded and then just wandered away. This went on two more times, we a couple of other men that I danced with, and I finally confronted Silky.



"So, what's up with that Silky?" I asked in kind of belligerent manner. He suddenly glared at me.
"I just explained to the man that you are working and if he wants some he will have to take care of me first."
"What are you saying?" I asked. He looked like he was going to hit me but instead he gave me a scary smile.
"I told those brothers that your ass belongs to me and if they wanted any they would have to pay me."
"Why did you say that?" I almost shouted.
"Cause its true and you are here with me." He said and I just glared at him. Just then Steve walked up to the table and slid in beside me.
"How's things Silky?" He asked as he looked at first him then me.
"Couldn't be better Steve; right Jan?"
"Yeah things are okay." I replied coldly.
"Good, good. Well grab your things it is time to go." He said and then he looked at Silky,
"So?"
"It's all good Steve." He replied.
"Good? How good?' Steve asked kind of ignoring me.
"Things went well and I am interested." Silky said cryptically.
"Okay then." Steve said and he slid out of the booth; taking my hand and leading me from the club. His SUV was waiting at the door for us. He actually had me open his door for him and I did it as a joke but neither of us were laughing. I then went around and got into the car.
"Did you miss me Jan?" Steve asked as he began driving.
"Yes, I did Steve. Silky is a sweet guy." I replied as Steve motioned for me to sit next to him and I did. He then directed me to take out his cock and start sucking it; so I did. It felt good to have a cock that fit better in my mouth than Silky's large manly black stalk. I sucked Steve's cock as we drove back to the hotel. He did not cum but it was not for my lack of trying.
"So you got high and fucked him." Steve said as more of a statement than a question.
"Yes." I replied meekly.
"Like it?" He asked.
"Yes."
"Good. He liked it too." Steve said and we walked into the hotel and went up to our room.
"So how was your night?" I asked as we entered the room. Steve did not say much and we undressed and after cleaning up got into bed. We lay side by side, nude, for a few minutes and talked about the night.
"So did you work tonight?" I asked.
"Yeah." He said.
"Why'd you leave me with a pimp and his whores?"
"I thought that it would be a new experience for you."
"It sure was." I admitted as I turned over and looked at Steve in the dark.
"You needed to meet a real pimp. See what he is like." Steve said as he turned towards me.
"Make love to me Steve. I need that." I said quietly as I reached over to touch him.
"Fuck you, you mean." He said coldly.
"Yeah." I agreed. Then he pulled me close and we kissed and held each other. Then we fucked until we both came together. I fell asleep with his cock inside of me.
"I woke up and Steve had gone to the store so I called you." She said is a sad voice. "I miss you baby."
"I miss you to honey." I replied.
"So what do you think? This was a bad idea, right?" She said.
"No Jan, that is the hottest thing I have ever heard. God honey I wish I had watched you. You are so hot, you are the best." I said excitedly.
"Really? You think that is hot?" She asked incredulously.
"Oh yeah! You are the hottest wife in the world. I love you so much." I replied.
"Oh, okay then. It was pretty hot, I guess." Was her reply and then we talked a bit more and then hung up. I had some texts from Steve. He wanted to fill me in on Sunday and he even attached some videos.
"Hey buddy all is good. Your sexy wife is the whore that you wanted."
"Jan fucked 5 men on Sunday after you left. See the vid."
"Pretty hot! She was insatiable." You missed a great time.
She fucked a black pimp last night. See vid."
"She will be everything you wanted when you get back."
Everything I wanted?
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Monday was a pool day as Steve and I sat around the hotel pool and soaked in the rays and enjoyed several margaritas. There was a pool-side bar with an attentive waiter so we had no problems keeping our drinks refilled. We ate lunch by the pool and even swam in the warm water. I called and talked with Justin in the evening before Steve and I went for dinner and again just before bed. I missed him so much that I just had to tell him how much I loved him.
Tuesday morning began with Steve holding me tightly in a bear hug as we slept in. As I became aware of my surroundings; I felt his "morning wood" against my ass. He cock felt nice and erect as it nestled into the space between my ass-cheeks. My pussy felt like it had recovered from Sunday and I wanted to give it a try with Steve's cock. Steve however had other ideas and after we showered together and had breakfast we went back to the room.
Steve told me that I should dress sexy but casual so I opted for a flowery sundress. At his suggestion, I went sans bra but with silky silver colored panties. I felt sexy and happy and was eager to meet Steve's boss. I put on my makeup lightly, like I always do, and then applied the long false eyelashes. I did not feel as uncomfortable or self-conscious as I did last time I put them on. We drove to a tall downtown building in Steve's SUV. He had me suck on his nice fat cock on the way there.
"Now Jan you be nice to Mr. Marone, he is my boss, you know." Steve said with a smile as he helped me into the elevator with his large arm around my waist.
"How nice Steve?" I asked innocently as I batted my new, long, artificial eyelashes at him. I was still trying to get used to the weight and sensation of the long extended lashes and they caused me to bat my eyes when I looked up.
"As nice as you can be sweetie; this is important to me." He replied as he gave me a hard squeeze.
"Okay baby whatever you want." I replied naively as I gave him my best smile.
The elevator took us to the 22 floor of the building where we stepped off into the reception area of an office. A young and attractive brunette greeted Steve by his name and asked him to wait while she put a call into someone who I assumed was Mr. Marone. We waited, maybe 5 minutes, making idle chatter, until a large olive-skinned man entered from a side hall. He cleared his throat as he approached us and extended his hand.
"Hi Steve, how they hanging?" He asked as he and Steve shook hands.
"Fine thank you Mr. Marone." Steve replied and then Marone grabbed him into a manly embrace.
"Mr. Marone, my ass, Steve." He replied as he suddenly noticed me. His eyes widened and he got a large grin on his face. "And who is this lovely creature?"
"Oh, Frank, this is Jan." He said as he presented me to the large older man. If I were to guess I would bet that Frank Marone is in his 50s with large shoulders and a definite protruding stomach. He continued smiling as he came over to me and I held my hand out to him to shake.
"Hi Mr. Marone." I replied as he took my offered hand and held it to his lips. He held my hand after he kissed it and gave me a long once over with his eyes.
"Call me Frankie, Jan." He replied as he dropped my hand and put his arm around my waist instead. "You are certainly a beautiful woman. Better than Steve said you were."
He led us down the hall and into a large corner office that had floor to ceiling windows on two sides. The view was of all of St. Louis from the Arch and the Mississippi River to Busch Stadium. I was in awe of the incredible view and told him so.
"Yeah it is kind of nice for a working stiff." He said proudly. "Can I get you something to drink honey?"
"Ah well I" I stumbled along as he still held me so I could enjoy the view. His right hand slipped down from my waist onto my hip and he gave it a little pat.
"I have coffee, tea, coke, and if you are old enough; an adult drink." He said with a laugh. I still did not know what to say so and I stayed quiet.
"She'll have a rum and coke if you have it." Steve answered for me.
"Good, good. Why don't you make us three Steve; very little coke in mine." He replied as I felt him rubbing my ass.
Marone's office was laid out with a large mahogany desk and a large sitting area like a living room. It had a gray leather couch and two matching armchairs. There were end-tables and a coffee table of the same dark rich wood as the desk. Marone steered me over to the couch and sat down beside me. Steve handed us our drinks and then took a seat on one of the leather arm-chairs.
Frank Marone and Steve began a conversation about nothing in particular and dragged me into the conversation. We talked about St. Louis and this being my first time here. Frank Marone was a flatterer and he surely impressed me as a serious business man and a major flirt. We soon finished our first drink and he asked Steve to make us another round. All the while he was talking with us he had his hand on my knee and he slowly inched is up under my dress and almost to my crotch. I simply did as Steve said and smiled at him through my nervousness.
"Hey why don't you sit on my lap so I can get to know you better?" He asked as he gave my thigh a squeeze. I gave him a big smile and got up and sat back down on his lap. I wiggled my little butt and I felt his hard cock underneath me.
"What do I feel Frankie?" I said with a giggle as Steve walked over and gave us both our drinks.
"If you don't know I guess you will have to wait to find out." Frank said with a chuckle. I continued to sit on his lap with his erection poking me in the butt. Steve and Frank continued their conversation while I sat there listening and getting more and more aroused. Finally, as we finished our second drink, Steve got up and said to us both.
"I'm going to go down and have a talk with Billy. Jan will keep you company Mr. Marone. Jan stay here and I will be back in an hour or so." I wondered what was up but I told Steve that I would wait right here for him. Soon after Steve left Frank had his hand under my skirt and he was rubbing my pussy through my silky panties.
"That feels real nice Frankie." I said with a breathless pant as he was starting to get to me.
"It's supposed to feel nice." He chuckled, as his fingers made a groove in my panties, as he pushed the material into the crease made by my pussy lips. He ran his fingers up and down the crease from my clit to my ass.
I was feeling quite horny from his pussy massage. I have to admit something at this point; when it comes to consuming alcohol I have always been a lite-weight. One drink gets me feeling relaxed and happy. With two drinks, I am starting to feel warm, giggly, and silly, and if I do drink a third drink, I am almost out of control. I become not quite a sloppy drunk but I am putty in someone hands. This time the hands were those of Steve's boss Frankie Marone. By this time, my panties were getting more than damp; they were just plain wet from my cuntal secretions. I had begun making happy little sighs and moans of pleasure as Frankie continued to rub and stroke my pussy and clit through my panties. It felt very good.
"You sure are wet there you little slut. Let's take off those wet panties." He said as he hooked his fingers into the material at the sides of my undies and began to pull them down.
"Frankie what are you doing to me?" I gasped and groaned as I felt his fingers leave my pussy and begin to pull on my panties. I lifted my butt, to make his task easier, and this encouraged him to pull my pussy's last defense down and off from my body. He put the silky fabric up to his nose and inhaled a long drawn out sniff from the wet material.
"Ummm, nothing quite like a young babe's pussy smell." He said as he sniffed them again and a wide smile came to his face. I felt my face flush from observing the lewd act. He folded my new silver silk panties and slid them into his pants pocket.
"You are so naughty!" I exclaimed as I too broke into a large grin.
I was not only embarrassed but completely aroused. Frankie then began to squeeze and caress my breasts through the top half of my summer sundress. The manipulations caused my nipples to become more erect and poke out from my chest. He cupped my boobs through the thin material and I moaned again in pleasure. I gave a little shudder as he thumbed my nipples and a thrill ran through me.
"Why don't you stand up and remove your nice dress so I can see that sexy body of yours?" Frank suggested but we both knew that it was not a suggestion but a direct order.
I slid off from his lap and pulled the dress up over my head leaving me in just my high-heeled shoes. I began to sit back down in Frankie's lap but he instead pointed to the carpeted floor directly in front of him and gave me an evil grin. I stopped dead in my tracks for a ten-second count while I processed his non-verbal request and then I slowly sunk to my knees. I was feeling not just arousal, but shame as well, as I could not understand my easy submission to this powerful man. I was on my knees now and placed a hand on each of his knees to steady myself in this position.
"Well! Go ahead take it out; it's not going to suck itself. It is time for you to meet not so little Frankie."
He grinned evilly as he motioned towards his tented crotch. I again hesitated but either my heightened state of sexual excitement or my clouded judgement from the alcohol caused me to reach over and caress the lump in his pants made from his erection. I caressed the firm male member for a few seconds which elicited sighs of pleasure from Big Frank. I slowly walked my fingers up to his zipper tab and grasped it in my fingertips. A thought entered my head of how slutty I was behaving, with a man I had just met, who had not been vetted by my husband but my own carnal desires took over. I unzipped his pants and reached inside. I found his hard cock poking out through the opening in his boxers; it was impressive.
"Take a look at a real man's cock, you little whore." He said with a nasty tone to his voice.
I pulled his cock out from his pants as my other hand undid his belt and the button that held his pants closed. His entire cock and balls were revealed to me in all of its throbbing and leaking glory. His words did not even phase me but actually inflamed me further. I did not wait for any further words from Frankie as I began to lick the large mushroom-shaped head of his cock. His precum tasted sweet on my tongue as I licked it up and lavished kisses and licks to his manhood.
I opened my mouth and slowly slid his cock into it. Frankie emitted a loud groan as his hands went to the back of my head. I could feel him gently stroking my hair. I opened as widely as I could and attempted to take as much of his very hard cock into my mouth but I only had half of it in before it butted up against the back of my throat. I moaned as I felt myself getting further aroused and my pussy wetter. I pulled back and let his cock slide out until it was just inside my mouth. I then took a breath and went back down on it attempting to take more of it inside my oral cavity. Frankie seemed to enjoy what I was doing, as he moaned and sighed, as he hunched his hips upward trying to jam more of his cock into my mouth and down my throat. I was holding his large hairy balls in my hand as I ministered to his cock. I found myself drooling and slobbering all over his cock as I continued to give him the best blow job that I could. His pleasure was all I could think of as I continued this lewd act. Five minutes into my sucking on his cock, Frank stopped me by pulling me up and off from his cock. I gave a moan of disappointment as it left my mouth. My mouth felt empty and I felt unfulfilled.
"Get on your knees and turn around slut." He ordered as I looked into his face. His eyes were cold and empty and his mouth held a cruel sneer. I got off from him and onto my knees. I turned around and looked back at him from over my shoulder awaiting his next command. I did not have to wait long as he got down on his knees behind me and slid his slippery cock between the cheeks of my ass.
"Ah that feels so nice." He remarked as he continued to slide his dick up and down between the cleft of my buns. "Okay Jan spread those knees for me." I did as he asked and I felt him poking his cock around my pussy trying to locate my opening.
"Well? Be a good whore and put me in that sloppy hole of yours." He commanded and I reached back between my legs to grasp his cock.
Once he was fully seated inside me, Frankie grasped both of my hips and began driving his long spear in and out of my wet and willing cunt. It felt great, and he seemed to enjoy it as well, as he was making grunts of pleasure, as he bottomed-out with each stroke. This went on for about 5 minutes and I felt myself getting close to my first orgasm of the day. Suddenly there was a sharp smack on my right ass-cheek.
"Now you do the work; drive yourself up and down on my cock." He ordered and I began to rock back and forth on his manhood. I was getting a good rhythm going and felt myself approaching the edge when Frank slapped my ass again but this time it was much harder.
"Faster and harder!" He ordered. "Slam your ass back all the way."
I picked up the pace and began really slamming myself against his cock. Frankie stopped holding on to my hips and allowed me to do all of the work. I felt myself trembling and then I came on his cock; I did not stop fucking him. Frank then did something that really disturbed me. He reached across me and grabbed his glass off from the table. I felt and heard him take a drink as I continued to fuck his cock. He set the drink back down and I felt him reach under me and grab my nipple with his cold fingers. He pinched it hard and it hurt. I wanted to say something but held back.
"Don't stop you little slut, fuck me harder." He snarled and I tried my best to make it harder and faster.
I was becoming short of breath from my exertion. I felt his finger slip down between my buns and he touched my anal pore with it. I felt just a little pressure against my hole as he tried to push it inside me. I could take no more of the stimulation and I came with a screaming orgasm. This set Frankie off and he came at almost the same time. I could feel his cum shoot inside me as he grasped both of my hips and held himself deeply inside of me. His cock was pressed right up against my cervix. He held me for several minutes with his cock buried to the hilt in my spasming pussy.
"That was nice Jan; really nice. Now use your slutty whore's mouth and clean me up." He ordered and I slid myself off from his deflating cock and turned around. I grasped his slimy member in my hand and began licking it clean. It was absolutely covered with his sperm and my juices. I licked and sucked him clean and for some reason enjoyed the taste and texture on my tongue the entire time. When I was finished he stood up and redressed. I put my dress back on and looked around for my panties. Frank reached into his pants pocket and pulled them out. He held them out to me.
"Sorry Jan they belong to me now; just like that ass of yours." He said with a grin. He told me that it was time for me to go and that it had been fun. Just before I walked out of his office he looked at me.
"Next time we will have to have a little party and next time I want your tight ass." I stopped for a second to process what he said and then I walked out of his office.
Steve picked me up and we went to lunch at a bistro just a block from Mr. Marone's office. The sun felt nice and warm on my face and I was slowly sobering up from the three strong drinks and the sex I had consumed earlier, Steve held my hand as we walked.
"That was fun Steve. Mr. Marone is a really nice man. I like him." I told him as we walked.
I'm glad that you liked it as you are learning to really enjoy different men's cocks. I think he liked you too." He said with a smile as he guided me into a dimly-lit restaurant. His hand went around my waist and he gave me a loving squeeze.
It took a few seconds for our eyes to adjust to the darkness after coming in from the bright sunlight. I suddenly realized that I was famished as I felt a hunger pang. Steve scanned the room and he guided me over to a booth occupied by another man. The man was heavyset and appeared to be in his early to mid-fifties. He was not unattractive with a full-head of white hair and either a deep tan or dark complexion. He looked up from the menu as we approached. He smiled as he recognized Steve. He stood up and held out his hand. The two men exchanged handshakes and he then turned his attention to me.
"This must be the lovely creature that you mentioned on the phone." He remarked as he beamed at me. "Eddie." He said as he took my dainty hand into his large mitt of a hand. He gave it a gentle squeeze.
"Hi Eddie I am Jan." I said with a big smile as I looked him into the eyes.
Eddie moved over in the booth and Steve suggested that I sit next to him. I sat down making sure to not reveal too much of my leg as I slid into the booth. We chatted and soon the waitress came to take our orders. Both men ordered burgers and beers and not wanting to feel left out; I did the same. The beers came first and they were both local brews in frosty mugs. I took a large sip and the beer tasted wonderful and felt good going down my throat. Eddie had a tendency to listen intently and speak directly to you when he conversed. It was a well-honed skill I assumed.
After we had talked about 5 minutes I felt Eddies hand land on my thigh just above my knee. It was a large warm hand and he gave my leg a gentle squeeze. It felt nice so I let it stay as we continued to drink and talk. Just what I needed more alcohol early in the day I thought to myself. Eddie was not one to let his hand remain idle and he continued to squeeze my leg. His fingertips made small caressing circles, on my skin, that gave me shivers. His hand continued up my leg and he slowly pushed the material of my sundress upward as he did. I don't know why but this was starting to turn me on and I could feel my body begin to respond to him. Every so often he would look over at me and smile and I would return it with one of my own. He was almost completely under my dress and into my crotch when the waitress arrived with our lunches. After the food was distributed she left to retrieve more beers. I excused myself from the table to go "powder my nose" and I said it with a giggle. I could feel at least two sets of men's eyes on my butt, as I made my way to the restroom, so I gave it just a bit more wiggle and this caused me to smile to myself.
I took care of business, paying special attention to the few rivulets of cum that continued to ooze from my pussy, after my earlier coupling with Frank Marone, I walked to the mirror to make myself presentable. I looked closely at my reflection in the large surface of the mirror. "Who is this woman?" I asked myself as I took my makeup from my purses and began to refresh my look. Just a few days ago, I was back in my hometown in Michigan, just another happily- married monogamous wife, and now I was a highly-sexually charged "slut?" was that the word that fit me. Horny wife? Hotwife? After I finished my touchups I sent a quick text to Justin telling him that I was out having lunch with Steve and had a few adventures to tell him about. That made me smile.
I walked back to the booth and both men were engaged in a heavy conversation and partially into their second beers. I sat back down next to Eddie and took a bite of my burger. It was hot and tasty and well worth the hefty price tag. I made a soft sound of appreciation that I hoped no one would overhear.
"That's what I like a girl who enjoys her meat!" Exclaimed Eddie with a large guffaw. Steve thought this was hilarious as well and laughed loudly. I felt myself blush as I took the last sip of my first beer. I felt my face and neck beginning to turn hot and pink.



"Oh look she is blushing. Isn't that sweet?" Eddies said in a mocking tone. Steve looked at me and laughed again. I felt ashamed and tried to lose myself in my meal.
"What's the matter Jan? Did I hit home?" Eddies asked as he reached over and gave my leg a firm squeeze. I gave out kind of a giggle and nodded my head. We continued our meal and consumed three beers apiece with our burgers and fries. I was stuffed and slightly drunk and that might be how I missed part of the conversation between the two men.
"C'mon Jan let's walk out to my Tahoe; Eddie wants to see the back seat." Steve said, as he allowed Eddie to put his arm around me, as we began our walk to the parking ramp, where Steve had parked his car. Eddie had his arm around my waist and held me closely as he petted and massaged my hip; sometimes holding my breasts from the side.
"You have some nice little titties Jan." Eddie exclaimed as he cupped my boob in his hand as we walked up to Steve's Tahoe.
I was feeling not only tipsy but horny from the suggestive talk at lunch and Eddie's wandering hands during the walk. Steve unlocked the car and opened the backdoor and guided me into the backseat. I figured that the men were going to talk business so I was surprised when Eddie pushed me in further and climbed into the seat beside me. The Tahoe has deeply tinted windows that made the interior quite dark and gave a great deal of privacy for the vehicle's occupants. As soon as we were seated Eddies pulled me close and put his arms around me for a hug and a kiss. His tongue entered my mouth as I opened it to his probing. For some reason this kissing of a stranger excited me and I felt myself giving into his kisses. His hands reached out for my breasts and he squeezed them through my dress.
"Take this off I want to see all of you." He said as he helped lift the dress over my head. I lifted up from the seat as he quickly whisked the garment over my head and off my body. It felt oddly natural, to be sitting in the back seat of Steve's vehicle nude, before a man I had just met an hour ago. Eddie's hands roamed my body with rubs, touches and squeezes. I felt myself becoming more and more turned on by his actions. His right hand went between my legs and I parted them for him. He touched my pussy and slipped a finger inside me.
"Open my pants and take out my cock." He directed as I began undoing his belt and his zipper. I reached inside and pulled out his cock. It was not large and it was not fat but more like my husband Justin's dick.
"Go ahead suck it. Give me a blow job." Eddies said.
I looked over the seat towards Steve. He gave me a quick nod and I lowered my head to Eddie's crotch. I started by licking his stiff member. He smelled clean and I had no problem with taking him into my mouth. I swirled my tongue on the head of his cock while he moaned and groaned. I knew he was enjoying my actions. I started bobbing up and down on Eddie's cock as he hands gently held my head. I kept going for only a short while when I felt his cockhead expand and the first squirt of his load shot into my mouth. I continued sucking, bobbing and I began swallowing his cum. He gave me four shots of his juice before he stopped cumming.
"Don't swallow. Open your mouth and show me." I pulled off from his cock and opened my mouth for his inspection. There was a string of cum from his cock to my mouth. It broke and I felt the end of it run down my chin. He had not cum a lot but it was at least a good size swallow. I opened wider.
"Swish it around like a good slut." He ordered. "Now swallow it all." I did as he asked and swallowed his entire load.
"That was nice." Eddies said as he began pulling his pants back up and fastening his belt.
"Next time I am going to want some of that pussy." I smiled at him and reached down on the floor to locate my discarded dress. I slipped it on over my head as I felt the car coming to a stop.
"What did I tell you Eddie? Curb service." Steve said with a smile from the front seat of the SUV. Eddies opened the door and just before he got out he handed me $40 dollars.
"A little something for your time and well worth every penny." Eddie said as he closed the door to the SUV and Steve pulled away from the curb.
"Well what do you think Jan? Pretty hot huh?" Steve asked as I sat holding the two $20 bills in my hand.
"What the fuck Steve? He paid me for a blowjob? What's up with that?" I asked astonished and somewhat angrily. I was suddenly feeling kind of guilty and ashamed.
"Hey it was pretty hot giving Eddie a blowjob while I drove wasn't it?" Steve asked.
"Yeah I guess but does he think I am whore?" I asked disappointedly.
"That is pretty hot too don't you think that someone would pay you for something that you were doing for free?" He asked as he drove.
"I guess but I was doing it for fun not for money." I replied as I settled back down in the seat. "So what should I do with the money?"
"Give me half and you keep half just like a whore with her pimp." He replied giving me a look over the seatback. I handed him both twenties.
"No go ahead and keep it all." I said as I felt better giving the money up rather than keep it like a prostitute would. "So where to now?"
"I am taking you back to the hotel and then I am going to go to work for a few hours. Why don't you catch some sun or something?" He replied.
"That's a good idea I could use a nap." I replied with a yawn as we pulled up to the hotel.
"You have fun and I will pick you up at 6:00 for dinner." Steve said as I exited the SUV.
As soon as I was back in the room I called Justin on my cell. He answered after the second ring.
"Hey." He answered.
"Hey hun how's it going?" I asked. I sat down on the edge of the bed.
"It's going great. I just got off the phone with Steve."
"Oh? What did Steve have to say?" I asked with some dread that he might reveal my whorish behavior to Justin.
"Not much we talked about the job I am doing for him. He said that you met his boss this morning and had lunch with another friend of his."
"Yes that was my morning." I agreed.
"He said that I might be surprised on how much of a hotwife you are becoming." That caught me off guard and I tried to get more from him.
"Oh he did, did he? What did he say?"
"Just that you were becoming more sexually expressive and were really enjoying the new experiences with him." Justin replied.
"That's true. Did he tell you that he and I have been sleeping together every night?" I asked nervously.
"Yes and I am so glad. That makes me so hot. How is he?" He asked with a shudder to his voice.
"Well you saw Steve's cock this weekend. He does know how to use it and he fucks me with it all the time." I confessed.
"God Jan that makes me so hard. I wish I could watch or fuck you myself."
"I know baby I am missing you so much. Can you do phone right now?" I asked.
"No I am in an office. In fact I have to go back to work. I will call you tonight and you can tell me everything." Justin offered.
"It's a date. I love you baby." I replied.
"Love you too honey." And then he hung up.
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After Jess finished her story I pulled her to me for another kiss. I relished the taste and odor of another man that was all over her. Her breath smelled like his cock and his cum. The scent of his aftershave was all over her clothing and in her hair as well. When I went to her bare breasts for a lick and a suck, I could tell that someone had been there before me. My cock was throbbing and the tip was oozing pre-cum.
I slipped down between her widely spread legs. I gazed at her red and still swollen pussy. I mused to myself that it would look so much better if his cum was smeared all over her lips and clit. Then I remembered the condom that Jessica had showed me filled with her customer's spunk.
"Jess where's the condom?" I asked with intensity. She opened her eyes wide and looked at me with amusement.
"Right there in my purse. Want to see it again?" She replied as she reached for her nearby purse.
"Yes please show me." I begged. Jess now had the partially-filled condom in her hand and she was bouncing it up and down like a toy on a string. I watched the liquid inside as she did this.
"Open it." I ordered and she took the rubber and tried to untie the knot that was in it. That did not work so she attempted to tear it open with her fingers. That too was unsuccessful. Finally I went and got a pair of scissors that we had by the bed and snipped off the top while she held the condom. I set down the scissors and grabbed the condom away from her. I spread open the top and peered inside at the pearly white fluid. I was so hard and so excited I could barely contain myself. I felt myself shaking inside. This piece of latex had been on another man's cock inside my sweet wife's pussy. This was the only thing that kept the load of another man's sperm from squirting inside of Jess. I found myself breathing hard.
Jess reached inside of it with her index finger and pulled it out coated with the slippery substance. She rubbed her thumb and finger together and giggled.
"Nice and slippery." She said with a smile.
"Taste it." I said to her.
"I already had a mouthful of his stuff. You taste it." She said teasingly.
I grasped her hand and pulled it to my face; right under my nose. I sniffed her cum coated fingers. I was amazed at how strong the smell of another man's cum was and also by the odor of latex.
Jess was laying sprawled out on our bed in all of her naked glory. Her legs were wide open and she was looking so slutty and so inviting. I could not help myself I took the opened condom and poured the contents on her breasts. She made a hissing sound.
"That's cold! Why did you do that?" She asked somewhat annoyed. I did not answer and instead began smearing the viscous fluid all over her breasts and especially her nipples. They were now standing at full attention.
"Oh God that is so hot!" I replied.
"What are you doing?" She asked with a giggle as she watched me closely. I stuck out my tongue and began lapping her very first customer's cum from my wife's erect nipples.
"You are so crazy." She exclaimed as she pulled me to her and began kissing and licking the cum from my lips. It was like a feeding frenzy. We could not stop licking and kissing one another. Finally the entire load from the condom was consumed by us and I crawled down Jessica's body and buried my face into her used pussy. A whore's pussy!
I absolutely loved that she had allowed a man to slip his condom covered cock into her pussy and fuck her until he came. I could not stop thinking about it as I licked and sucked on her well-used pussy. I finally could not take it any longer and I just had to have her. I slipped my cock into her money-earning cunt. I started to pump my dick in and out of her very wet and very sloppy pussy.
"Tell me, tell me again how it felt to have another man's cock inside you." I moaned as I kept thrusting.
"Oh baby it was so hot. I was so horny and that big thing took a while but he finally got the entire thing inside me; inside your wife's pussy." She replied as she humped up to meet my thrusts.
"What does that make you baby? What are you?" I croaked out as I was getting closer to cumming. She moaned and sounded like she was ready to cum herself this quickly.
"I am a whore. A lot lizard." She said as I could not take it anymore and unloaded inside her pussy. This triggered Jess's orgasm and we finished together. It was wonderful.
Usually I am a one and done kind of guy. I rarely am able to get it up again right away but tonight my erection would not abate. I just continued to stay hard. Jess noticed this and reached for my cock.
"It looks like someone likes having a whore for a wife." She said with a, partially closed-eyed, horny look on her face. I smiled at her as she began stroking my member. It was all wet with both of our juices and her hand made my cock feel so good; it was like it was back in her used pussy.
"Oh yeah baby that feels so good. Now tell me again how he helped you into the truck."
"Well I was having some trouble climbing up the stairs and getting in but Steve slid his hand right up my skirt, grabbed my ass, and pushed me right in by my thong-covered pussy." She explained as she kept pumping my cock.
For the next two weeks we made love every night and several times on weekends. I kept having her tell me about what she did, how she felt, and what it was like being a lot lizard. I would ask her what he did next and what he said. It kept us both simmering and boiling hot every night. Our sex sessions often began like this:
"Tell me what he said once you were in the truck." I begged as we lay together nude in bed.
"Take off your clothes. Show me what I am buying here." Steve said. I looked at him for a minute. My heart was racing in my chest. I felt so turned on and so scared that I was shaking inside. I stood up between the seats and the bed and unbuttoned my blouse. I pulled the two halves apart revealing my bare breasts to another man. A stranger. A stranger who just paid me to take my clothes off for him."
"Was your pussy wet? How did it feel?" I panted out as Jess began touching my hard cock.
"I was so wet that I could feel that my panties were soaked. I was so horny right then I would have fucked him for free but I didn't because I am a lot lizard. I only fuck men for money." She said with a wicked smile as she began pumping my cock slowly.
"Show me that whore pussy Jess, spread that baby open." I groaned from both her stroking and the picture that her words were painting in my mind.
Jess removed her hand from my cock and both of her hands went to her shiny bare pussy. She took her finger and slid it around in the moisture that had collected on her labia. She slid it around on her pussy lips and then in a circular motion on her clit. She moaned.
"Want to see this whore's pussy? Want to see what other men pay for?" She teased as she looked me in the eyes and raised her eyebrows.
"Yes, yes baby. Show me." I said as my eyes went to the heavenly spot between her thighs. She continued to tease me for a few more seconds and then she took two of her fingers and thumbs from both hands and grasped her glistening pussy lips. She slowly pulled them apart revealing the wet and bright-pink pussy of a woman in heat.
"See what a whore's pussy looks like inside baby?" She taunted as I sat there staring and willing myself not to cum. I could not take it anymore and crawled on top of her. My straining hard dick was seeking out the comfort of her warm and wet vagina. It did not take but a second and I was all the way inside her. She was so slick and so ready there was no resistance at all to my insertion.
"Oh God Jess! That is so good baby. Oh so hot." I screamed as I began humping her in the missionary position. We continued to talk and tease as I fucked her and she fucked me.
"Baby when can I go out and do it again?" She asked as I was nearly cumming. This almost pushed me over the edge. I tried to hold back just a little bit longer.
"You want to do it again? Maybe fuck 2 or 3 guys this time?"
"Yeah, yeah at least 2." She said as she started getting closer and closer to her orgasm.
"Maybe it's time for them to fuck your little ass...or bareback!" I gasped as I was almost there.
"Yes, yes my ass. My pussy bare, both." She said and with a loud wail we came together.
That was pretty close to how we made love every night but some nights I would ask her to dress up in her lot lizard clothes again. A few times, she wore other provocative outfits; when we would role play her picking me up as a trucker. It worked every time for both of us.
One night we were lying in bed, cuddling and softly talking, when I said we should work on at least letting me try anal with her. She agreed and our nightly routine changed to me massaging her little rosebud with my finger and lots of lube. The first time I slowly pushed my finger into her well relaxed and well lubricated hole she reacted differently than I expected. She moaned with pleasure.
"Oh that feels nice." She moaned. I was startled in a pleasant way and slowly I started working my finger in and out of her little butthole. I started by sliding my finger around and around the tight little ring of her anus as she made sighs and noises of pleasure. I loved the feel of her slippery little hole and putting my finger inside of it was just so easy as she was so relaxed and so ready. It slipped in and I just held it partially inside waiting for her to tell me to take it out but her words surprised me.
I kept the movements slow and shallow until she asked me to push it in further. How could I resist that request? First it was one finger just slowly fucking her then a day later I tried two. She took a bit longer to adjust to that and finally, after a few more days, I was able to get three of my fingers just inside her ass. Her ass felt so tight on my digits.
"Oh Ryan that feels so good. I think I am ready." She said softly after we had been trying anal play for a week at that time.
"Ready for what sweetie?" I asked not wanting to misinterpret her words.
"You know, for you to fuck my butt; for you to fuck your whore's ass." She replied in a sultry voice.
This time I took is very slowly. I lubed her anal opening a lot and very deeply with my index finger. Then I greased up my cock with a generous amount of Vaseline.
"How do you want me baby?" She asked.
"Lay on your side facing away from me." I suggested as I had read about this position online. I helped position her with her ass up against my cock. Needless to say after 5 long minutes, for me, I had the head of my dick just past her sphincter. An agonizing 10 minutes later found my entire cock all the way buried in her butt. It was so warm and so very tight it felt like heaven. Jess continued to sigh and moan all through the ordeal. Once she was ready and I began to fuck her in earnest we both enjoyed the new sensations. I encouraged her to rub the little nub of a clit that she possessed while I gently moved my cock in and out of her anal passage. As she came on her finger I came in her ass squirting my load into her bowels.
That became the new normal for us from that night on; me using her ass or pussy while talking about her next time as a lot lizard. I would bring up her now being able to satisfy her customers better and she would hesitate and say maybe. This went on for a few weeks until Jess final made a decision.
"Ryan how about this Saturday night we take a drive over to the truck stop?" She asked.
"Why the food there is not very good?" I said teasingly.
"No not for the food silly." She said with a laugh.
"Want to check out the lot lizards?"
"No! It's time for me to go to work as one again." She said with desire.
"Oh is baby getting horny for some trucker dick?" I asked as I pulled her down onto my lap.
"Oh God yes! I need some strange right now." She replied as she pulled me down for a kiss. I reached into her blouse and cupped her left breast.
"Ok what do you think you should wear this time?" I asked as we broke apart. My dick was hard and throbbing inside my jeans.
"Um...booty shorts? Miniskirt? Yoga pants?" She suggested as she wiggled her butt on my lap.
"I like the sound of that. Let's try the booty shorts." I replied and she scooted off my lap and walked towards our bedroom swaying her ass sexily. I sat there watching her go and marveling at the changes that had taken place in my hotwife over the past couple of months. She had gone from being fairly conservative and demure to dressing up in scanty and revealing outfits and strutting her stuff in truck stops. She was a dream come true for me.
A year ago Jess had gone with her friend Amy to a store that sold clubwear. They tried on many different dresses and shorts and for some reason she had purchased a pair of bright blue Lycra booty shorts. The shorts were so tiny that she had to shave her public hair to wear them and not have it stick out of the top. They were so sheer and so tight that they looked like a second skin. Jess's butt checks stuck out below the shorts and her camel toe was highly visible when she wore nothing under them. They were so damn hot I had masturbated a few times remembering just how sexy they were on her.
Saturday was a difficult day for both of us. We attempted to stay busy all day so that the excitement and nervousness would not overwhelm us. We did household chores, went grocery shopping and even out to lunch but our evening plans kept us preoccupied. Even conversations about other things were difficult. At lunch we tried to discuss other issues but we often would find ourselves daydreaming about her being a lot lizard again. Finally, at 5:00, she went upstairs to take a nice relaxing bath. I gave her some time alone while I surfed the online sites that provided sexual companionship for a fee.
After a while I heard Jess calling me from upstairs. I went up to check on her and found her drying herself with a soft and fluffy towel. The room was steamy and had a pleasant lavender scent. I walked up to her, embraced her warmly and gave her a soft kiss; first on the head and then on her inviting lips. She held me tightly. We finally broke our kiss.
"It's nice and toasty in here. How are you doing sexy?" I asked.
"Um good babe. Shave me?" She asked casually as she took another towel and wrapped her soggy hair,
"Absolutely!" I replied as I went to the sink and began gathering the needed supplies.
After she was dried off, she laid on the bathroom countertop, atop a towel, with her legs spread and her welcoming pussy completely revealed. I had assembled the scissors, the razor, with a new blade, and the special shaving gel, for sensitive areas, and warmed them in the sink of hot water.
"How much do you want me to trim it?" I asked referring to her soft brown pubic hair.
"I was thinking all of it." She replied as she gave me a little smile.
"All of it? Are you sure?" I said as I dried things and got ready to work.
"Yes I am sure. I want to be baby smooth."
I went to work and after 15 minutes I had removed all of the public hair and downy fir that I could find between her legs, on her mound, and around her anus. She was completely bare down there. I handed her a small makeup mirror.
"There, what do you think? Smooth as a baby's bottom." I said proudly. She examined herself for a few minutes and then ran her fingers over her bare pubic region especially around her labia and around her clit.
"That's just perfect." She said with a wide smile.
"You look like your only 18." I exclaimed.
"Exactly the look that I wanted." She replied and I leaned down for a closer inspection of her pussy and licked it up one side and down the other. Her skin felt soft and smooth. She shivered and sighed. I was hoping to keep going and maybe get a little so I went back in for another lick.
"That's enough honey. Paying customers only." She said with a giggle as she got up off from the counter and shooed me out of the bathroom. She told me that she still needed to do her makeup, hair, and get dressed and that she that would come down when she was ready to go. I felt sort of put out but highly aroused as I made my way downstairs to make us a lite snack for dinner.
The waiting was driving me nuts. It was like déjà vu all over again. I was sitting in the living room, sipping a beer, and waiting for Jess to finally come down stairs. I had a throbbing hard-on as I imagined how she would look when she finally revealed herself to me. I was tempted to take my dick out and jackoff but I knew that I might change my mind about this evening if I did that, so I refrained. I had tried to watch TV and I could not stay focused on the show so I eventually shut it off and just sipped and waited. I was hoping that it would be worth the wait; it was!
I saw Jess making her way towards me down the stairs. I could not believe my eyes as she did not look like herself but appeared to be a totally different. She finally reached the bottom stairs and she swayed sexily into the living room.
"Well what do you think?" She said with a nervous look as she gave me a pirouette to show me all sides of her lovely body.
"Oh my God you are so hot!" I exclaimed as I stood up to take in the vision before me.
Jessica was dressed in clothing for a much younger woman. She was wearing small booty shorts that clung to curves of her luscious ass. They fit her body so tightly that they revealed that she had no underwear on and that her time working out was well spent. No excess bumps, bulges or curves existed on her tight frame. Front the back you could see that each globe of her ass was covered with the stretchy material that molded to her like a second skin. In the front you could make out the lips of her labia in a camel-toe. The shorts were so tiny that they revealed the bottom of each butt-cheek where they joined the back of her thighs. In the font they were so low cut that they were barely 3 inches long. I felt my cock begin to throb.
Jess was wearing a tee-shirt that was torn at the bottom so that a good amount of her flat naked belly was revealed especially her cute little pierced belly-button. The shirt hung down just enough that the curve at the bottom of her small breasts was not readily apparent. The neckline had also been torn so that her chest was revealed and also the top of her perky breasts. She was sex on two high heels.
"You like?" She asked coyly as she brushed her hand against my erect cock that was poking at the front of my shorts.
"Like? Oh Jess you look so hot and so sexy. Can we stay home and play?"
"Thanks sweetie but this girl has got to go to work." She said then she laughed and gave me a kiss.
"Are you sure? Do you really want to go like this?" I asked with a stammer.
"I'm sure and I'm ready. Now where's my snack?"
I handed her a half sandwich and a Coke that she accepted with a sweet and innocent smile. She walked ahead of me to the garage with a seductive swing and sway to her hips. I wanted this woman so badly that I could taste it.
For some reason, the drive to the truck stop seemed to be over too soon, unlike the last time, when it seemed to take forever. Jessica finished her sandwich and Coke and began chewing some mint-flavored gum. I had a hard time driving as I kept staring at the young beauty beside me. She was all legs in tiny shorts.
We had talked about the plan this time before we left home and we waited until dusk before we arrived. Unlike the first time she did this, we agreed that she would not go into the actual truck stop building but instead I would drop her off by some idling trucks and then go park the car. My heart was beating so hard that I struggled to catch my breath as I found a good spot to drop Jess off. She would walk over in front of some trucks and see if she could get them to blink their lights at her in interest. I stopped the car and she checked her makeup one more time, gave me peck on the cheek and a smile, and got out and began walking away from me. Her sexy little butt was wiggling with every step. I drove over to the exact same spot where I parked last time so I could watch her strolling around trying to get some truckers attention. It did not take long.



Jess walked maybe 40 feet before a set of truck headlights flashed quickly at her on and off. From where I was sitting the truck appeared to be a dark-colored Freightliner. Jessica saw the flash of lights and turned and began walking toward the source. I was able to watch her walk over to the driver's side and begin talking with a shape through the open window. This went on for a few seconds and then she sauntered around to the other side of the truck. This was the last I saw of her for over an hour.
I was beside myself with worry and excitement. I played the radio and scanned my texts on my phone. I was waiting for a sign from her that she needed me or that she was ready to go but there was nothing. I was somewhere between bored and a heart attack when I saw the cab's interior lights go on from a rig that was three doors down from the one she had entered. It was by now dark and I could barely make out the woman's shape in the darkness. Suddenly my phone lit up with a text message. It was from Jess.
"Hey babe just one more to go. Luv U."
That was it; nothing else. At least she was safe and we had talked about her doing two truckers this time; so things were going okay. I went back to waiting and fantasizing for Jess. Another half hour was just about over when I got another text.
"Come get me in 5."
I waited 4 minutes and started the car. I turned on the lights and drove in the direction I had last seen my lovely wife Jessica. I turned the corner and there was a long dark car parked just a few hundred feet in front of my car with the running lights on. My headlights illuminated the figure of Jess leaned over into the car window talking with someone. Man, that girl has one sexy ass, I thought to myself, as I got closer. She must have sensed my approach as she moved her head out of the car and looked over at me. She then ducked back inside and I stopped to keep my headlights on her. She then pulled her head out, turned towards me and began slowly making her way towards our car. She appeared to be walking with a slight limp I observed as she got closer. She came around the car and got inside. I turned on the interior lights and looked over at her.
"Who was that?" I asked as I gave her a quick once over with my eyes.
"Oh that's J-Dawg, he's a pimp." She said cheerfully.
"A pimp? How do you know that?"
"He told me." She replied matter of factly.
"He told you? What?"
"Just drive and I will tell you." She directed and I began driving around the pimp's car and out of the parking lot. Within a few minutes we were away from the parking lot and back on the interstate headed home. I turned on the dome light and looked at my lovely lot lizard of a wife. She looked flushed and tired and so very sexy. I noticed that she had cum in her hair. I reached over and touched it. It was still wet. I rubbed my fingers together.
"You've got cum in your hair." I said kind of loudly as I continued to drive.
"Shit I thought I got it all." She said somewhat annoyed. She just sat there staring out through the windshield at the passing lights.
"So tell me? What happened? How did it go"" I asked somewhat frustrated by her silence.
"It went okay. Oh, here are the rubbers." She said as she opened her purse and extracted a pair of used condoms that she had tied off in a knot. She bounced them for me to see.
"So, two guys this time; not wonder it took you so long." I said excitedly.
"Yeah, well three actually." She said quietly as she slipped the condoms back into her purse.
"Three? Wow! Baby that's hot." I exclaimed as I tried to look at her but could not catch her eye for some reason.
"Are you okay?" I asked.
"Yeah, just a little sore."
"Oh, want to tell me about it?" I asked as we got closer to home.
"No, not now, let's wait until we get home." Then she went quiet and we drove home in silence. I drove into our garage and parked the car. Jess slowly got out of the car and walked over to me. I pulled her into my arms and hugged her tightly. I kissed the top of her head noticing the aroma and the stickiness. She hugged me tightly.
"I love you Jessica." I said as we continued to embrace.
"Thank you. I love you too." She said and we broke apart and walked inside our home holding hands.
The lights were off, inside our house, but we ignored that, walked through the living room and up the stairs. As we entered the bedroom, I turned on the bedside lamp, and sat down on the edge of the bed. Jessica stood before me and placed her hands on my shoulders.
"Man what a night!" She exclaimed excitedly. "Three customers and almost $300."
"Wow three hundred." I replied. "So tell me everything."
"Okay baby but let me tinkle first okay?" She replied as she began walking towards our bathroom.
"Sure but don't cleanup please?" I asked as she disappeared inside and closed the door. I was ready to burst but instead I opened her purse and looked for three used condoms but only located two. My mind raced for an explanation. Maybe one broke, maybe she lost one, or maybe she did bareback, I thought as I listened to her in the bathroom. I heard her wash her hands and then she appeared back in front of me.
"So, shall I get undressed first?" She asked.
"No, let me look at you first." I replied as I turned up the bedroom lamp and began a closer examination of my wife.
She was still dressed the same as when she left but her shirt appeared soiled and she had strings of drying cum in her hair. She was looking tired and unsure of something. I pulled her shirt over her head revealing her two breasts to me. They were red. showing signs of rough treatment and there was some bruising.
"I love you so much Jessica Daniels. You are the hottest wife in the world." I said as I gave her a large toothy smile. I was so happy with her tonight.
"And I love you so much Ryan Daniels and you always make me so happy." She said as she as she leaned over and kissed me. Her breath smelled of cum.
"So tell me everything from the beginning." I said and she got on the bed beside me and began her tale.
"I was a nervous wreck as I got out of our car and began walking away towards the parked semi-trucks. My pussy was not just damp, it was soaked, and I was so horny and wanted to do this so badly. I was also feeling afraid this time as truck stop parking lots can be so lonely when it is dark."
"I only walked a little bit when a flash of truck headlights startled me. It actually made me start shaking. I pulled myself together and with an extra sway in my step, I strolled over to the driver's side of the truck. The window was open and a deep voice came from it.
"Hey slut you busy?" He called to me.
"No, why?" I asked somewhat excited by his name calling.
"I'm looking for some commercial company. That you?" He asked.
"Yes, that's me." I replied.
"Climb on up here and let's talk." He said and I grabbed ahold of the shiny, chrome hand rail, pulled myself up the steps and was looking into the rough face of a driver.
"Hey baby, I'm Jessie." I said to him as I tried to get a look inside the darkened truck interior.
"Hey Jessie. Al's the name." He was giving me a good look.
"Hey Al, what are you looking for baby?" I replied and gave him my best smile.
"I'm looking for you Jessie, climb on in here, and let's get to know each other." He replied and I got down from the truck and walked over to the other side. I climbed up the steps and pulled the door open. The interior was barely lit by some small lights and resembled a cave. He had pulled down the blackout curtains, on all three sides, and it was kind of scary crawling inside but I did it. As soon as the door was closed he switched on the interior lights and I felt relieved. I pulled myself into the passenger seat and turned to look at him.
"Well aren't you a purty little thang." He said as he leered at me.
"Thank you Al." I said giving him a smile and crossing my legs. He watched me closely.
"Are you legal? How old are you?" He asked as he reached over and placed his burly paw on my leg.
"Yes I am legal. I am over 18." I lied as I looked into his eyes.
"You whore, you look about 18." He said firmly.
"So? Is that a problem?" I asked teasingly.
"Not at all. It's even better." He said with a pervy grin as he gave my leg a squeeze.
"Good baby. So what do you want to do?" I asked in as innocent of a way as I could, while looking him in the eye. His hand moved up my leg almost to the edge of my tiny shorts.
"I want you to suck my cock with that pretty whore mouth of yours." He said as his hand went to the crotch of my shorts and he gave it a squeeze. He kind of moaned when he did that and so did I.
"A blow job is $50 baby." I replied as he gave my pussy another squeeze.
"Your cunt is all wet you slut. How many guys have you fucked already today?"
"None. You're the one making me wet baby." I replied breathlessly.
"You're awful wet for a whore. How many times have you done this?" He asked with a leer.
"Once." I admitted and looked down at the floor kind of embarrassed.
"You lying cunt. Take off those shorts, show me that gash of yours." He demanded and I stood up and began wiggling out of my booty-shorts. They were so tight that they took a minute to slide down my legs and in the meantime Al gave my breast a squeeze. Finally I had them all the way down and I stepped out of them. I reached over to pick them up and I felt a hand go between my legs and grasp my pussy. I stood up and looked at Al.
"Like what you see?' I asked as I stood before my customer. He had me spread my legs for him and he examined my now very wet and very ready pussy. He ran a finger around my labial lips and it was slick and slippery. He pushed it into my pussy and began to finger fuck me with it. I gave a small whine from his actions.
"Damn you have one tight gash.. You sure you have fucked before?" He asked as he continued to slide his finger in and out of my pussy. I enjoyed the feeling and let him know it.
"I am old enough and I have done it before." I replied defensively. He removed his finger from me and held it to his nose. He sniffed it and gave me a grin.
"Nothing like young gash." He said. He had me turn around and he placed his hands on my butt; squeezing each buttock as he did so.
"That's nice Al. Now what do you want to do?" I asked as I looked over my shoulder at him. He continued to squeeze and massage my butt and that turned me on even more.
"You take it up the pooper?" He asked crudely as he slid a finger between my cheeks.
"No and I don't do bareback." I replied trying to set some limits here. His finger reached its target and he began to push it against my anal ring. It felt nice and I told him so.
"How about you let me take your anal cherry and I'll wear a rubber?" he asked as he continued to probe my ass.
"How much is it worth to you?" I asked as I felt his finger win against my tight sphincter. He now had it inside of my ass and it felt good.
"I'll give you $150 for a round the world bareback." He said as he began to saw his finger in and out of my butt. I spread my legs a bit more for him and he snaked his hand under my shirt and felt my breast.
"$150 but you have to wear a condom." I countered impulsively in my lust.
"$150 but no condom for the blow job and I get to cum in your ass." He replied as he squeezed and pinched my nipples.
"Okay but lots of lube and you have to go slow." I replied and began taking off my shirt. I slipped it over my head and placed it and my shorts in a pile on the passenger seat.
"Damn girl! I love those little tiny titties. Are you big enough to wear a bra yet or still in a trainer?" He asked with a nasty little laugh. His words stung me but I tried not to let it show.
"Thank you. $150 please?" I said as I held out my shaking hand. Al looked at it for a long minute and then reached into his back pocket and extracted his wallet. He opened it and removed two $100 dollar bills.
"Bareback?" He asked as he held the money just out of my reach.
"No." I replied and he pulled the money back and instead handed me $150.
"Thank you." I said as I put the money in my purse and got out a Lifestyle condom and some lube.
"Now get your tight ass whore's cunt onto my bunk." He ordered and began taking off his shirt.
"Here baby let me help." I offered and began to unbutton his shirt.
"Call me Daddy, just like the first man who ever fucked your nasty gash." He said as I took his shirt off and noticed that he had kind of a funky odor.
"Okay Daddy." I replied as I bent down and began to undo his jeans.
"No bitch, get down on your knees, like your Daddy taught you." He ordered and I followed his command. I knelt on the truck cab's floor, undid his jeans and pulled them down. He was wearing some overly fragrant and used tighty-whiteys that I quickly removed.
"Gosh Daddy you have a big cock." I said as I got his pants and underwear off and he stepped out of them. I grasped his cock and quickly appraised it. He was bigger than Ryan's but not as large as Steve's had been. The head was large and bright red with a nice ridge. I leaned down to take it into my mouth and the odor told me that he had definitely not showered before I got here.
"That's it, suck on Daddy's big old cock. You know how to make your Daddy happy." He said as he grasped my head and pulled it towards the unclean organ. I had no choice, as he had paid me already, so I opened my mouth and took the nasty thing inside of it. I tried not to gag from his stench.
"You like my dirty cock you whore? It's all dirty and nasty for your dirty nasty mouth." He said as he began to fuck my mouth with it. I felt horrible all of a sudden. Here he was calling me the most vile and filthy names and I was sucking his vile and filthy cock. I could not believe the smell but I kept sucking him as he kept pumping it in and out of my mouth.
"Your Daddy fuck this good girl? Good as ol' Al's doing?' He said crudely. I wanted to cry and run away but I knew my role and hoped he would hurry up and just cum. He kept pumping in and out of my mouth, and I thought he was ready to cum, but he pulled it out and slapped my face with his wet cock.
"You dumb cunt! You know your Daddy wants that tight little pussy. Now get up in that bunk and show me your pussy." He ordered and I was glad to get that nasty thing out of my mouth. The smell may have been horrible but the taste was even worse. I climbed up on the bunk and went to lie down on my back.
"No, you know what Daddy likes, get up like the dog you are, and spread them legs wide girl." He ordered and I got up onto my hands and knees. I could hear Al opening the condom package, and I was glad that he kept his end of the bargain, as I had forgotten all about it.
He climbed up on the bunk behind me and I could feel him nudging me with his cock. He slapped it on to my back. He then took it and tried to find the opening to my pussy. Suddenly I felt a sharp and painful crack on my ass.
"Ouch dammit. We never said anything about spanking me." I shouted. He then slapped my ass even harder and the pain brought tears to my eyes.
"What do you say to your Daddy? What do you want bitch?" He said mocking me as he slapped my ass again.
"Please fuck me Daddy, please?" I begged in my teen-age girl voice.
"That's better you whore. Take that!" He shouted as he slid his long cock all the way into my pussy with one thrust. It felt so good going in that I was on the verge of cumming almost immediately. He started really fucking me harder and established a good rhythm of humping me. He reached around and grabbed my breasts with both hands and used them as handles to drive himself into me further.
"Oh yeah Daddy I'm going to cum." I called hoping to get him to cum in me quicker. Instead, it encouraged him to start moving his cock around in circles inside of me. It felt like he was trying to stretch out my poor pussy. I really did cum from his actions. He heard me and felt me and this set off his own orgasm.
"That's it you whore; cum on your Daddy's big dick." He said and then he gave out a loud groan and I could feel his cock pulsating in my pussy. We came together with him roughly pinching my nipples. I fell forward on the bunk with all of his weight on top of me. I struggled to breathe. I could hear his panting and gasping trying to catch his breath. I also could feel his strong pulse throbbing through his cock.
"Oh yeah. That was so good babe." He said as he rolled off from me finally and lay beside me on the bunk. He pulled me close and I was glad that my back was to him as he definitely had BO and I did not want to inhale too much of it. He had his big arms wrapped around me and I wiggled my butt against his sticky condom covered cock. I made a purring sound and that encouraged him to kiss my head.
"That was nice." I said, staying in my role.
"You came didn't you?" He asked as he continued to hold me.
"Yes, your cock felt so good." I admitted as I continued to lay there with him. I was hoping that he was a one and done, like Ryan, but that was not to be.
"Why don't you get up and dance a little for me? Show me that cute ass of yours." He said as he released his hold on me.
I pulled away from him and turned around to look at him. I was now able to see his overweight and out-of-shape body. He was not obese but still carried too many pounds of white flabby flesh. I reached over and slowly pulled the filled condom from his spent and flaccid cock. I was careful to not allow any of his sperm to leak out, once I had it off, I tied it in a knot and slipped it into my purse.
"Is that a souvenir for your pimp?" He asked with a sneer giving me a once over. "Evidence of your fucking a john?"
"I don't have a pimp." I replied as I got off the bunk and stood up.
"Your manager then? Your pimp-daddy?" He asked.
"No manager and not my pimp-daddy." I replied. "I don't work for anyone. Do you have any music?"
"Yeah hold on." He said as he reached over, did something, and country music filled the space of the truck cab. I started swaying to the music and he gave me a smile. I was doing my best to entice him and get him hard again as he had paid for more and I wanted to keep the money.
"Is this what you wanted?" I asked as I ran my hand over my breasts, pinched my nipples, and then down my tummy.
"Yeah, now show me your ass." He answered and I turned around and wiggled my butt at him. He laughed. I danced to two songs and then he called me back to the bunk.
"Girl, it is time for you to suck my cock." I got up onto my knees and began licking his slimy and partially erect organ. He seemed pleased, leaned against the wall of the cab, and let me clean him off. The smell did not seem as bad as before or maybe I was getting used to it.
"You got some lube? I want to fuck that cherry ass." He said and I stopped sucking his now hard dick to look for the bottle of Astroglide that I kept in my purse. I handed it to him and he motioned for me to turn around. He had me get on all fours again, on the bunk.
"Please be gentle Al." I said softly as he had me spread my butt cheeks apart so that he could lube me up.
"Don't tell me how to fuck your slutty ass you whore. I will take my belt to you if you don't respect me!" He said as I felt him applying the lubricant around my anus. He dipped his slippery finger into my hole and I shuddered a bit. I then felt him spread my sphincter open with his finger and thumb and slowly push the top of the bottle into my ass. He gave it a squeeze as I felt a squirt of oil shoot into me.
"God Al, don't shoot the whole bottle up me." I said as I felt the cool liquid inside my butt.
"It's okay Jessie, I just don't want to hurt you." He said gently as he softly patted my ass and removed the bottle from my dripping hole.



"Thank you." I replied as I lay down on my side facing away from him. He pulled me back up onto my hands and knees and had me spread my legs widely apart.
"I'll be gentle Jessie." He said as he came up behind me. I heard a noise and looked back to see him stroking his hard cock with the AstroGlide. It was all slathered and shiny with the stuff. He then set down the bottle and got closer to me.
I felt him poking at my anus, with his slippery cock, and I willed myself to relax; to just accept the anal intruder. It felt like he was rubbing the head of his dick around in the lube around my hole. Then he gave a little shove and I felt some pressure. He held me by one of my hips and he pointed his cock with his other hand. He pushed again and there was more pressure and a little discomfort.
"Come on Jessie, work with me here. Push like you are going to shit." He directed me crudely. I complied the next time he pushed, and I felt something large and slippery, slowly opening up my anal ring. He talked softly to me as he worked his cock into me. There was some pain, and then just like that, I felt his cockhead slip right in.
"Hold it a second." I said as I tried to adjust to the big cock in my ass. "Okay."
"Just a little bit more and I will be all in." He said as he reached between my legs and touched my clit. With another big push I felt most of him enter me. It hurt but I could stand the burning discomfort. He waited for a minute, and then I felt him push the remainder of his cock into my ass. His thighs were up against my buns. After a few second he slowly began to withdraw his cock from my ass.
Eventually he got his entire cock into me and he held me by the hips as he fucked me. Once I adjusted to the big dick I began to enjoy the feeling.
"It helps if you play with your clitty." He said as he continued to slowly and carefully stroke his cock in and out of my ass. I stoked my little button. It felt nice.
"I did it! I took your whole big cock!" I said. I felt him getting into a rhythm similar to the one he used with my pussy but not as strongly. Al just grunted and pumped himself in my ass.
"Oh Jessie, your ass it so tight. I love it." He said as he started shooting his big load of sperm right up my ass. I could feel the hot jets of sperm as he came.
"Hey, did you use a condom?" I asked suddenly concerned.
"Oops I forgot." He said as he finished himself off in me bare.
"Dammit Al! I said no bareback." I screamed at him as I felt him pulling his cock from my ass. Some of his spunk dripped from my wide-open butt hole.
"Sorry Jessie." It felt so good." He said sheepishly. He lay back on the bunk and pulled me over to him in a bear hug.
"This feels so nice. You should stay with me." He said. I lay stiffly in his arms, at first, as I was so angry with him. He stroked me gently and cooed at me. I felt myself relaxing in the arms of this smelly fat man.
"I can't baby I have to leave in a minute." I replied as I nestled down against his hairy body.
"You know what Jessie? You need a pimp." He said softly as he held me.
"Oh I do, do I?" I replied as I was thinking about what to do next about the load of his sperm in my butt.
"Yes and I could do that for you." He replied. "I am really not a bad guy once you get to know me. The nasty stuff was just sex talk, you know?"
"I know." I lied as it sure sounded serious to me.
"You can travel with me in my truck. Every night we could have you work the truck stops and make us some money. I would set up dates for you, while we drove, so that you would make us some serious money. I would protect you." He explained as he stroked my hair affectionately.
"And what would you get from this arrangement?" I asked wanting to get this over with quickly.
"Well, the obvious of course. All of your sweet ass and pussy anytime I wanted it." He said with a chuckle.
"And?" I asked.
"And part of the money you earn, of course." He said as he gave me another hug. This was starting to weird me out and I knew it was time to wrap it up and move along.
"How much of my money?" I asked.
"Oh, the usual 80%." He said firmly.
"You are dreaming baby." I replied as I broke free from his embrace and began looking for my discarded clothing. I found them where I had left them. I reached into my purse and took out a Wet One. I cleaned up my pussy and as much of the load of cum as I could that dripped from my ass.
"I am serious Jessie. Hold on let me show you." With that he got up and got his cell. He typed a text message on it and then sat back. It did not take but a minute and his phone dinged with a message, then another, then another. He showed them to me. They were from other truckers, right in this parking lot, looking for some commercial company. I was impressed.
"Hold on a sec. Stand up and give me a big smile." He said and I stood up and gave him a cheesy smile. Flash! He took three quick pics of me and then went back to his phone.
"Hey! What are you doing? No pics!" I screamed at him.
"Wait just a minute. This will get you some real business." He said as he finished typing on his phone and showed it to me. He had posted a couple of nude pics of me standing there in his truck.
"Dammit Al! What if someone I know sees me?" I said loudly as I crossed my arms over my chest in a pouty manner.
"Don't sweat it Jessie." He said and his cell started chiming almost continuously. It sounded like it was playing music it was chiming so much. He showed me the many text messages he had just received.
"There you go girl. You have as many customers as you want, right here, right now." He said with a wide smile.
"Really?" I asked as I pulled my top back on and bent down to put on my shorts.
"Yes. There is one guy three trucks over looking for a little action." He replied as he again showed me the screen. I read through the texts and was surprised by the disgusting things some of the guys texted as a response to my pics.
"You think I should do it?" I asked as I pulled my very tight and very short shorts all the up and fastened them.
"Yeah duh!" He replied as he pulled on his own jeans. "Remember I get half at least for now."
"Yeah, whatever." I replied as I grabbed up my bag and went to climb down from the truck.
"Hey, give me your number, so I can keep in touch with you." He said and I don't know why but I gave him my cell number. He gave me a hug and grabbed my ass in the process. I let him and then opened the cab door.
"Thanks Al, see you around." I said as I started down the steps.
"See you when you are done; Jessie Daniels." He said as I shut the door and my feet landed on the ground.
I stood there a minute getting my bearings and just looking around. I wondered if I should go back to the car or pick up one more guy? Should I just go out on my own or try the guy that was three trucks down? Damn, Al got my name from my phone! Shit! I began walking to the front of the truck I had just come from. The lot was dimly lit but I still saw the truck that was parked three down and started strolling towards it.
"Oh God Jessica, that is the hottest and sexiest story in the fucking world. Come over here and let me see how your whore pussy looks." I said knowing that I had to have her right now as her story had gotten me so horned up that my cock was ready to burst.
Jess rolled over into my arms and I slipped my hands under her skimpy shirt and began feeling her breasts. She sighed. I pulled her down for a kiss and I was immediately aware of her cum-scented breath, Yes she truly was a whore. I helped her pull her shirt off, over her head, and looked at her boobs. She has wonderful smallish breasts that are just so perky with the pinkest nipples. But tonight, they were red and erect like little pencil erasers. I leaned over to take one into my mouth.
"Be gentle baby; they have been treated roughly by my paying customers." She said quietly as he pulled my head to her chest. I slipped my tongue from my mouth and softly licked the tip of her nipple. She gave me a sigh. She had some crusty matter on her breasts that I licked off from her skin. It was dried cum. Just licking her nipples was not enough for me so I slowly straddled her and undid the catch on her booty-shorts.
I struggled, but with her help and with her lifting her hips from the bed, I was able to pull her shorts down to her feet. I held my breath as her pussy came into view. I was still excited by her lack of pubic hair. Her mound was pink and as she slipped the booty-shorts off from her feet she was able to spread her thighs for me. She opened them up revealing slightly swollen labia; the sign of recent use. It was quite apparent that she had been fucked before this, as even though her pussy glistened with moisture; it was almost swollen closed from being probed by other men's cock, stranger's cocks. Men who had paid to slide their cocks into my wife's pussy.
I grasped both of her legs by the knee and forced her legs open further. I had to see everything. I put my face right into her pussy and took a large sniff. She smelled of female arousal and latex from the condoms. I stuck out my tongue to taste the fluids that still clung to her labial lips. God I love her taste but the bitter taste of condoms was just a bit much for me so I slowly rolled her over onto her tummy.
"Show me! Show me your used ass filled with some trucker's spunk." I said almost too forcefully. Jess reached back and spread her butt-cheeks apart. Her reddened rose bud was revealed with a small amount of cum around it and slowly oozing from her ass.
"His cum is still leaking from your ass!" I exclaimed.
"You're telling me?" She said sarcastically and then she giggled.
I was overwhelmed with love and lust for my lovely hotwife. I was so incredibly aroused seeing this evidence of her whoring herself out, just to turn us both on, that I was on the verge of cumming without even taking off my clothing. I needed to reclaim her as my wife and my whore. I quickly removed my pants and boxers; letting my cock free from its confinement. I knew that her pussy was swollen from her previous couplings but I just had to feel her used pussy on my dick. I nudged it against her labial lips attempting to find her opening.
"Careful, I am a little sore." She hissed as she felt my probing of her pussy.
"Okay honey just let me in. Please baby?" I begged.
My cock found her narrowed opening and due to her extreme arousal, she was lubricated enough, that I begin to enter her. She felt very tight against the head of my cock but I continued to push it inside of her. There was a momentary feeling that I would not be able to enter her. Another little push and I felt my cockhead slide into her stretched vagina. To say she was roomy would not be an exaggeration as my cock felt nothing but wet once it was inside of her. I began to stroke it in and out of her slowly.
"Want to hear about my next trucker?" She panted as she started to get into the motion of our sex act.
"NO baby not now. Just let me love you." I gasped as I continued to hump my whore wife. I was not feeling enough friction to get myself off in her cavernous opening so I reveled in her description of her lot lizard night.
"Tell me again how he came in your ass, bare." I pleaded just before I lost my rhythm and came.
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Wednesday morning was like every other Wednesday morning. We both got out of bed, it was still dark, dressed in our running clothes and shoes, and went out for our morning run by 5:15. I have to admit that Jan is a much more dedicated runner than I am. She gets her two miles in many more days than I do and she looks much better doing it too. I love to run along beside her as we make our way through the early morning neighborhood streets. The fresh morning air is filled with the early sounds of our neighborhood coming awake. Jan is a joy to follow also. I completely marvel at her sexy ass moving inside her running tights or shorts. It is like watching a heavenly display.
After our run, we both showered, and while she got herself dressed, I started the coffee and oatmeal. By the time we were both dressed and ready to go, we had eaten and read part of the morning paper. I was out the door first to be to work by 8 and she was right behind me to be to her office by 8:15. We made plans for dinner in the city with some friends after work. Life was back to normal in our household and we were both in bed by 10.
Thursday morning was a repeat of Wednesday and we both knew that she would be late from work as it was her gym night. We planned to eat a salad at 7:30 p.m. I had the salads ready, the wine chilled on time, and expected Jan to pop through the door any minute but she was late. I figured it must be traffic or perhaps she ran into a friend. At 9:00, I was beginning to worry that she might have disregarded our agreement for her to never see Khalid again. At 9:15 I picked up my cell to text her for the 4th time about her whereabouts when I heard the garage door open.
A few minutes later she dragged herself in through the kitchen door. Her eyes were red and her makeup was running. She appeared to have been crying.
"Honey what happened?" I asked with concern in my voice. I rushed over to hold her. She buried her face in my chest and gave a deep sob.
"It's Khalid..." She began but then she broke down again. I held her tightly and let her cry for a few minutes.
"What did he do to you this time? I thought we agreed..." I began to rag on her and she pulled back to look me in the eyes. She definitely did not appear to be high or under the influence but her eyes were bloodshot and her ruined mascara made her look like a zombie.
"He's gone." She said with a shaky voice.
"Gone? Like how gone?" I asked angrily.
"Like moved back to Saudi Arabia gone." She said and tears flowed down her face.
"How do you know?" I asked.
"Can we sit and have a glass of wine while I tell you?" She asked quietly.
"Sure." I replied and we both took a glass of cabernet and went into the living room. We sat side by side in separate chairs. She sipped her wine for a minute while I appraised her.
"I did not go to the gym after work today instead I drove over to Khalid's house."
"I thought we agreed that you would not see him again." I said quickly angered.
"We did agree and I was going over to tell him that and also say goodbye." She said with a sniffle. "Do you want me to tell you what happened or not?"
"Sorry. You're right. Go on." I said as I took a sip from my glass of wine.
"I decided that I would drive over to Khalid's home today and tell him that you and I had agreed that we could not continue our relationship. I left work at 5:00 and drove straight over to his mansion. When I got there, I noticed that a large For Sale sign had been placed at the front entrance, right off the road. I drove up the driveway to the front door and there was a fancy Black BMW parked in the circle right at the front of the house. I parked behind it and walked up to the front door. I rang the doorbell and after a minute the door opened. Before me stood a heavy-set older Arab-looking man.
"Mrs. Hickson, hello." He said as he looked at me.
"Hi I am here to see Khalid. Is he here?" I asked with a smile even though I was quite startled that this stranger knew my name.
"No, I am afraid not. You have missed him. He's gone." He said gravely.
"Gone? Gone where?" I asked completely puzzled; the smile leaving my face.
"Back to our country. Back to Saudi Arabia. Won't you come in? I've made tea." He offered and I followed him inside the house. He closed and locked the front doors and began leading me into the den. I remembered the manly décor of the wood-paneled room from my previous visits. For some reason it made me shudder inside.
"Please have a seat Mrs. Hickson. Tea?" He asked reaching for a china pot on a small table between the couch and a chair. They were both upholstered in fine dark-red leather. I began to sit down onto the leather couch and remembered to lift my skirt and sit directly on the seat with my bare buttocks, as I had been taught by Khalid. The Arab man seemed to take notice of my behavior but said nothing as he began to pour the steaming liquid into two matching china teacups. The leather was cool on my bare backside.
"Lemon and sugar?" He asked and I nodded as he, using tongs, placed one cube of sugar and one slice of lemon upon my saucer.
"Thank you Mr..." I said.
"Al-Kaziz, Mr. Mahmoud Al-Kaziz." He said as he poured a small amount of milk into his tea.
"Mr. Al-Kaziz, thank you." I said and he handed me a plate with several small cookies atop of it.
"Your welcome Jan. May I call you Jan?" He asked solemnly as I handed him back the plate of cookies.
"Yes, please and I can call you?" I asked with a smile as I picked up one of the cookies.
"Mr. Al-Kaziz." He replied and I looked for a smile, as if this was a joke, but there was neither.
"All right then." I said kind of put out. "About Khalid?" I sipped my hot tea. The taste was pleasant. Al-Kaziz took a sip of his own tea, swallowed and then turned to me.
"He wanted to tell you himself but he was called away unexpectedly and they all left before dawn this morning. There has been some changes in the Saud royal family and everyone was called back. There is to be a realignment of the hierarchy and it concerns Khalid." He explained.
"I see." I replied as I started to feel sad.
"If you had made a commitment to Khalid you would now be on your way to the kingdom but..." His voice trailed off. "Instead you are here and that opportunity no longer exists for you."
"It was something that I was not ready to do." I replied and felt a tear slide down my cheek.
"Yes that is true." He said as he sipped his own tea.
"The house is for sale?" I asked already knowing the answer, having seen the large sign planted in the lawn, but wanting to change the subject.
"Yes that is why I am here. It is my duty to liquidate the estate. The kingdom has no further use for it. Your employing firm will handle the necessary paperwork and filings."
"My firm?" I asked puzzled that he would know of my employer.
"Yes of course Johnson, Warner, and Keys." He said.
"How do you know these things about me?"
"My dear Jan that is my role with the kingdom. I vetted you as soon as we became aware of your, shall we say, entanglement with Khalid." With that he reached over and retrieved a large folder that had my name on the top of it. He skimmed through it a second and then handed it to me.
"As you can see we know everything about you, and your husband...and your family." He remarked as I began leafing through the contents of the folder. It did indeed contain everything about both of us since the moment we were born until today. There were even pictures of the two of us and our families.
"I am impressed but why did you create this file on me?" I asked.
"It is important to know who we are involved with and the depth of that involvement. It is for everyone's protection, even yours." He replied as he retrieved an IPad mini and after tapping in some code, handed it to me. I video was playing on the screen. I could not believe the quality of the video. It showed me, nude, sucking on Khalid's large cock. There appeared to be other videos as well.
"What will happen to these?" I asked as I handed the IPad back to him. I felt myself blushing and I had broken out into a sweat.
"That is a great question and the answer will depend on the outcome of our conversation today." He replied cryptically.
"I do not understand what you are saying Mr. Al-Kaziz."
"It will be apparent to you when we are finished here tonight." He sat and stared at me for a few minutes as I continued to sweat.
"Jan after the house is sold I will not be returning to Saudi; this is my home. I have many important business relationships in this area that will need to be maintained for many years. I have a home of my own here as well as a family." He explained as I sat and listened.
"How does this concern me?" I asked still puzzled.
"Jan, I am seeking a similar relationship with you that you had with Khalid however our relationship will be unique. I am not as crude as to have your nipples destroyed with bells. Nor will your lovely female genitalia be mutilated or surgically altered. And I must say your labia are simply beautiful; so pink with light-gray edges, and so flawless."
I was now becoming not just embarrassed I was mortified that he knew these intimate details about me. I could feel my entire head and chest flush red. I did not know what to say so I sat quietly. He continued.
"You are lovelier than your pictures or the videos do you justice. I understand Khalid's adoration of you. I am glad that you did not accept his offer. Anyway, you and I need to come to an agreement and negotiate all of the details for our relations over the next few days. Your employer has assigned you to me for these negotiations. We will develop a binding contract."
"What! My employer did what?" I asked angrily.
"I know your employers very well, very well indeed. The three partners and I often meet professionally as well as socially. I called and discussed a need that my firm has for an information technologist. We met earlier today and signed a contract for your services for one day per week; more if required." He explained.
"I do not understand any of this." I sputtered as I tried to make sense of his statement.
"Jan, your firm allowed us to purchase consulting services from you at a rate of $1000 per hour plus expenses for 52 weeks. I am sure you will be told the terms of the contract tomorrow at work. You will begin working for me on Monday morning at 8:30 a.m. until 5:30 p.m. with a break for lunch of course." He said as I took in every word.
"How can they do that?" I asked.
"My dear, we are your firm's largest client, if we want additional hours they will assign you to us."
"What will be the requirements of my job?" I asked.
"I believe that you will learn the requirements as we go. Let me pour you more tea while I go over them with you. There are some additional papers for you to sign as well."
I simply nodded in response and took a sip of the newly poured tea.
"Jan on Monday morning, precisely at 8:30, you will report to an address in the Monroe building, 35th floor."
"Okay where will I park?" I asked obtusely.
"That will be discussed at a later date and time. Now before we go any further I would like you to remove your clothing and stand before me." He directed.
"I will not." I replied and went to stand up and leave.
"Ah Jan, you have already forgotten the dossier we have compiled on you. Perhaps you would like to review it again with me. Or maybe you would like to review the videos." He said and then he picked up a television remote and pressed a button on it. The 70" screen on the wall illuminated and a video began playing. It was of me, on my knees, having anal sex and screaming out an orgasm on Khalid's cock. There was no mistaking the identity of the woman in the video as my face was clearly visible. He let it play for a several minutes and then paused it.
"That's enough. I understand." I said quietly for I knew he had me.
"No I do not believe that you do. Your employers would find this video very interesting as they have a reputation in the community to uphold. Your parents, Robert and Anna, would find your behavior disturbing, perhaps even crushing. The internet would enjoy displaying your lewd cavorting for the world. There are vast audiences for multi-racial sexual escapades." He said with emphasis.
I hesitated a few moments for I knew then that I was defeated. I stood and began unbuttoning my blouse. I pulled it out of the waistband of my skirt. I took it off and placed it on to the couch. Al-Kaziz nodded. I then released the button and unzipped the zipper on the side of the skirt and let it fall to the floor. I stepped out of the skirt and placed it atop the blouse. With shaking legs I walked over and stood nude, save for my shoes, before Al-Kaziz. He smiled a greasy smile at me while his eyes roamed over my body.
"Jan you are the loveliest woman who has ever displayed herself before me." Then he raised his hand and with one finger motioned for me to turn around. I did until my backside was facing him. I felt his hand on my butt and sucked in a breath.
"Turn back around and face me." I complied and glared into his eyes. He then ran his hand over my thighs and slid it over my vaginal area.
"Kneel before me." He said in a commanding voice and I knelt like a school-girl in church. He placed both of his hands on my shoulders and looked me straight in the eyes.
"You may now get dressed again."
I put my clothing on as quickly as I could as I did not want to be nude in front of this disgusting man any longer than I had to be. After I was dressed he had me sit back down on the couch. I remembered to lift my skirt before I sat down. I looked over and Al-Kaziz had a noticeable bulge in his trousers. He gave me a smile.
"Jan here is my offer to you. I require a mistress; a very beautiful and submissive mistress. That can be you but it is totally your decision. I will require your services one day per week. You will receive a substantial raise from your employer as well as remuneration from myself." He explained clearly and directly.
"What if I am not interested?" I asked quietly.
"Then this will end right now. You may have the file, the videos, and hopefully keep your employment with the firm. All record of your association with the kingdom will be destroyed. We never met and we never had this conversation." He replied.
"Just like that? It's over?" I asked astonished.
"Yes that is the case however I want you to spend some time pondering this offer. Do not act impulsively."
"Why would I even consider such a crazy proposition?" I asked sassily.
"Right now, take your right index finger and touch your vagina. If you are moist then perhaps this is the opportunity that you are seeking. If not... then I am mistaken." He said with a nod of his head.
I figured that he had already seen me nude so this should not be that difficult. I slipped my right hand under my skirt. I spread my thigh and hesitantly touched my vagina. I was not moist, and I was not damp, I was literally soaked. I felt myself blushing as I realized what I was feeling. Al-Kaziz watched me as I performed this lewd act in front of him. He knew that I was aroused and ready. I did not know what to say or do so I sat there on the couch with my now wet finger held against my inner-thigh, under my skirt.
"I believe that you have a decision to make. Here is my card. I expect to hear from you no later than 10:00am tomorrow." With that he stood and handed me the business card. I stood at the same time and he escorted me out of the room and to the front door. He opened the heavy front door and without saying another word to me motioned with his arm for me to go. I walked out the door, felt, and heard it close immediately behind me.
I stood on the front porch for about a minute pondering what had just transpired between me and Mr. Al-Kaziz. I looked at the gray-colored business card in my hand. I read it again.
Mahmoud Al-Kaziz
Representative
Kingdom of Saudi Arabia
Monroe Building
xxx.xxx.xxxx
I opened my purse and placed the card inside, for future reference; just in case. I slowly walked to my Prius and got inside. I sat staring out the windshield at the house. Nothing seemed real. Things had happened too quickly for me to process. As I drove home I felt a deep sadness and loss. For some strange reason I began to cry. No matter how I tried I could not stem the flow of tears down my cheeks. It was difficult to drive through my tears so I found a side street where I could pull over. I stopped the car and sat motionless with tears still running down my face and off from my chin. I began to sob loudly.
After a period of time no more tears could flow as I had cried myself dry.
I blew my nose and looked in the mirror. I looked as I felt; pathetic. Somehow I found my way home. I waited a few minutes in the driveway before I pulled into the garage. How could I face you? What would I tell you? The best way would be the truth.
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I had arrived back to the hotel at 1:30 and after the phone call to Justin I put on my bathing suit and went to lay out by the pool. I received several texts throughout the afternoon from Steve. The texts were fairly tame for the first hour but by 3:00 he was becoming quite suggestive and I was getting more and more aroused. My pussy was wet by the fourth sext and I dove into the pool to cool off some.
My bathing suit that I normally wear to a hotel swimming pool is quite conservative and does not reveal much to anyone, today however, I wore something I would not even have considered a week ago. Steve had purchased it for me when we went shopping for club wear and called it a Wicked Weasel or something like that. It was a micro bikini in that the bottom was a true string bikini with just a small patch of sheer unlined material to cover my bare pussy. The top consisted of two small unlined triangles that covered my nipples. A great deal of sunscreen was required to cover the white skin that had not seen sunshine since I was a child. I had worn a cover-up, from my room to the pool, but there was no one else around, so I was not too shy to lay out barely covered. I was reading, napping, and enjoying the sun until I heard voices that roused me from my nap.
The voices were two men, who appeared to be in their 40's, who were lounging around the pool and had not noticed me at first. Once they had seen me laying out almost nude they decided to come over and get acquainted. They took up the two reclining chairs on either side of me. They introduced themselves and asked me if I was interested in having one of the beers that they had brought with them in a small cooler.
"Hi I'm Dave and this is my buddy Mike, can we offer you a beer, if you are old enough?" The taller of the two asked as he held out a cold Bud light to me.
"Hi I'm Jan. A beer sounds great but no thank you." I replied with a shy smile. I had suddenly realized that I was showing these two older men all but my pussy and nipples and it embarrassed me.
"You sure? You are looking pretty hot." Mike said as he offered me his hand and a smile.
"Well maybe one since it is so hot and you are being so nice." I replied as I took the offered beer. I took a sip and it tasted wonderful.
"That's quite the suit you are wearing young lady." Dave said as he eyed me up and down.
"Thank you sir, do you like it?" I said with a teasing lilt to my voice.
"Like it? We absolutely love it. Well actually I love what's in it." Dave said as he continued to look at my cameltoe created by the suit. I blushed and looked away. My cell made a tone and I knew I had another text from Steve. I picked up my phone and looked at the screen.
"I see you have picked up a couple of admirers." Was his message.
"I guess so, are you here?" I typed back.
"Yes and I see you are wearing the weasel." Came back on the screen.
"Yes do you like it?" I replied back to him.
"Yes but do they like it?"
"It appears that way as they can't stop staring at me and they both have bulges in their suits." I replied.
"I think you should keep teasing them." He typed to me.
"Oh? They think I am young." I replied.
"Good!! How old do they think you are?" He asked.
"Not sure. Not old enough to drink."
"Great maybe they want to see you without the suit." He typed.
"I know you'd like that." I typed back to him.
"Exactly!  Maybe they want to see more of you." He typed.
"You wish! ;) " I replied and put down my phone.
Dave and Mike explained to me that they were in town for couple of days on a consulting assignment and things had gone so well they were planning to celebrate before heading out the next day. The first beer went down so well that after I finished the last sip Mike handed me another cold bottle. I took a quick sip and announced that I had to use the lady's room and quickly went in search of it. When I returned Steve was standing with Dave and Mike enjoying one of their beers and engaged in a serious conversation. When they saw me return the three of them kind of moved apart and made room for me to stand with them.
"Oh hi Steve, I see that you have met Dave and Mike." I said with a smile.
"Yes I have and they are some really nice guys." He smiled back. "They want to take us to dinner with them; or at least you."
"Oh really." I exclaimed in a friendly way while giving him a nudge with my hip.
"Yes and I asked them to join us for a drink in our room after we finish these beers." He replied while giving me a look that I could not figure out.
"Oh okay, well I better get upstairs and out of this suit if we are going to be having a drink." I said innocently as I had another drink of my beer.
"We'd all like to see that. Wait for us!" Dave said with a loud laugh and the other guys joined in. I felt myself turning red and knew I had said something wrong.
"I meant and into some clothes." I said emphatically. The guys voiced their disappointment and I tried to laugh it off.
"Well Jan and I are going up, come up to our room, 314, when you guys are ready." Steve said as he put his arm around my waist and started guiding me towards the elevators.
"Give us 10 minutes. Mike said as Steve and I walked into the building.
"They seem like fun guys." I said to Steve as we walked toward the elevator.
"Hey want to try something new and fun? Stretch your sexual horizons a little bit?' Steve asked with a wink and a grin as we got into the elevator. The door closed behind us.
"Like what?" I asked suspiciously as we faced each other and the elevator began its assent. Steve leaned in for a kiss. We held each other in a tight embrace and his tongue entered my mouth as he grabbed my bare ass. I could feel his erection against my tummy.
"Do you still trust me?" He asked as he held me in his arms.
"Yeah." I said as I looked up at him.
"Have we been having fun?
"Yes." I admitted.
"Haven't we done some hot and exciting things today?" he asked.
"Oh yes Steve, it has been so hot." I agreed.
"Well this will be even hotter." He offered as I felt him begin to squeeze and massage my butt some more.
"Okay, okay I'll try it. What is it?" I begged. I don't know if it was the beer, or the sexy swimwear, or Steve's reminders, or his hands on my ass, but I was getting more and more aroused.
"Those two guys think you are a hooker? They both want to fuck you." Steve answered as he pulled me tighter against him.
"I knew they wanted to fuck me but a hooker?" I exclaimed as I felt myself getting wetter. I needed Steve's dick badly.
"Jan let's just let this play out. It could be lots of fun and something new and sexy." Steve said as the door dinged and we got out on the 3rd floor.
"I don't know Steve." I answered as we began walking down the hall to our room.
"Trust me okay?" He asked as he unlocked the door to our room.
"Okay." I replied as he pulled me into the room.
I was feeling nervous and excited at the same time. My pussy was wet and I was horny but I was also feeling kind of shy and embarrassed too. Steve slid his hand into my bathing suit bottoms and down to my very wet pussy.
"Um it feels like you like this idea." He said with an amused look.
"You just turn me on so much Steve. Do we have time to fuck?" I asked as I spread my legs and let him slip his finger into my needy pussy.
"No but you can suck my cock until they knock on the door." Steve said as he undid his shorts and pulled out his stiff cock.
I sunk to my knees before him and began licking and kissing his large manhood. Steve took my head in his hands and held it while I opened my mouth and began to take him inside of it. He was just starting to enter my mouth when there was a loud knock on the hotel room door. We both reacted as if we were teenagers just caught making out in my parent's basement. We both jumped up and straightened our clothes. Then we looked at each other and broke out in laughter at our silly behavior.
"You go into the bathroom and fix your hair and makeup. Leave your suit on. I will make them some drinks."
I agreed and went into the bathroom. I peed and then tidied-up my pussy and tried to blot up some of my wetness. I heard Steve and the two guys talking and laughing in the other room. They were loud and obnoxious. I reapplied my eye makeup and put on a fresh coat of lip gloss. A quick brush through my hair and I took a good look at myself in the mirror. I was looking hot and horny and feeling slutty and scared. I applied some perfume on my neck, wrists, and between my breasts. I shyly opened the door and walked out on shaky legs.
"Hey there she is; our guest of honor, Jan!" Said Dave loudly as I came into view.
Let's see you in the light." Mike said as I walked over to stand between the three men. Steve gave me a big smile and asked me if I wanted a Tanqueray and tonic. I told him I did and he walked over to the other side of the room to our makeshift bar.
"Steve tells us that you just graduated from high school and this is all new to you." Dave said as he slipped his arm around my waist. I felt kind of funny with him this close but gave him a shy smile instead.
"That's true." I said as I played along with Steve's story.
Dave was rubbing my side with his hand and it appeared to be moving upwards to my breast. I wanted to stop him but Steve approached with my drink and I took it from him. The glass was cold in my hand. I took a large sip and realized that Steve had either neglected to stir it or had made me a double. The aroma of lime and juniper berries entered my nose as I tried not to gag as the alcohol burned in my mouth and throat.
"Thanks Steve." I said with a hint of sarcasm as I took another sip.
"Drink up little lady as we're going to have a party." Mike said as he too put his arm around my waist and I now had a man on either side of me. The feeling in the room was charged with sexual energy. I had two horned-up men squeezing and rubbing up against me like cats in heat. I was wet and aroused, from this new game; I had already had two beers, and was halfway through my G & T. I felt like I was on an out of control train.
Dave pulled me close and kissed up my neck until he reached my ear. His hand had left my side and was now on my ass cheek. Mike was moving his hand onto my other butt cheek.
"Um Jan I can't wait to see all of you naked." Dave whispered into my ear and he began to rub and squeeze my butt. I was feeling really hot and horny all of a sudden.
About this time I realized that Steve had begun playing some sexy soul music on his IPad. I finished my drink and started to set my glass down when Steve reached over and took it from my hand.
"Anyone else need a refill?" He called as he looked over at the three of us with a wide grin. The two guys who were mauling me both asked for refills and Steve quickly complied. My head was starting to feel light and my pussy was starting to swell with desire. I took my drink and the three of us toasted "to new friends" and took a large swallow. Damn another double.
Dave, who was the more aggressive of the two men, sat down on the bed and pulled me onto his lap. I plopped down with a giggle. I wiggled my little thong-clad ass on his lap and felt his erect cock underneath me. He looked at my breasts through my top as his hand found my thigh. He spoke into my ear but a bit louder than a whisper.
"You are just the hottest little thing that ever sat on my lap. You got me all excited baby." I giggled and wiggled some more.
"Oh Dave you are such a naughty man." I teased. His hand slid up my thigh and I felt him getting close to my pussy. I went to stand up but he held me down on his lap a little tighter.
"Where you going Jani?" He asked as he kissed my neck and ear. I turned to look him in the eye and in doing so his kiss moved to my lips and we began to suck face. His tongue roughly entered my mouth and I tried to pull back.
"Hey Dave save something for later." Steve said pleasantly as he walked over to take my hand and help me from his lap.
"Jan lose the top so the boys can see what you've been teasing them with all afternoon." Steve commanded as he let go of my hand and took my drink from me.
I was feeling so horny and so ready that I reached behind me and, with a big wink, I untied the strings and my top fell off from me revealing my bare breasts and stiffening pink nipples. The two guys stared at my breasts and I could feel myself getting all red from my face to my boobs from the excitement of revealing myself to these two older men.
"Hey don't everybody stare." Steve said with a laugh breaking the silence. We all laughed then and I sat back down on Dave's lap. I could feel his hard cock poking my butt. We all laughed, and talked, and had another drink. The conversation was light and flirty.
"Okay Jan they need to see the rest of the package. Come over here." Steve directed me so I got off from Dave's lap and swayed on over to him.
"So who wants to take off Jan's bottoms? Anybody? Anybody?" he said with barker's voice.
"I do." Dave offered.
"No me, It's my turn." Said Mike.
"What's it worth guys? $10?" He asked them while I stood there mortified.
"I'll give you 10." Said Mike.
"$25." Called Dave.
"$30." Mike countered.
"I'm out." Said Dave and Mike got out $30 and gave it to Steve.
"No pay the lady." Steve countered directing Mike to hand it to me. He did and I put it on the dresser while I blushed furiously. I felt like such a whore all of a sudden.
"Okay then Mike you have the honor." Steve said as Mike faced me. He looked me up and down and then got down on his knees before me. I stood rock still in front of him shaking a little inside. He stared at my swimming suit covered pubis and licked his lips. He moved his hands to each side of my body and he slipped his fingers underneath the strings of the suit. I stood still and waited for his next move. He began tugging the suit downward and slowly my pussy was revealed to the three men.
"Oh my God she is beautiful!" Exclaimed Dave. "Her body is perfect." Mike who was still on his knees buried his nose into my crotch and took a deep inhale.
"The scent of heaven." He said as he rubbed his nose up and down my slit.
"She is 18, right?" Asked Dave. "Don't want to get in too much trouble." He grinned.
"Just." Steve answered as he grinned at Dave and gave him a wink.
"Ah." Replied Dave as he kept examining my nude body. Eventually Mike got up from his knees and placed his hand on my bare pussy mound. He began to slide his finger in-between my pussy lips when Steve spoke up.
"Okay guys, that's it for now. Let's finish this round and get ready for your big night out." He said with a friendly voice but with a clear directive. Mike and Dave soon left the room and Steve pulled me into his arms.
"God Steve I am so horny right now, let's fuck." I said to him as he held me in his arms with his hands on both of my still nude butt cheeks.
"We will but not now; we have to get you ready for dinner with your two dates." He said as he broke from the embrace and stood back to look at me.
"Steve how old do they think I am?" I asked.
"Oh 18." Was his answer.
"What?"
"Yep I told them that you just graduated from high school this spring and you just started working for me." He replied.
"Really? They think I am that young? I don't know whether I should be flattered or insulted." I exclaimed.
"Flattered definitely flattered." He said. "Men like fucking teenaged women."
"Okay. What do you mean working for you?"
"Oh I just told them that you were an escort and I was your manager." He replied.
"Manager? More like pimp." I answered sarcastically.
"Same thing and they knew it too. Now go get in the shower and shave that pussy again." He said as he gave me a sharp swat on the ass. "You need to look 18."
After a hot steamy shower where I shaved my legs, pits and pussy I climbed out and began drying off. Steve entered the room naked and took the towel from me and began drying my back. He lingered on my butt and legs. He handed me back the towel and I wrapped it around my wet hair.
He was looking hot and sexy standing there in the bathroom with me naked. I was feeling quite aroused by all of the earlier sex talk so I reached for his semi-erect cock. It felt thick and warm in my hand.
"What do you think that you are doing Jan?" He asked with a smirk as I felt his cock begin to grow.
"How about a quickie?" I asked in my most seductive voice. He looked right at me and then grabbed my left breast firmly.
"No you have to get ready for your date and I need to take a shower. Now stop!"
"God you're mean." I said with a pout and began toweling my hair. He did not reply but instead stepped into the shower. I was going to ask if I could wash his back but instead I got out the blow drier and began drying my shoulder-length, soft, dark-brown hair.
An hour later, found me dressed in one of the Clubwear dresses, that Steve had purchased for me, just a few days before. I was looking hot. I had applied more makeup than normal as Steve had sent me back into the bathroom to re-apply my false eyelashes and more makeup.
"Jan you need to look like a hot and sexy teenaged hooker tonight not a housewife." He insisted that I wear a pair of shoes with 5 inch hooker heels though I could barely walk in them. They did complement the sexy dark green dress that I was wearing. It showed a lot of cleavage and was form fitting in that it clung to my ass and flat tummy. I had to admit that I looked young and sexy.
The two guys arrived as I was splashing on a bit of cologne in the bathroom and I heard Steve let them in to the room. There was some soft discussion going on between the three men and I could barely make out some of the words. I heard things like. "Only 18 but that's still legal." "Yes she will do that." "Both sure." "All night will cost you more." "Yes 350." "Thanks guys." Then I walked out of the door to greet my two dates for the evening. After hearing those bits and pieces I was truly feeling like a piece of meat being bartered for sale. It made me feel ashamed but excited at the same time. I was feeling apprehensive about taking this any further and I believe that Steve understood this as he asked me to talk with him in the other room for a minute.
"So what's going on? How you feeling?" He asked while looking at me and rubbing my bare shoulders.
"Steve, I don't think I can do this. I am not a prostitute." I stated emphatically.
"No one said you were sweetie. This is just another sexual adventure. You and I both know it is just for fun." He replied somberly as he continued to try to get me to relax.
"They don't! They think I am some 18 year-old hooker." I said in reply starting to feel the tension in my shoulders lessen.
"And you should be flattered. They don't know that you are 26. You have the body and the beauty of a teenager. Isn't that something?"
"Yeah but they are paying to have sex with me." I whined.
"Yeah so that should be flattering too. Two men want to pay $350 just to fuck you. Hey you wanted to expand your sexual horizons, right?" He asked.
"Yes but..." I started to say but he cut me off.
"No yes buts. Have we had some hot adventures so far?" He asked while now just holding me.
"Yes we have but..." I replied.
"Have I hurt you? Has anyone hurt you? Hasn't it been fun?" He asked.
"No one has hurt me and yes it's been fun but..." I replied.
"Do you trust me?" He asked now looking me directly in the eyes.
"Yes Steve I do." I replied earnestly.
"Then give this a try. At the very least you will have dinner and drinks with two guys that are falling all over each other over you and paying money just to spend time with you."
"Okay I will try it but I am not a prostitute." I said as he bent down and gave me a deep kiss. His tongue danced with mine for a few seconds and then we broke apart.



"Now go out and have some fun. I will talk to Justin this evening." He said as he opened the door and we walked back into the other room.
Dave and Mike had made themselves comfortable and also a couple of drinks while they waited for us. They were sitting in two chairs talking and laughing when we entered the room. They both stood as I approached them.
"There is the star of the evening." Said Dave as he reached for me and gave me a hug and a kiss on the cheek.
"The belle of the ball." Mike offered as he waited his turn and as he broke his hug with me his hand slid down my back and onto my butt. "You look so sexy Jan. I could just eat you up." I smiled and let him have his feel.
"Speaking of eating where are you two gentlemen taking me?" I asked as I felt myself moisten from Mike's hand on my ass.
"Nothing but the best; Ruth's Chris Steak House." Dave said as he finished his drink and looked at me. "Jan you look so hot in that dress. I can't wait to see what's under it again." I giggled and beamed at the two men.
"Hey it's time to run we have a reservation for 8:00." Said Mike as he walked to the hotel room door. "Do we have to have her home at any special time?"
"No you kids just go and have fun." Steve replied with a large grin as he shook both of their hands and ushered us out the door.
I quietly attempted to let myself into my hotel room and not wake Steve who was most likely sleeping as it was after midnight. The door lock made a noise as I slowly closed the door. I stood still and listened to see if I had awakened Steve. No sounds so I crept further into the room. I could make out the lump in the occupied bed due to the dim light from the bathroom. Perfect. I would be able to cleanup and then slid into bed next to Steve. I felt that I needed to be hugged badly.
It had been an interesting night to say the least. The dinner was expensive and tasty and we drank wine all through dinner. After dinner I had come back to the hotel with Dave and Mike and went to their hotel room. We all got naked and had a three-way. I did not want to think or talk about it and I simply needed sleep. Steve had other ideas.
As soon as I slipped my dress off Steve came up behind me grabbed me into a tight embrace. At first it startled me but his warmth and soft kisses on the top of my head belayed my anxiety. He gently turned me around to face him.
"So how did it go?" He asked as he looked into my eyes.
"Oh okay I guess." I replied meekly. I was barely holding myself together and could not say more for there was large lump in my throat. I looked away from his gaze.
"Just okay? Let's get into bed and you can tell me everything." He said as he grasped my chin and forced me to look him in the eye. I stared back at him for a moment and tears welled up into my eyes. He took my hand and led me back to the unmade bed.
Steve pulled me down on top of him as we tumbled onto the bed. He had his arms around me and for some reason I felt safe and I relaxed. I continued to cry. I was feeling so ashamed at what I had just been doing for the past few hours. I was not raised like this and I had a respectable life and I had been acting like a total slut. Steve patted my back and let me cry myself out for a few minutes.
"There, there. It's okay." He said softly as he continued to caress me.
"Oh Steve I was so slutty. If Justin ever found out how I acted he would leave me." I sobbed.
"No Jan. No he won't. He wanted this remember. He wants you to be a hotwife, a slut, and a whore. Remember?" He said reassuringly as he now started massaging my ass.
"Yes a hotwife but not a hooker."
"It was a new experience for you. You'll get over it and enjoy it the next time." He replied.
"The next time? There will be no next time Steve. I am not a whore." I said through my tears. Steve now had a hand on each of my ass-cheeks and was rubbing and squeezing them. It felt nice.
"Sure there will. You enjoyed the sex, right? You came right? Tonight we will try something else that will be even more fun." He said soothingly.
"Yes I enjoyed it and yes I came a few times but I am done." I said as I felt myself getting excited by his actions with my backside.
"We'll see but I have a special party planned for you tonight." He said mysteriously as he rolled me onto my side and began planting kisses on my neck and breasts.
"A party? What kind of party?" I asked with a slight moan as I leaned down to kiss him.
"Oh I think that you are going to love this party. Now tell me everything about tonight." He said firmly as he avoided my kiss. "Your breath smells like cock."
I awoke on Wednesday morning feeling refreshed and a tad sore from all of the sex I had been having lately. After I told Steve the details of my night as an 18 year-old hooker he had hot nasty sex with me. He called it reclaiming me. He had me cumming on his cock in no time but he held back from his own pleasure from my pussy as he had other ideas.
My ass felt kind of strange as I had just taken Steve large cock into it the night before and it was my first anal sex. It was uncomfortable at first and then it actually hurt but Steve was patient and with a lot of lube, a lot of gentle persuasion, and some good smoke he eventually got his entire cock into my little rectum. As he slowly established a good rhythm, pushing his cock in and pulling it back out, I got so not only could I tolerate it but it actually felt quite sexy taking a cock into my anal passage. Steve rubbed my clit while he fucked my ass and I actually had a strong orgasm and he filled me with his cum. I could get to liking this I had thought at the time.
I reached beneath the covers and felt Steve's morning wood. The sensation in my ass and the memories made me horny so I figured why not? I slipped my head below the cover and began licking his erect member. I took the head into my mouth and I felt Steve stirring and he also let out a little moan. I took this to be a good sign so I began moving my mouth up and down on his cock as I gently sucked on it. I felt his hands reach down and hold my head.
"That's nice baby keep going." He said as he pushed me a little further down onto his cock. I worked on blowing him for about five minutes when I heard speak again.
"Oh Jan you really know how to suck cock maybe you should climb up here and ride it." That was exactly what I wanted to hear so I pulled myself off from his slippery and thick member and climbed up his muscular body. Soon I was straddling his cock.
"Fuck me baby." I exclaimed as I slid down his thickness.
"No, you want it so badly; you do all of the work." He said quite directly. I then began riding up and down on his nice cock. I was really feeling it and I knew that an orgasm was approaching.
"You like fucking my cock don't you, you little whore?" He asked as he let me ride up and down without any help from him.
"Yes I do." I moaned. His use of the word whore turned me on for some reason.
"Do you like fucking all of those cocks with your whore's pussy?" He then asked.
"Oh yeah, yeah I do." I moaned and then I felt myself go over the cliff and I orgasmed on his cock.
"Hey wait I am supposed to cum first." He said as I felt myself enjoying the orgasm.
"Oh I can't." I cried as I just collapsed on top of him enjoying the small after-quakes from my cumming.
"That's okay I will just pound you myself." He said as he pulled his cock from my pussy and turned me over. He pulled me to my knees and began poking at my asshole with his cock.
"Hey what are you doing?" I asked trying to stop his intrusion.
"It's my ass and I want some of it right now." He demanded and he began pushing his slippery cock into my still bruised hole.
I tried to stop him but he was stronger and I had just cum on his cock so I let him slip the mushroom shaped head into my anal passage. It hurt but not nearly as bad as the night before. I tried to relax as he had taught me and with a stab of pain into my abdomen he got the entire head past my anal ring. I groaned loudly to let him know of my pain. He paid no attention and kept pushing more of his dick into me until I felt his body against me. The pain was so intense that I just froze.
"How's that?" He asked as he held me tightly from behind.
"It hurts dammit. Take it out Steve!" I cried but he simply chuckled and began establishing his fucking rhythm of in and out. I could barely move and I felt the tears well-up in my eyes and begin to spill out. After a few minutes I realized that I could only feel a dull ache in my ass and not the searing pain from the beginning.
"Damn you sure have a great ass. I want to fuck it every day." He chortled as he kept his pace.
"But I don't like it." I replied and then I realized that I was now matching his movements. My hand moved down between my legs and I slowly began stroking my engorged clit. Steve came with a large shout and I felt his seed squirt into my body through my ass. I had not cum again myself and felt disappointed as he slowly pulled his spent cock from my ass.
"That was great Jan. Now clean me up." He ordered; as he lay contently back down onto the bed with his arms behind his head. I started to get out of bed and he grabbed my arm.
"Where are you going?" He asked as he looked into my eyes.
"To get something to clean you up." I replied looking back at him.
"No. Use your mouth." He said as he tried to pull me back towards his cock.
"What? It has been in my ass!" I exclaimed.
"Yep. Now use that whore mouth and clean me up." He ordered.
"No! And why do you keep calling me a whore?" I demanded as I glared at him.
"Because you are a whore." He replied as he again tried to pull me toward his cock.
"No I am not." I replied vehemently.
"Oh yes you are." He replied. "Let's see you fucked four guys for money on Sunday morning didn't you?"
"Yes but I..." I replied before he cut me off.
"You fucked two guys for money just last night didn't you?" He asked.
"Yes but that was all in fun." I explained.
"Fun or not, you were paid to fuck and suck right?" He demanded.
"Yes." I answered and lowered my head.
"You met a pimp Sunday night, smoked dope naked with him in his car, then sucked and fucked his cock, didn't you?" He waited for an answer.
"Yes but..." I stammered knowing what I had done those three times.
"You fucked my boss over a coffee table in his office right?"
"Yeah." I replied and felt myself becoming ashamed.
"You then sucked off Jerry in the car right afterwards didn't you?"
"Yeah but..." I started to reply.
"Jan face it you are a whore plain and simple. A very sexy whore but a whore none-the-less." I could see his logic but still resisted.
"But Steve we were just playing, expanding my horizons." I explained.
"True, true but you took to it like a fish to water. How about we call Justin and I will show him the pics and videos and ask him if he thinks you are a whore." Steve offered.
"No Steve, please?" I begged.
"I am sure he will want to know what his whore wife was doing since the moment he left on Sunday. We can let him be the judge."
"No, Steve, no. I replied softly.
"Then get your whore mouth down there and lick my cock and balls clean; I won't tell you again." He ordered.
I looked at him for a full minute, debating whether I wanted Justin to know what I had been doing since he left, and then I bent down to lick Steve's cock. His cock looked as it usually does when he withdraws it from my cummy pussy; kind of glazed. I stuck my tongue out and gave it a tentative lick. It did not taste bad. It tasted like cum. So I decided to take a larger lick. I could taste something on his cock but so far nothing too repulsive. I felt hot tears rolling down my cheeks as I opened my mouth and took his cock into it.
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On Tuesday evening I received a call from Steve just after I had gotten back from dinner. I had been working all day on some compatibility problems between the hardware at the remote sites and the software at the main office. I was just going to sit down and call Jan when my phone chimed. I looked at the screen and was disappointed at first as I was hoping that Jan was on the phone but then I thought maybe Steve had some exciting news about my hotwife Jan.
"Hey Justin. How's it going?" Steve booming voice came over the speaker in my cell.
"Steve. I am glad you called. I am making some headway and want to run a test tomorrow on the remotes and then if things work a full-test on Thursday." I replied.
"That is good to hear. What type of test?" He asked. I explained my plan and he agreed that it sounded like I was making some real progress.
"Yes Steve I am making some excellent progress. How about you on the hotwife front?" I asked hoping to hear a hot story.
"Justin I have been making great progress myself or should I say your sexy wife is making great progress." He said with a smile to his voice.
"Really? Please tell me everything." I asked feeling my dick starting to stir in my boxers.
"Okay but you may want to take your cock out and stroke it for this one." He said with a laugh.
"Really? Okay it is out." I said with breathless excitement.
"Justin you are too easy!"
"Thanks Steve so is she truly a hotwife? A slut?" I asked with my hand rubbing my balls.
"Justin it went just like I planned it, your wife is truly a slutty whore." He replied.
"Don't keep me in suspense man, tell me." I demanded.
"Okay." He laughed. "Jan is out on a date right now with two guys from the hotel that she picked up at the pool."
"No!" I replied.
"Oh yes she is." He replied with a short laugh.
"That is so hot Steve. Tell me everything." I begged as I stroked my hard cock.
Steve then related the entire story about Jan picking up two guys at the hotel's pool and then going to dinner with them. He told me how they had stripped her in the room before the date was set up and how she willingly complied with being naked in front of all three of them. He then told me about the date and how it went. He told me how slutty she was dressed and how they both were fondling her before they left. I came quickly and we both ended the call. I was satisfied with Steve's work as Jan was now the hotwife of my dreams. I went happily back to work with the excited anticipation of our reunion on Friday.
Later, when we were back at our home, Jan related this story to me about what actually had happened on Wednesday night. She said that she was not so sure that I would want to be with her any more after what she had done on that night. I asked her what she meant and this is what she told me.
I was sitting in the sun wearing my other Wicked Weasel bikini and wondering what the hell was happening to me. The suit was very revealing when dry but when it was wet it was the same as being nude. The suit was skimpy and barely covered my areoles, in fact, if I moved too quickly or without thinking, my entire nipple would pop-out of my suit. The bottoms did not cover much either as the back of it was a t-strap that ran between my cheeks and the front was small and sheer and simply covered my labial lips. It made me feel sexy, horny and slightly embarrassed due to the amount of skin that it showed. I was trying to get over the embarrassment.
Steve was sitting beside me dozing while I send text messages to you telling you how much that I missed you and that I wished that you were here with me. The sun felt great caressing my sunscreen covered skin and if I wasn't so uptight I would have felt wonderful. I was still attempting to make sense of Steve's name calling and of making me admit to being a whore. I knew that it wasn't true but I was enjoying the sexual freedom I had been experiencing. I had had more intense orgasms in the past 5 days with Steve's guidance that I had had in my entire life and I liked it. In fact, I wanted more, I admitted to myself, and if Steve wanted me to admit to being a whore to get more, than I would do that too.
We lay in the sun and swam for a couple of hours and then Steve said that we should go up to the room as he had a growing problem that I needed to attend to personally. I readily agreed as I felt that same way too. In the room Steve pulled my bathing suit top off and began to squeeze my breasts and stimulate my nipples. Almost immediately I felt myself becoming wet and aroused from his actions.
"Get down on your knees and take care of me my little whore." He ordered as he placed both of his hands on my shoulders and pushed downward reinforcing his message. I slowly sunk to my knees and began untying the belt of his bathing suit. His words stung and also aroused me even though I resented his name calling. I felt the growing bulge of his manly cock and I felt my mouth moisten in anticipation of his tasty treat.
"That's it. You know what to do to please a man." He said as I slid his shorts down his legs and freed his erect member. I looked lovingly at his throbbing manhood while licking my lips. I began placing kisses on his cock and balls. His cock felt warm against my lips and I shivered from excitement as I opened my mouth and took the head inside of it. His cock tasted sweet and I savored the taste and the feeling of his soft but hard cock in my mouth. I moaned loudly from the excitement.
"God that feels so good." He replied with a moan of his own. This led to us making love where he was able to make me cum continuously until we both collapsed from exhaustion.
"Hey Jan it is time to wake up we must have dozed off." Said Steve as I awoke groggily from a dream. I jumped at the sound of his voice and he pulled me closer and held me in his arms. I felt so safe and warm that I hugged him back.
"We need to shower and get dressed if we are going to make it to the party."
"Tell me again about this party Steve." I said as I snuggled against him.
"I think that you are really going to like this party. It will truly expand your sexual horizons and make you feel things that you cannot imagine." He explained.
"Really? How much more can you expand them?" I asked as I became more and more awake.
"You have no idea sweetie. How about more orgasms than you can count? Or more cock than you have ever seen; all for you?" He replied as he pulled away and started to get out of bed.
"That sounds yummy so far but what's the catch?" I asked suspiciously.
"Hey there is no catch. You simply have to relax, do as I say, let me help you explore, and enjoy." He answered.
"I do trust you Steve and so far it has been fun." I said as I felt myself becoming aroused again.
"Well you should." He said as he stood up and offered his hand to help me out of bed. "Let's have a few drinks and get ready to go." With that we both walked into the bathroom and looked ourselves in the mirror.
"Excuse me Steve but I need to pee." I said as I stood in front of the toilet.
"So go."
"Um some privacy please." I said shyly.
"Uh no."
"What?" I asked beginning to feel annoyed.
"Hey I have seen every part of you and watched you do all kinds of things; so pee."
"I can't with you watching. I'm kind of shy." I replied.
"There is no privacy for you anymore. What if I was a guy who wanted to watch you pee as foreplay?
"That's not even funny Steve." I replied.
"I'm not trying to be funny. Some guys are really into girls peeing and they pay to watch it." He explained patiently.
"Well I am not into that. So turn around." I ordered.
"Nope. Pee, don't pee, I could care less." He replied. "Now either do it or get into the shower with me." Then he turned on the water and pulled back the curtain for me to enter. Reluctantly I climbed into the shower. The warm water felt great against my body and I felt myself relax. Now I really needed to go.
"Tell you what Jan. You squat down right here and pee while I shower." He said.
I squatted down in the shower feeling very self-conscious. I was embarrassed and ashamed but suddenly I was able to make my bladder relax and with a small fart I began to pee. I was mortified but my belly no longer ached and I suddenly was really squirting. Urine shot from my opening in a large yellow gush. I looked up and Steve was watching intently.
"Oh God Steve don't watch me." I begged.
"Sorry." He said. "But I like to watch and see your facial expressions." I felt so embarrassed but I continued until my bladder was empty. I tried to stand back up but I felt his hand on my shoulder.
"That was so hot. See you can do it."
"That was so gross." I answered as I tried to push myself up from the squatting position.
"You might think so but some guys would pay good money to watch you pee others would pay to have you pee on them. It's their kink." He replied as he still held me. Suddenly I felt a gush of hot water and Steve was urinating all over my chest. He was peeing on my breasts.
"Dammit Steve stop that!" I screamed as he continued to move his cock around as he pissed all over my shoulders and down my front. His urine felt so hot it was like boiling water being sprayed on my breasts.
"Stop this right now!" I screamed as I fought to stand up. With a little squirt he peed right on my face and down my neck, then he stopped.
"Now some guys really get off on that too." He said with a laugh as he let me stand up. I felt so humiliated. I had been made to pee right in front of him and now he was peeing on me.
"What the fuck Steve? I want to go home right now!" I demanded as I began washing the urine from my skin.
Steve reached over and began to wash me gently with a soapy washrag and I felt tears well up in my eyes. His ministrations were gentle but he could not wash the shame of what had just happen from me. Suddenly I just broke down sobbing. I was crying so hard that I could barely breathe.
"Hey Jan, hey." He said softly. "That was all just in fun. I wanted to expand your horizons. Show you something new. Hey." Steve said gently. I could not respond because I was sobbing so hard. Steve pulled me in for a hug and I attempted to pull away but he was too strong. He enveloped me with his thick muscular arms and pulled me in tight. He kissed the top of my head.
"Jan that was just play I did not mean to do anything to you." Steve said as he held me. I continued to cry but not nearly as hard but I still could not respond to him. He rubbed my back gently and tried to calm me.
"I was just trying to show you what turns other people on. Just to see what you would do. I am sorry if I freaked you out." He said soothingly. I finally caught my breath.
"I know." I stuttered between gasps of air. "I'm sorry."
Steve just held me and let me cry it out. He slowly released me and gave me a thorough washing with the coconut body wash that was in the shower. I have to admit that it felt very nice. I stopped crying and just let him clean me. I still felt dirty and shameful from his pee and willed myself to stop thinking about it.
"Hey Jan who's my girl?" Steve said as he tilted my face up to him for a kiss. He placed his lips on mine and I reflexively opened my mouth to his probing tongue. His kiss was so warm and so over-powering that I felt myself relax and I went with the kiss. Soon our tongues were dueling in and out of each other's mouths. I was suddenly feeling very amorous towards Steve and reached down between us to feel his semi-erect cock. I broke his kiss and looked up into his eyes.
"I'm sorry for being such a baby Steve. Let me make it up to you." I whispered seductively as I felt his cock pulse in my hand as he began to grow.
"It is okay sweetie those things happen. You will make it up to me later but we have to go get ready for a party." He said as he shut off the water and reached for a towel.
Hampton Inns have such soft fluffy towels and it felt so good as Steve dried my back and butt. He then grabbed another towel and said. "Dry me." I just went with the flow and began drying his hairy body. Soon I was back on my knees drying his cock and legs. I playfully gave his cock a lick and a kiss. I looked up at him and he smiled at me. I felt so close to him at that point. He slowly turned around and presented his sexy backside to me. I towel his buttocks off and then went down his thighs and calves to his feet. I took my time drying every inch of him. I ran the towel up between the cleft between his cheeks when I felt him reach back and spread them wide. He revealed his puckered anal passage. I dried it gently with the towel examining how it looked.
"Don't forget to kiss that too." He said as he stood with his ass-cheeks spread wide. I hesitated for a just a second and then I placed a quick kiss on his asshole. It smelled like body wash and did not repulse me at all so I gave it a little lick. I heard Steve moan so I stood up knowing how good that felt to me too.
I still do not know what was happening to me. All I could think about was having my next orgasm, my next cock, and my next taste of cum. I was becoming addicted to cumming and Steve knew it and was helping me feed my addiction. Now why do I say addiction? Because from the moment that I woke in the morning to the last second before I fell asleep all I thought about was the pleasure I had been having from sex. I had come so far from the shy, reserved, and sexually repressed married woman that I was when we drove to St. Louis and I met Steve. He had truly helped me expand my sexual horizons and I could not thank him enough. My fear was that I was becoming a slut for Steve and slave to my own carnal needs. What I had found is that one orgasm was far from enough and in fact one made me want two and two made me want to keep going until I was exhausted. My poor husband had no idea what I have been doing or the cravings that Steve had awakened in me. He was busy working for Steve at several of his remote locations and would not be home until Friday. I missed him terribly but I did not want him to know how slutty I had been while he was gone.
Steve and I quickly dressed while enjoying a couple of gin and tonics. Mine tasted a little stronger than normal but it didn't matter after a few sips. Steve advised me what to wear for the party and I complied with his suggestions. No bra, a white cotton bikini-style panty, a light summer sundress, and a pair of wedge-heeled sandals completed my outfit. I applied my makeup a little heavier than normal, at his direction, and I made sure that my eyes were made up in a sexy manner with a line from the corner of my eyes sloping gently upward. I of course wore the long false eyelashes and I felt myself quite aware of their weight on my eyelids.
After I was dressed Steve pulled me to his lap and I wiggled as I sat down on it. He had a vape in his hand and offered me a hit of wax.
"Just to take the edge off and help you enjoy the party." He said with a smile as held the vape for me to take a hit from. I felt the warm moist vaper enter my mouth then lungs. I held it for as long as I could and then exhaled. Steve took a small hit and held it out for me again.
"Steve you know that stuff makes me horny don't you?" I said with a naughty grin as I took another long drag from the vape.
"Yep I do and you know I love it when you are horny." He replied. After I exhaled and sat there dreamily in a stupor for a few minutes Steve said we needed to get going. Soon we were in his large SUV heading down the interstate toward East St. Louis.
"So what kind of party is this Steve?" I asked in a relaxed voice as I watched the landscape pass by the window.
"It is a train party. You are going to pull a train." He replied casually as he looked over at me. I don't know if it was the drinks, the wax, or my own naiveté but I had no idea what he meant.
"What do you mean by pull a train?" I asked as I turned from the window and looked at Steve.
"It is a gangbang where you get as much hard cock as you can handle. You like cock don't you?" He asked with a one of his eyebrows cocked upward.
"You know I love cock Steve and I can handle a lot of it." I answered letting my horniness speak for me. Steve looked at me and brought his hand between my legs as he cupped my pussy. His touch felt great and I let out a little moan.
"I know you love cock you sexy slut but how much can you handle?" He asked.
"How much like long? Thick? Number of men?" I asked sexily. He now was gently rubbing my clit through my panties and I felt myself becoming wetter.
"They will be long, they will be short, they will be fat and they will be thin but how many can you handle?" He asked as kept rubbing my clit through my panties.
"Oh four; maybe five." I answered as I spread my legs wider and tugged down my panties revealing my bare wet pussy for Steve.
"There will be at least four. It is hardly a gangbang with only four. You have already done four." He replied as we pulled up to an old brick building in a sketchy part of town. He came around and helped me out of the SUV.
"Nervous?" He asked me as he put his arm around my waist and led me towards a metal door at the back of the building. I noticed that the parking lot had 10 cars parked in it.
"Yes a little." I answered honestly as I felt myself shudder a bit from anxiety. We reached the door and Steve went to knock but held up in mid-stroke.
"I can give you a little something to help you relax. A little something to take the edge off?" He asked as he turned me to look at him.
"Yeah okay. Like what?" I asked as I looked back at him.
"I have some Xanax like before, or some more smoke?" He offered as he rubbed my shoulders.
"Ah. I'll take the Xanax." I replied not wanting to even try anything stronger. Steve took his arms from me and took a pill bottle from his coat. He removed a tiny white pill and handed it to me.
"Just one, as you remember they are small but strong." He cautioned and I took the tiny pill and threw it into my mouth and swallowed it right down. It tasted like nothing and I figured it was probably nothing. Steve then kissed me and told me I was a good girl and that if I trusted him I would have the time of my life. That excited me and I kissed him back.
Steve knocked on the door and the eyehole in it darkened. I heard a noise of several deadbolt locks sliding and the door creaked open. A large black man stood at the door.
"Hey Steve." He called.
"Hey Erik." He replied.
Erik stood aside and we walked into the building. When we entered the building we came into a small hallway. It was dimly lit and there was an aroma of Air freshener and Lysol in the air; it was not unpleasant. We walked about 10 steps with me being guided by Steve's arm around my waist. The first room we came to was a good-sized room with a bar to one side with bottles on a back bar and a dozen stools in front of it. We kept walking and came to a lounge area that resembled a living room with couches, chairs, and end tables with lamps. They all appeared worn and clean but functional. Steve brought me over to a couch on the left side of the room and asked Erik to stay with me as he wanted to talk with Jeanine, who I assumed owned the place. Erik and I both took a seat on the couch and looked at each other. He was a very large black man who stood over 6 feet tall and had muscular arms and chest. I was not as nervous but I was still sweating and shaking.
"Hey girl, you sure are beautiful." Erik said while giving me a look up and down. I smiled at him and thanked him.
"So they gonna run a train on you tonight." It was more of a statement than a question.
"Yeah I guess so." I replied while nervously wringing my sweaty hands.
"You guess so? Steve said they runnin' a train on you and you gonna be one of the girls here." He said with emphasis as he looked at me. I smiled shyly.



"I'd like a piece of you myself. You are so fine." He said.
"Thanks." I mumbled in embarrassment and the ever increasing stupor I was beginning to feel.
"So how 'bout it? You let me bust a nut in you before they run the train?" He asked. I was feeling scared, horny and slightly confused at this point.
"That sounds sexy." I replied.
"Want a drink? Got some gin?" He asked.
"Yeah that would be nice." I answered feeling a bit of a cottonmouth coming on.
"Got Tanqueray or Goose." He said.
"Ah, Tanqueray with tonic if you got it." I replied thinking that a nice tall gin and tonic would taste great right now.
"Aight. You sure you don't want Goose and juice?" He asked as he started getting up off from the couch.
"Whatever you have." I replied and watched as he left the room.
As I sat nervously on the couch I noticed that room was quite cool and also that soft rap music was playing in the background. I was feeling kind of drowsy as I sat there and my mind was wandering. In a short period of time Erik returned to the room and held out an ice-filled glass to me. It contained a clear liquid and a wedge of lime. I thanked him and took it from him. He also held a drink for himself and we touched glasses as he sat down beside me. I took a taste of the drink and it tasted frosty cold and had a scent of pine and lime. I took a larger drink.
Erik sipped his own drink and soon I felt his hand on my thigh sliding up my leg. His large black hand felt warm against the bare skin of my leg. I knew what he had in mind and this excited me. He gave my thigh a squeeze as he eased it under my dress.
"You wanna suck it first?" He asked as I felt his hand on my panty-clad pussy.
"Okay." I replied and reached over to unbuckle his belt. Steve walked into the room at this time.
"Hey there is not time for that now. We got to get you ready. Grab your drink and come on." He said with a frown as he took my hand and helped me off the couch.
My pussy was feeling wet from arousal at this point. Steve and I walked down another hall and into a small and dim bedroom with a padded vaulting horse or bench in the middle of it. I wasn't sure which one it was. One end was higher than the other and it appeared about 8 inches wide. I was standing there staring at it and sipping my drink when a woman of about 50 entered the room. She was dressed in a slinky pink skirt and a gray silk blouse. Her hair was bottle blond and she smiled as she entered the room. She held out her hand to me in a friendly gesture.
"Hi I'm Jeanine and I run this place. I am glad to have you here." She said with a gravelly voice.
"Hi I'm Jan. It is nice to meet you." I replied. With that she ushered Steve out of the room and closed the door. She reached over to a small knob on the wall switch plate and turned it to make the room brighter.
"Let's get you ready sweetie. Take off all of your clothes and your shoes." She ordered. I do not know if it was the drugs, the drinks, or the anticipation of sex but without thinking I quickly complied and I soon stood in front of her naked as the day I was born.
"Very nice, very nice." She said as she looked me up and down. "Steve was right you just plain have a body for sex." I felt myself blushing and wanted to cover myself.
"Ah that's sweet your shy. So, you ever pulled a train before?"
"No." I replied meekly.
"Dp?"
"No."
"Take it up the ass?"
"Yes. A little bit." I replied.
"Okay then lie down on the bench on your tummy and with your head at the high end." She ordered. The red vinyl topped bench was cold on my skin and I felt myself getting goosebumps as I laid down on it.
"Okay let me move you." She said as she pulled my body down until my pelvis was almost hanging off from the end. She pulled each of my legs down and attached them to the legs of the bench with leather cuffs. She then positioned my arms on two handles on the lower front of the bench so that I could grasp them in each hand. She then strapped my arms down into a pair of wrist cuffs. A wide leather belt went across my back and I was held down on top of the bench with my head on a small pillow. A strap then went around my upper back/lower neck and I was now completely immobile.
"Is this necessary?" I asked with an irritated tone to my voice.
"Yes. We don't want you stopping until you've had enough." She replied cryptically. I wondered what she meant but did not have time to ask as I felt her fingers probing my pussy.
"Nice and tight and very wet." She said with a laugh. I felt her finger probing my pussy and it felt very nice then she added another. She was pumping them in and out of my pussy and I was starting to pick up on her rhythm when she suddenly pulled out of my pussy and I felt her worm her wet finger into my anus.
"Hey, what are you doing?" I asked annoyed by the interruption and sudden anal intrusion.
"You'll thank me later darling." She cooed as she withdrew her finger from my ass. A few seconds later I felt her greased up finger sliding around outside of anus and then she slid it inside me. She pulled back out and then slid it further in this time.
"Just greasing you up for the big ride there cutie and a little something to help you along." She said with a smile to her voice.
I believe that she was enjoying putting her two fingers into my ass and a few times she pumped then in and out in a pseudo-fucking motion. She then pulled both fingers from my ass and came around the front to look me in the eyes.
"I put a little something in your ass to make it easier on you. Just let me know when you need more. Almost done." She said as she continued to stare in my eyes. "You are so pretty, I wish you were working for me girl, I could make a lot of money." Then she adjusted the bench a little and asked me to open my mouth. She moved three of her clean fingers around in my mouth and made sure I could open up widely.
"Now just open up wide, stick out your tongue, and say ah." She said. I did as she requested and she held a small aerosol can with a nozzle tube in my mouth and gave it a short squirt. The spray startled me and the medicinal taste made me cough. I sputtered a moment.
"There that should help you relax your throat darling. Okay I think you are ready." With that she gave me a big kiss on the lips and walked out of view. My view was limited as I could not turn or move my head in any direction. My light-headedness returned and I felt myself starting to relax.
Steve appeared in my sight and gave me a big smile. He patted and rubbed the small of my back and my buns. His hand snuck between my legs and felt him finger my ass.
"Very nice. You look so hot and so sexy Jan. Here let me show you this sign." He held a small sign on a stand in front of me it read. "Any hole $20."
"Steve you're kidding me right? $20? That's all?" I asked incredulously.
"Yep we're going to break you in as a $20 whore, Jan. Ready?" He answered.
"No not really. I don't want to do this anymore." I said.
"Too late for that and you know you want it." He replied as he walked out of the room. I laid there wondering what the hell was in store for me when I heard someone enter the room. He walked in front of me and I saw that it was Erik. He was unbuckling his pants and pulling his cock from them. I had not seen but one other black cock up to this point and his was impressive even partially erect. It was thick and very dark black with a smaller head. He walked up to me and held it to my mouth. I was starting to feel horny again so I kissed the tip and slid my tongue out of my mouth to lick it. A clear drop of pre-cum emerged and I licked it up savoring the taste.
"That feels real nice girl now open wide. I don't hava lota time." He said as he poked his cock into my mouth.
I opened up as wide as I could and he slid the big shaft inside. For some reason I was not feeling much and soon I had the entire thing in my mouth and partially into my throat. Normally I would have gagged but I could not feel the gag reflex at all. Erik started pumping his cock in and out of my mouth as I felt myself beginning to drool with desire. My pussy was really starting to warm up at this time I knew that I needed more. Erik placed both of his hands around my head and started fucking my mouth. I heard myself making these weird noises inside my throat as he fucked it. Ghack, ghack, ghack. I could not only hear it I was feeling it too as he fucked in and out of my mouth. I could not hold his balls I could do nothing so I just laid there and let him fuck me. Soon he started sliding into me harder and faster and I knew he was getting close.
"Ah, that's it bitch. Here comes my nut." He exclaimed as I felt the first jets of his cum squirt against the back of my throat. Some of it slid down and some of it pooled in my mouth. He kept pumping until he was done and then he pulled his slimy member from my oral cavity. I could taste his sperm and it was warm, salty and sweet. Yum! I finished swallowing his load as he pulled his deflating member back into his pants.
"That was nice girl. Maybe next time your ass." He said as he walked out of sight.
There was about a 5 minute lull and I took stock of my situation. I was feeling horny, wet, restrained, not in control, slightly drunk, partially sedated, and there was a battle going on inside of my head. Nice married Catholic girls did not fuck strangers no matter how great it made them feel. Happily married wives did not allow themselves to be taken on a sexual adventure by a man other than her husband. I was enjoying the sex and the new experiences and I had until this point never orgasmed so much in my life but I was feeling cheap, slutty and trashy.
My thought of this were quickly ended when I felt someone else enter the room. I tried to talk but nothing came out. A man was now standing in front of me. He was short and heavy set. He looked Hispanic but I was not sure. He had a lustful look in his eyes as he scanned my body. I felt his hands grabbing my buns and squeezing them none to gently. He slapped them and it burned. He said something in Spanish that sounded like "Puta" and I did not understand him.
I watched as he undid his pants and pulled out his thin brown member. It appeared to be erect and 6 inches long. Same size as Justin's I thought as I mentally compared them. He put his cock in my face and I opened my mouth. He pushed it into my mouth and I smelt and tasted something gamey. Damn he was not clean. As I sucked on his member hoping to clean it enough to make the smell go away he reached around and found my breasts that were hanging to the side of the bench-pad. He immediately went for my nipples and pinched them. I moaned and the sound actually came out. He started moving his cock in and out of my mouth and I sucked him taking care not to use my teeth. He made all kinds of noises and uttered many words in Spanish. With a hard shove into my mouth I felt him ejaculate. His cum was not as tasty as Erik's and I worked hard to swallow it as fast as I could. After a few more pumps I sucked the remaining load from his cock and he pulled out. He looked me in the eyes and gently patted my head like a pet dog. Then he walked away while pulling up his pants.
So far two men and two blowjobs. I was still feeling horny and I needed to feel a cock in my pussy. The next man did just that. I never saw his face I just felt him slide, what felt like a substantial cock, up and down my slit seeking out my very wet and very horny pussy. He quickly found my hole and I gave out a deep moan as he slid into me. He took about three strokes and then he had the entire cock inside of me. He felt larger than what I was used to and he soon established a nice rhythm. He was pushing and pulling his cock in and out of my pussy and I was starting to feel a climax coming on. He kept going and soon I was moaning and groaning as he pounded harder and faster into me. Just as I loudly came, he also groaned loudly, and came with me. It felt great. He kept pumping for a few more strokes then he pulled his dick abruptly from me and I felt my pussy suddenly abandoned; open, wet and needing more. I did not wait long as I felt another cock enter my now very ready cunt.
This man lay on my back as he humped me from behind. His cock felt nice and thick and I was starting to enjoy having sex with no effort on my part. He kept pumping and I felt myself building to another orgasm when I felt his cock thicken just a bit and I knew that he was cumming. He kept pumping through his climax and before I could get mine he pulled out and left me stranded and unfulfilled. Damn!
No worries though as someone else soon took his place and as soon as he slid his cock into me I came all over it. I came once more as he fucked me long and hard and we came together. The next guy wanted a blowjob and when he came he came on my face. Yuck! He smiled as he painted my forehead and nose with his sperm. It felt warm and sticky and I wished that I could move to clean myself up but he just left the room and his deposit on my face.
The next man was rougher than the first group combined. He roughly jammed his cock into my pussy and grasped me firmly by the hips. He jackhammered my poor pussy and just kept pounding away until he came with a loud shout and a hard slap to my ass. There was nothing in that fuck for me but the next three men all got me off by either fucking me to an orgasm or fingering my clit until they watched me cum on their hand.
I had now been strapped on the bench for only about an hour but I wanted off and my voice was starting to come back. I was able to shout and scream when I came while strong sexual feelings surged through me. I was feeling tired and my pussy was beginning to feel sore from all of the probing and stroking. Justine entered the room and came around to my face. She held a glass with a straw out to me and offered me a sip.
"How you hanging in there hun?" She asked as she ruffled my sweaty hair with her hand. I tried to give her a smile but I was just not feeling it. I took a long pull on the straw. The cool water felt wonderful on my parched throat.
"I'm okay. Can I get up?' I asked hopefully.
"No, not yet you are just getting started. The crowd is just starting to cue up." She replied matter of factly. She allowed me another couple of sips.
"Let me take a look and see how you are holding up." She walked out of view and I felt her probing my tender pussy with her fingers. "You are wide open now and there is very little cum inside; that's good. How's your ass?"
"No one has been in there." I replied. She still probed my ass with her finger and I believe that she enjoyed it more than I did.
"It's nice and slippery still. Here's some more lube for that puss and then back to work."
I again felt her fingers putting something inside both my pussy and ass. It felt wet and greasy. She walked back to the front of me. She had a wet rag in her hand and wiped my face and removed the now dried crust of cum from my cheeks, nose, and forehead. I was thankful for her tenderness.
"Open up." She said as she held the small nozzle in my mouth and gave a short squirt. The taste was just as unpleasant as before.
"There, so are you ready?" She asked as she looked into my eyes with concern. I attempted to reply and I could not make a sound. I wanted to tell her to get Steve and let me go but nothing came out. She smiled and patted my ass. I was again alone strapped to the bench. I felt my legs and arms feeling crampy from being in one place for so long. I wanted to cry.
The next man who came in told me he wanted to fuck my ass. I wanted to tell him he needed to go slow and take his time getting in and it would be worth his while but I could not make a sound. He was patient and thankfully not too large and after five minutes he had his entire cock buried in my ass. It felt uncomfortable but not painful. He then started fucking me. I thought it would be easier if I played with my clit while he pushed in and out of my ass but my hands were still cuffed to the legs of the bench that I was tied upon. He must have felt how ready I was as it pushed him over the edge and he came. He also pulled out after he came and left the room. I was starting to see a pattern here. Quick fuck, cum, then leave. It did not matter if I came or not to them.
It was then one man after another until I was starting to lose count. I had been with at least ten guys so far and though I had come many times I was running out of gas and frankly I had had enough. There was suddenly a break in the action and then Justine walked into the room.
"How about a drink hun?" She asked as she gave my ass a squeeze. She held a glass of something called a Pink Squirrel and I gratefully sucked a large sip through the straw. It tasted wonderful going down and I quickly drained most of it.
"I'm okay. Am I done now?' I asked hopefully.
"No, not yet there is a large line still waiting to have a crack at you." She said.
"I'm feeling kind of tired how about a break?" I asked looking hopefully at her.
"This is your break sweetie. You have a long night ahead of you. You want some coke or some speed?" She said as she wiped my forehead with a wash rag then put it away.
"No, I'm good." I replied as I sank back on the bench.
"Good because it has only been 10 customers and there are many more to go."
"Hey go get Steve for me." I asked as she was almost out of the room. I was not sure if she heard me or not but within a few minutes Steve entered the room.
"Oh Jan you look so fucking hot. You're the picture of sexuality. Has it been fun?"
"Steve I have fucked 10 guys and I am about fucked out." I told him as he put his fingers in my pussy.
"I told you that you need to let yourself go Jan. Now that you have done 10 the next 10 should be even easier. Your pussy is so big it is gaping open. Justin will love it." He said as he took his phone out and took several pics before I really knew what he was doing.
"Hey don't send those to him. He won't understand." I said as I went to cover myself with my restrained hands.
"Just a little documentation of your sexual vacation honey." He replied with a smirk.
"Steve really?" I asked.
"Yes really. Now give me a kiss and you can go back at it." He said as he leaned over to kiss me. I kissed him back and he slid his hand up and caressed my breast and gave my nipple a pinch.
"I'm getting kind of sore." I whined hoping for a reprieve.
"They will just have to use lots of lube and change holes more. It is early yet." He replied as he quickly got a couple more pics of me straddling the bench with my legs wide open.
"How early?" I asked as he headed out the door.
"Only 10:30." Was his fading reply. Now I was starting to really wonder about this sexual adventure. I had cum many times but nothing over the top. I had been fucked by 10 strangers and I did not even know anyone's name. There was a knock on the door.
"Come in." I called and a heavyset black man entered the room.
"They were right." He said as he stood before me examining my nude body.
"Right about what?" I asked as I tried to catch a better look at him.
.
"About how sexy and beautiful you are. You are the hottest white chick I have ever seen." He said with a smile plastered on his face. I actually felt myself blushing.
"Thank you. Do you want some?" I asked as I watched him take off his shirt and begin undoing his belt.
"Yes I want some of all of it." He said as he finished undressing and his large, thick, and very black cock bobbed in front of me. "Suck me girl."
"Good because I want all of that." I said referring to his cock.
He got closer and I placed my lips on the head of his cock. I gave it a kiss and then parted my lips and my tongue snaked out. I licked the top of his lovely black member and he gave a loud groan.



"That's it baby, now open up." He ordered and I complied. I took as much of his manhood into my mouth as I could. It felt incredible after sucking so many cocks to have a large and hot one filling my mouth. It laid on my tongue with the head touching the back of my mouth. I gave it a nice sloppy suck and he moaned again.
"That's it." He said as his large hands went around the back of my head.
He held my head as he pumped his large cock in and out of my mouth. Even though my lips were swollen and basically numb it still felt good to have a man fucking my mouth. I totally loved sucking a nice cock. He was not rough as he was simply using my mouth to get his nut. After five minutes of sliding in and out of my mouth he withdrew his cock.
"Bitch I want me some of that ass." I felt some relief as my pussy was sore from the hours of use.
Right after he said that I could feel his large organ probing my pussy and it searched blindly for my hole. Finally after a few stabs he found my anus and I inhaled sharply from the discomfort. I was grateful that Justine had greased up my backdoor so well. He pushed against the sphincters resistance and I willed myself to relax.
"Um nice and tight like a white bitch should be." He said as he pushed passed the ring of muscle and I felt him enter my rectum.
It felt full and unpleasant. After he got himself balls deep into me he began his sawing motion. He started slowly and his humps were shallow but as he opened me up further he began fucking me harder and deeper with his thighs slamming up against my ass with every thrust. I was enjoying the feeling and he was not being too rough when he slapped my ass hard and it stung. It made a loud slapping sound and I shrieked a bit. That just drove him to ride me harder.
"Uh, uh, uh, yeah, yeah." He said as I felt his cock swell and he began to spew his cum into my ass. Thank goodness he wore a condom I thought to myself. He lay on my back for a few minutes and then he carefully withdrew his cock from my poor abused ass.
"You got a tight ass bitch. I'll be telling the boys to come have a piece of that." He said as he rolled off from me and stood beside me.
"Thank you. I'm Jan." I replied trying to establish some form of contact with another human other than for sex.
"Tay." He replied as he got up and put his clothes back on. Without another word he pulled a $20 bill from his pocket and tossed on my back. Then he walked out. I was once again lying on the bench, exhausted, sore, and ready to quit. I was so tired and still feeling the effects of the drugs and alcohol I had been given so things were still just a little fuzzy.
After all of those hours of fucking nameless men I just wanted to get up off the bench, shower, and go to bed but Steve had other ideas. The next few hours passed by in a blur as one man after another fucked me in either my well-worn pussy or my stretched-out ass. When I had started this adventure I was not just a willing participant but I was active in fucking each and every john. I had savored the fucking to a climax many times but now I was done. I was so weary and so out of it that I just laid there and let a series of guys just fuck me while I just let them. They did not seem to care I was just a hole to release their cum into.
I forgot to mention earlier that after the first hour Steve would pop into the room to check on me. He seemed to enjoy how I looked with my pussy gapping open and dried or drying cum in my hair, on my face and elsewhere on my body. He would always tell me I was being a "good whore" and that I "took to this naturally." At first it really bothered me as I knew that I was not a whore but simply stretching my sexual horizons but later I was starting to just let the comment roll off from me. Now after hearing it for so many hours and fucking so many men for money something happened in my head. I knew that I was truly a whore, a slut, and that this was more than just expanding my horizons and enjoying sex. Somehow Steve had convinced me that I was nothing but a hole for men to use. I started crying and the last man to fuck me seemed to enjoy it and started calling me filthy names as he used and abused my poor tired body.
"You fucking cunt suck my cock!" He demanded and he jammed his cock deep into my mouth as he fucked my mouth and the tears streamed down my cheeks. This seemed to embolden him and encourage him to continue.
"I want to fuck that nasty smelly whore cunt of yours." He shouted.
He climbed on me and began to really fuck me hard. It hurt me inside and out as my poor little clitty and pussy were swollen and rubbed raw. I continued to cry and he continued to debase me by whispering in my ear how useless I was and how no man would want a sleazy whore like me. He finished up by pulling his cock from me roughly, removing the condom, and having me suck him until he was ready and then he shot his huge load of cum into my eyes. I started crying harder because it stung so much. He then punched me sharply in the side and as I tried to catch my breath he dressed, threw $20 on the floor and walked out laughing.
I don't know if I passed out or fell asleep but the next thing I remember was Justine and Steve shaking me awake and taking pictures of my filthy worn out body. Justine cleaned me up and Erik carried me out and put me in the backseat of Steve's Tahoe. I do not remember dressing. I must have slept all the way back to the hotel because the next thing I knew we were back in the parking lot and Steve had me over his shoulder like a sack of potatoes. I was so out of it I don't remember anything until I awoke in the shower with ice cold water streaming over my head. I shrieked and swore as I instantly woke up.
"Goddammit Steve you fucker." I screamed as he held me in the cold water. Slowly the water began to warm and a naked Steve got into the shower with me and began to wash me. He spoke gently to me as he used lots of shower gel to cleanse me.
"Jan you did so well tonight. I am so pleased with you. You were just the perfect little whore. The men could not get enough of you." He then kissed the top of my wet head. I just stood there enjoying the feelings from his soapy hands and the warm water cascading over my shoulders and down my back and front.
"You really enjoyed yourself and now you know what you like and how much you can take. You fucked 28 men tonight and we earned 500 bucks. You did great." He cooed as he washed my hair and shoulders. I could not speak as I was still so fatigued.
"After the shower I am going to put some cream on your little moneymaker to take away the swelling and pain. Then some cotton panties to keep the cream in and then a bag of ice every 20 minutes. You'll be back in commission by Friday." He said with a smile. I felt good to see him so pleased. He was taking care of me and I just wanted him to hold me.
"Your tight little body really amazed all of the men who fucked you and the brothers just loved that white ass of yours. You were just so good tonight. I really am so happy with you." Then he kissed my cheek and neck. He really knew how to make me feel good.
"I am glad that you are so happy." I replied with a warm smile and I meant it.
He slowly and carefully washed my swollen pussy and it was truly swollen. It was so puffed up it was swollen shut. It appeared bruised and battered. After he washed it he had me turn around and he took his time to gently clean my ass. I think that he enjoyed seeing how I had been changed by the night of fucking as when he stood back up he had a full erection. His cock stood up big and proud. I knew he needed attention but I just was incapable of doing anything to help him.
After he dried me with care and affection I thoroughly brushed my teeth, flossed and used mouthwash to get the taste of cum out of my mouth. He then had me lay down on the bed and spread my legs. He took several pictures of my swollen and bruised pussy with his phone.
"Before and after pics." He said with a wink.
He then took a tube of white ointment and generously spread it all over the outside and as much as he could inside of my pussy. He softly rubbed it in and then he rubbed some on my rosebud. He then pushed his finger inside of it and spread more cream there. He slipped a pair of white cotton grannie panties on me. I did not even care as the cream had a cooling and numbing effect on my battered flesh. He then took a plastic bag filled with ice and put it between my legs. It gave me a chill and while shuddering I tried to remove it. This was met with a harsh glare and I stopped resisting. He then handed me two pills and a glass of water which I downed without question.
Steve slipped into bed beside me and turned me onto my side so that he could spoon with me. I felt his still hard cock pressing against me as he held me. He kissed my neck, ear and side of my face. I turned to kiss him and our lips and tongues met for just a minute. My lips felt swollen and bruised and it hurt to kiss him any longer than that.
"The pills should help the swelling and pain my little whore." He whispered to me. "You are the best whore in the world." He said as I drifted off into sleep.
I don't remember any part of Thursday as I seemed to have slept right thru it. I was awakened early Friday morning by Steve's gentle but persistent shaking of my body.
"Hey sleepyhead it's time to wake up." He said pleasantly as I slowly came to. I was feeling dreadful. My head pounded, my jaw ached, my neck hurt, my shoulders were sore, my pussy felt numb and my hips and thighs were achy.
"No let me sleep. Please." I replied but to no avail as he continued to shake me and arouse me from my deep slumber. Finally I opened my eyes to his smiling face looking down on me.
"There you are. Come on we need to get you up and moving." He said. I tried to sit up but the brightness of the room blinded me and I laid back down and attempted to pull the pillow over my head. Steve grabbed it from me.
"What! What the fuck do you want?" I shouted as I opened my eyes and glared at him.
"I want you to get up now and get moving. It is for your own good." He replied as he pulled the covers from me.
"Why?" I shouted.
"Because it is Friday and you need to get up and moving." He replied as he grabbed my hand and pulled me up into a sitting position.
"Friday! It can't be Friday." I exclaimed as I sat up and looked around trying to take in my surroundings.
Steve then helped me get out of bed and he walked me into the bathroom and sat my naked body onto the toilet. I knew that he would not leave and I suddenly had to go badly so I just let it fly. I was still not used to peeing in front of anyone but I knew that I would survive it.
After I washed up Steve helped me dress in my active wear that I wore for running and working out. It consisted of a brightly patterned sports bra and matching skin tight running shorts. He offered me a cup of coffee and a breakfast bar which I greedily wolfed down. I was famished and wanted more.
"Okay now we are going down to the workout center to stretch and warm up and then a 3-mile run." He announced as he finished tying his shoes. He was clad in a tight running-shirt and shorts. He sure had a sexy body!
The run was far from easy as it had been 3 days since my last run and I still ached all over but as the miles passed by the pain lessened. When we finally circled back to the hotel I was feeling the familiar burn and fatigue from a good run. He was right I needed that. When we got back to the room we both drank some water and showered together; taking time to wash and clean every part of each other. Surprisingly my pussy did not feel badly at all.
Steve steered me to the bed after we had both toweled off. He laid me down onto the rumpled bedsheets and stood there looking at me. He had me spread my legs and he examined my pussy.
"It looks really good. None the worse for wear. How does it feel?" He asked.
"The numbness is gone and she just feels kind of strange. What did you do?"
"Blame it on good old American medicine." He said with a smile. "Let's try it out."
Steve then proceeded to make slow and tender love to me. He caressed and gently rubbed me all over as he kissed and hugged me. I knew that I was wet and ready for his large cock and I could barely wait for him to press it into me. With a lunge he buried his entire length into my waiting pussy. I felt him slide right in, balls deep.
"Oh Steve I need this so much." I whispered to him as I felt him start to probe my depths with his long shaft.
"Your little whore pussy is pretty stretched out still. I can barely feel myself in you." He said as he began humping me slowly but steadily. I sighed and held his sexy ass as he worked.
"Steve, you fuck me so good." I said as I felt myself approaching my first orgasm from his actions.
"For a whore you sure do come a lot. You should have seen you on Wednesday. You could not get enough." He replied as he nibbled on the side of my neck up onto my earlobe. It felt so wonderful and I shuddered as I came. After Steve and I came together we laid there catching our breaths and talking softly.
"Your pussy needs some work as it is pretty loose and sloppy." He remarked as he rolled on his side to look me in the eye.
"Thanks a lot." I replied sarcastically as he had hurt my feelings. I had often been told that I had a tight pussy from Justin when we made love.
"No seriously you are all stretched out. Do you do Kegels?" He asked sincerely as he reached over and pulled me close for a kiss.
"No what are they?" I asked between kisses.
He explained to me what Kegel's were and how women who have had babies often perform them to tighten themselves up after childbirth. He helped me attempt them and I have to say they hurt a bit from my over-used muscles protesting.
We then dressed and made our way out to Steve's SUV to go for breakfast. It was now 9:00 on a Friday morning. As he drove Steve explained how he had nursed me back to health after my 28-man gangbang. He had given me a mixture of muscle relaxants, anti-inflammatories, and steroids. That with a judicious application of ice to my pussy and ass every 20 minutes for 20 minutes around the clock made me feel almost back to normal.
We arrived at an IHop and went inside for breakfast. I have to admit that I was famished. I had waffles, eggs, bacon, fruit, juice, milk and coffee. It tasted and felt wonderful as it filled my long empty stomach. After we had both finished eating we sat and talked while drinking coffee.
"That was quite the night Wednesday. Thank you, Steve for showing me something new." I said with a teasing smile.
"Yes it was and I hope you learned a valuable lesson or two." He replied.
"Oh? What is that?"
"You are officially a whore and I think you like it." He replied with a smile. I sat quietly for a moment to ponder what he had just said. I was suddenly angry and hurt at the same time.
"What do you mean that I am officially a whore?" I asked while glaring at him.
"Jan let's be honest here. You have been fucking and sucking numerous guys and getting paid for it for almost a week now. You have been having multiple orgasms and pleasing multiple men. You are a whore." He explained seriously as he returned my glare.
"No I am not! We have just been experimenting. You know it was just sex play. You were expanding my horizons." I argued.
"No Jan. Here this is for you. Go ahead count it. You earned it." He said as he handed me an envelope stuffed with cash. I looked inside and quickly counted a thousand dollars.
"WTF Steve! This is a thousand dollars!" I said as I quickly closed the envelope and slid it back to him across the table.
"Yes, Jan you earned every bit of that money with your whore pussy and you will soon be earning more." He said as he took the envelope back and put it inside his sports jacket pocket.
"Look I don't know what your game is Steve but as soon as Justin gets here we are leaving."
"Oh? Well let me play you a little video that I want to show him." Steve then took his IPhone and looked at the screen for a short minute and then showed it to me. On the screen a video was playing. I watched it for a few minutes and I noticed that it was snippets of me from the other night. I tossed the phone back to Steve and he caught it with a smirk.
"What do you intend to do with that?" I asked as I felt myself ready to explode.
"For starters I think that Justin would love to see his whore wife in action pulling a train." Steve smirked again and I wanted to slap that grin right off from his face.
"You wouldn't dare." I said.
"No? Well let's just see what he says when I send it to him right now." Steve said as he started entering something on his phone.
"No Steve, wait! Please don't!" I begged tears welling up into my eyes. He held the phone to my face as I saw that Justin's pic and number were displayed on the screen.
"Please?" I said again and he put the phone down.
"Okay but now you need to hear the rules." He said calmly while staring into my tear-filled eyes.
"What rules?" I snapped.
"Jan. You are a whore; my whore. I own you. You work for me." I jumped up and ran from the booth. I was crying heavily as I ran outside the restaurant trying to get away from the stark truth that Steve was revealing to me. I was crying and sobbing so heavily that I could barely catch my breath. I walked over to Steve's Tahoe and leaned my head against the window. I heard a click and I knew that the doors were unlocked so I got inside and continued to cry. After a few minutes Steve got into the vehicle and started the engine. He began driving away from the restaurant and I continued to cry.
"Hey pull yourself together!" He shouted. "That was quite the scene back there." I continued to cry and blubber as he drove. I could not speak. He handed me a few Kleenex and I blew my nose and wiped my face. I started to shout at him.
"You dirty mutherfucker! How could you do this to me?" I screamed. Steve let me rant for a few more minutes then he pulled the vehicle over into an empty parking lot. I had no idea where we were so I just sat there in the seat sobbing.
"Jan let's get this straight. You cannot act like this. You must pull yourself together and listen. Ok?" He said calmly as he shut down the vehicle. I did not speak but simply glared daggers at him thru tear-filled eyes.
"Look, you need to understand something. I own your ass. All of you. I have a signed contract from both you and Justin giving me full and complete rights to you. You signed it, he signed it and I signed it. It is official; you are my property, my whore."
"We never signed anything like that." I said with a snort as I felt my fire coming back. "Besides you cannot own people." Steve reached over the seat and handed me a stack of several pages stapled together. They looked familiar.
"Go ahead you stupid slut read it." He said with a gloat.
I began reading the 10 page contract that spelled out the terms of my ownership to Steve. It explained how I was granting him a personal service contract for the term of one year renewable for one-year terms until he decided to terminate the contract. With tear-filled eyes I read how Justin and I had agreed to Steve owning me and having complete control and ownership of my body.
"We never signed this. This won't hold up in court." I screamed at him while waving the contract at him.
"Whose signature and initials are on the contract?" He asked smugly. I could not believe that we had signed this.
"You should always read every line before you sign a contract." He explained.
"But we never meant to give you ownership of me. This is ludicrous. It will never stand up in court!" I was now blubbering again.
"But you did sign it and if you want to go to court that is fine with me. Let's get all of your pics and videos out for the public to see. I am sure your mom and dad want to see their little girl pulling a train, sucking-off strangers, or having a gangbang. Not to mention your employers. Did I mention that I have a phone call with the senior partner of your firm tomorrow?" He said with confidence.



"Steve! You can't do that!" I shouted.
"Oh? Well let's see how it goes with Gerald Hatcher tomorrow, okay?" I knew that he had me and I started sobbing again.
"Please Steve please don't do that please." I begged. "Don't tell anyone please?"
"Then you just have to do anything I say from now on got it whore?" He sneered.
"Ok." I said quietly as I just sat there and cried.
"What I didn't hear you?" He taunted.
"I said ok." I repeated.
"Okay?" He asked.
"What do you want me to say Steve?" I knew I was whipped and felt horrible.
"Yes sir." He said.
"Yes sir." I repeated. He seemed pleased with himself and started the car again.
"Now that is what I expect from you, yes sir from now on got it?"
"Yes." I answered with a sniff.
"Yes?" He said loudly.
"Yes sir." I replied and looked down at my feet.
"Now it is time to get you tattooed. A little something to show your place and my ownership of my whore." He said cheerfully.
"What? No! I am not getting a tattoo." I said defiantly. Steve looked at me again.
"I was not asking I was telling you. Got it." He said forcefully as he continued to drive and take glances at me.
"I don't want a tattoo!" I exclaimed as I crossed my arms and glared at the side of his face.
"Again it is not your choice. You signed that over to me. Look at page 6 third paragraph." He replied as we pulled into a small parking space in front of a rundown looking bar.
I opened the contract and read where Steve had directed, and Justin and I had both initialed, the paragraph that spelled out that Steve could have me marked, tattooed, pierced and branded anywhere that he wanted and anytime he wanted. We had agreed to it. I was so angry that I again started to sob in frustration.
Steve led me inside the bar and we took a seat in booth that was dark. We sat across the table from each other. The bartender talked with Steve and he ordered us both a drink. Mine was a gin and tonic, double and his was scotch and soda. Our drinks came and I took a sip. It was so strong and I choked a bit on it. Steve grinned at me. Halfway through my first drink he ordered another for me and he patted my hand across the table. I pulled my hand back.
"Where are you going to have me tattooed?" I asked as I continued to sip at my drink.
"I know this place that does good work. He's a real artist." He replied.
"No I mean, where on me?"
"Oh, if your attitude does not improve I was thinking on your face." He replied icily.
"On my face? WTF Steve?" I replied horrified by the thought.
"Remember Silky's whores? Just like that." He replied.
"No please not my face, please?" I was begging again and I took a large gulp of my drink.
"Then get your shit together cunt." He replied curtly.
"Ok." I replied softly.
"What?" He asked angrily.
"I said ok...I mean yes sir." I replied meekly. He simply smiled. I started in on my second drink and Steve handed me a couple of white capsules. I held them in my hand for a few seconds and looked at them.
"Take them, they will help you with the pain." He explained.
"No...I...um..think I will pass." I stuttered.
"I wasn't asking slut." He replied sternly.
I put both capsules in my mouth and swallowed them with a gulp of my drink. By the time I had finished the second drink my face was feeling numb and I was feeling silly. I touched my cheek with my finger and I felt nothing. This was not a good sign. I looked up at Steve and realized that I was having trouble focusing on his face.
"Jan are you feeling okay?" He asked with a smile. I tried to speak but I could not make my mouth work. I tried to form words but nothing but gibberish came out. I waved my hands but I was moving through molasses and they barely moved.
"Perfect. Let's go." He said and he helped me walk out and get into the car.
I must have dozed off a couple of times because I suddenly found myself being helped by Steve and a large muscular black man from the car and onto a massage table. I was placed face down with my face through a hole in the table. I heard talking and could not understand what was being said. I nodded off again and I was suddenly wakened from a nice soft dream by a series of pinpricks at the back of my neck. The pinpricks kept getting more and more numerous and painful as I found myself suddenly wide awake. I tied to move but my head appeared to be strapped down and I was immobile. I was only able to lay there whimpering as the pinpricks would be interrupted by a wiping feeling. I wanted to scream but I could not and I was being tortured all across the back of my neck. It was like fire at times and I could feel tears trickle down my face.
"Okay Jan, there you go time to get up." I heard a voice that I did not recognize coax me to sit up. I was helped into a sitting position by a large black man. He smiled at me.
"All done. You will need to keep this cream on it and covered for a week or so then it should be just fine." He explained. I was kind of groggy still but I understood what he said.
"Now for payment." He said as he looked me in the eye.
I had no idea what he meant so I looked at him questioningly. He pointed to his lap where I could make out the bulge from a large cock. I looked at the bulge for a moment and then I got it. A blow job.
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I was finally driving back to St. Louis to reunite with my newly minted hotwife and her "boyfriend" Steve. It had been a long week away and I had been so frustrated and so lonely at times, wondering what Jan had been doing. I could not wait to see her, hug, her kiss her, and hear all about how Steve had converted her into a hotwife or whore as he called her. Yes we used different terms but hopefully Jan would now be the hotwife of my dreams.
Steve and I had traded texts and phone calls since early this morning when we had the final test of the system that I had reconfigured and rewritten for his business. I was now heading back to spend the last weekend of my vacation with my wife and her boyfriend, then the two of us would drive back home to Michigan, but as I have heard before, "Man plans and God laughs." Steve and I agreed that I would drive to St. Louis from Kansas City and meet up with the two of them in a bar where he would demonstrate how my wife was now a whore. I was excited and had a hard-on for a majority of the drive. In my mind, I was picturing Jan being a hotwife, who would have sex with other men and then either let me watch or tell me all of the details, for most of the drive.
I had been given an address by Steve that I had dutifully entered into the GPS in my car and it was taking me to a part of St. Louis that I had never been to before. I was so excited that I paid little attention to the neighborhood or the environment around me. I finally saw the address on the building where I needed to go and pulled into the parking lot. To say that the area was run down and seedy would be an understatement. "What the hey, I thought, just a few drinks and back to the hotel for a night of hot getting reacquainted sex. I parked the car and walked around the building to the front door of the bar. Even though it was a hot June afternoon the front door stood wide open with only a flimsy and filthy screen door to slow entry. I pulled it open and walked into the darkness of the bar. I could see virtually nothing as my eyes needed to adjust from coming in from bright sunlight into the dim light of the bar. The odor of stale beer and B.O. permeated the place. I finally was able to see and located Steve seated in a booth near the rear of the barroom.
"Hey Steve. How's it going?" I said with a big smile as I approached the booth. He was seated at a table with a partially filled glass of amber liquor in front of him. There was another partially filled glass on the table with lipstick traces on the rim. I sat down across from him.
"Hey Justin. How was your drive?" He answered in greeting. I looked around for Jan but could only see a few other patrons in the bar and none of them were her.
"Oh she's around. Just taking care of business." He said pleasantly. The bartender approached the table and Steve ordered bourbon and I ordered a rum and coke.
"Ah I know how that is. She has a tiny bladder when she drinks." I said with a smile. The bartender approached the table with our drinks and set them both down in front of us.
"So I am ready for my turn with the new bitch. I don't want her all messed up." The bartender said as he stood looking at Steve.
"No problem Terry; you're next man." Steve replied and the bartender walked away. I was puzzled by this exchange but in my excitement and nervousness I just let it go.
I took a minute and glanced around the room. This bar was dumpy and sleazy. The carpet was smelly and worn. The booths had seen much better days. Behind us were two more booths. I saw the back of the head of a man sitting alone in the booth two back from ours and across the aisle. He was kind of nodding and throwing his head back as I watched. Must be drunk I figured and turned back to look at Steve.
"So how did it go? How is she?" I asked as I sipped at my drink. It was strong and cold and went down easy.
"Man you will be so surprised." He said with big smile. "She's really taking to it." I returned his smile.
We talked back and forth about nothing in particular for a few minutes and then I noticed there were now two heads in the booth behind Steve. The other one was a woman. As I watched she talked a bit with the man then she slid out of the booth and stood up. This woman had on a short summer dress that allowed a view of a lot of her legs and they were long and sexy.
As she turned around I noticed that the woman looked familiar. She appeared to be wiping the corner of her mouth with a napkin. She finally looked up at me. It was Jan. She was dressed sexy in a dress that was not only short but low-cut in front. It revealed a nice portion of her small breasts. She recognized me at about the same time that I recognized her. She shrieked, threw her arms out in front of her and ran the short distance to me. She grabbed me in a tight hug and I felt her crying on my shoulder.
"Justin, I have missed you so much!" She said through her tears. I hugged her just as tightly and my eyes misted from hearing her sobs.
"My Jan. My honey. I love you baby and I missed you too." I said as we kissed and hugged.
I finally took her by the arms and held her back from me so that I could look her over. I gave her a long up and down. She looks so hot and so sexy in that dress. Her eyes were heavily made up, kind of slutty, and she was only missing lipstick. She was so beautiful and I told her so. She smiled at me and hugged me again. We finally broke apart and turned to walk back to the booth. Steve had gotten out of the booth and he intercepted us and asked Jan to speak with him. He told me to go have another drink. So I went and sat back down. Jan and Steve appeared to be in a heated conversation. Jan reached into her pocket and handed something to Steve. He nodded and smiled at her. I suddenly felt the need to use the bathroom after my long drive so I left the two of them in search of the head.
I was not gone long but when I returned Steve was back sitting in the booth by himself. He was casually sipping from his drink. I sat down and gave him a quizzical look.
"So where did she go?" I asked.
"Oh she had to go take care of something, she should be right back." He replied casually.
"Gotcha." I replied and wondered how I now had a fresh drink. I looked up at Steve.
"Oh the bartender dropped it off on his way." Steve explained.
Steve and I then began a long conversation about the inventory control system and how it should work out for his business. I did not notice the time but when I checked my phone Jan had been gone for almost 20 minutes. I was about to say something when the bartender began walking from behind Steve and past our booth. He stopped and turned to Steve, he wore a large smile.

"Steve, my man. She was much better than you said. She took it like a trooper." He said and then he walked away.
My thought was that he was talking about Jan but I wasn't sure as I did not see her
anywhere. Steve excused himself and said he would be right back. He left the booth and walked back the way the bartender had come. I noticed a door in the back wall, that I had previously overlooked, that Steve entered. He was gone about 10 minutes and he returned with Jan who appeared to be limping. She looked tired and down. As she approached she gave me a sad smile.
"Are you okay? You look like you are limping." I said as she approached.
"Oh, it's nothing. I must have pulled something." She said as she sat down beside me. I pulled her close for a kiss and both of our mouths opened and our tongues intertwined. I noticed that she tasted like cum and something else that was kind of bitter; kind of earthy. It did not matter as I had missed her so much.
"Do you taste like cum?" I asked with a smile as we broke apart.
"Yeah, probably." She said as she looked right at me. She picked up my rum and coke and had a long drink which she swished around in her mouth.
"Did you just give Steve a blowjob?" I asked as I watched her.
"Yeah...something like that." She replied and looked at Steve.
"Hey it's getting late and you kids probably want to get back to the hotel and reconnect." Steve said in reply. That sounded like a great idea and the three of us stood up and Steve said he would be right back. Jan and I held hands and looked into each other's eyes. I knew that I could not love her any stronger than I did right then.
As we stood there talking and getting reacquainted a man approached from the open door. He was a heavy-set man with a closely cropped butch-cut. He walked up to Jan and I. He gave me a quick appraisal and then stopped.
"So I guess you're busy, eh?" He said to Jan as he started walking past us and to a booth in the rear of the barroom. "I'll just wait here."
I gave Jan a WTF look and started to ask her what was going on but Steve by this time had returned to us. He gave us a quick once over and walked up next to Jan. He leaned over to her.
"Tony wanted to say something to you. We'll go wait in the car." He said as he guided me out the door. We both got into my car and I started it. In about a minute Jan approached the car and got in back. She appeared upset and on the verge of tears. I wanted to say something but at that time Steve got out of the front seat of the car and got in back with Jan. For some reason I found my cock immediately hardening.
"Just drive us to the hotel Justin. My girlfriend and I will ride in the back." He said and I put the car in gear and pulled out into traffic. As I drove the 20 minute drive to the hotel Jan and Steve appeared to cuddle up and she lavished him with kisses. I could not watch them constantly as traffic was quite heavy at 5:30 on a Friday. The next time I looked back Jan's dress was pulled down exposing her breasts and her face was buried in Steve crotch. Damn she was the perfect hotwife I told myself as my stiff cock beckoned for me to rub it.
During the drive I heard Steve cum in Jan's mouth and she appeared to swallow his entire load. Wow, I thought to myself, she is really taking to this. After she cleaned his cock she sat beside him with her legs widely spread and he appeared to be playing with her clit. She was not wearing panties and her dress top was still down and revealing her breasts. She looked so hot! She appeared to be on her way to an orgasm as she was moaning and breathing hard. I looked up and we were nearing the hotel. My concentration was suddenly broken by a loud cry from Jan as she came on Steve hand. I pulled into the parking lot of the hotel and found us a space to park. We sat in the car for nearly 10 minutes as Jan came down from her orgasm. I was so hard and so ready to make love to my hotwife.
We finally got out of the car and a still limping Jan held my hand as we walked across the lot and into the hotel. Steve lagged behind talking to someone on his cell. It was still bright and sunny out and Jan looked so hot and sexy in her short dress and heels.
"Jan, honey, you are so beautiful and look so sexy in that dress. God I love you." I said as I smiled at her.
"Even after what I did with Steve in the backseat?" She asked with a serious look as she sought out something from my eyes.
"Especially after what you did with Steve in the backseat. That was so damn hot!" I said as she gave me a smile.
"I can't wait to get up in the room and have you alone." She gushed as we continued to walk and hold hands. I pulled her in for a kiss. She tasted like Steve cum; I didn't mind the taste at all.
We walked into our adjoining room and we hugged tightly. I held my loving wife in my arms. She felt so warm and wonderful as she looked me in the face and smiled at me. There was noise and Steve poked his head into the room.
"Hey you two. I will just leave you alone for a while to get caught up." He said as he watched us. "Jan don't forget you have a date tonight." He then closed the door between our two adjoining rooms.
We tumbled down onto the bed and within a few seconds we were naked and exploring each other's mouths and bodies. I had almost forgotten how hot and sexy my amazing hot wife was. Soon we had my hard and throbbing cock encased by her very wet pussy. I noticed right away that she was not nearly as snug as she was before, in fact, I easily slipped all the way into her with my first thrust. That simply added fuel to the fire ragging inside of me. Jan used to have the tightest pussy. Even when she was excited and horny I would often need to use lube to be able to slide my entire length into her. I could tell that this would no longer be the case. The notion of that almost caused me to cum after only my first real pump inside of her. She moaned.
"Oh baby I missed you so." She moaned as we went at it missionary style.
"Oh yeah, oh baby." I moaned in reply. Suddenly she flipped me over and started to ride me cowgirl style. I reached up and held her lovely boobs as she rode me.
"Jan tell me about what you were doing with that guy in the bar." I gasped as she moved up and down on me. She was so wet and so slippery I just reveled in the feeling of her sloppy hole.
"You really want to know, huh?" She gasped between breaths.
"Yeah! Tell me! Tell me everything." I demanded.
"You want to know what a slut your wife has been while you were gone." She teased as she continued to ride me.
"Please baby, tell me. Tell me." I begged.
"Okay. I was sucking that guy's cock." She said casually as it she was talking about the weather.
"Oh yeah. Tell me more. Who was he? How do you know him?" I pleaded as I felt myself getting close to the edge.
"I don't know his name. I was sitting at the bar and he came up and asked me if I would give him a blowjob. I knew you would be there soon so I said yes and we went back into that booth." She said.
"Really? Wow! What did he do? What did you do?" I asked as I knew that this would set me off.
"Right. He walked me back to the booth with his hand on my butt but above my dress. I felt so naughty and so slutty but I knew you would like it if you caught me doing it. He slid in and I slid in beside him. We talked a little bit and he said that he just wanted a nice blowjob and to cum in my mouth. When he said that his hand was between my legs rubbing me through my panties. I was getting pretty excited by that and just let him do it. He offered me $20, to do what I would normally do for free, so I said yes and reached over and undid his pants. He had a nice cock; nothing special. I bent down to take it into my mouth and I felt his hand reach around me and grab my ass underneath my dress. Damn that made me hot."
"Really he was grabbing your ass?" I moaned as I felt myself getting closer.
"Yeah, and then I stuck my tongue out and licked the top of his dick. He smelled a little of urine and sweat but that only added to how I was feeling so I gave his cock a good tongue bath. He appeared to like that as he started making some noises. I then opened my mouth and took him into it and onto my tongue. As I started sucking him and moving up and down on his cock I felt his one hand on my head and his other under my panties sliding around my crack. This really got to me so I started moving faster and sucking harder."
"How did his cock feel in your mouth? How did it taste?" I asked as I grabbed hold of her buns with each hand.
"I like that; don't stop." She said. "His cock felt really hard and I was almost drooling on it as my mouth had so much saliva in it. He tasted kind of funky. He was really starting to get into it by now and he began hunching up into my mouth as he held my head with both hands. I knew I could get him off quickly so I stuck out my tongue a bit and licked his balls. He gave a moan and just held me down as I felt his cum begin to shoot into my mouth."
"Oh God!" I shrieked as I began to cum. This caused Jan to redouble her efforts and she began to cum with me. We finished about the same time; a toe-curler for me and a nice finish for her. She collapsed down on top of me and I held her tightly to me. It was great to be reunited with my hotwife.
We laid together in bed cuddling and kissing in our post-coital bliss. All felt right in the world as I now had the hotwife that I had wanted and she was feeling loved and accepted. For some reason there was something that was left unsaid and that had me a little on edge. Jan had her head on my chest and I had my arm around her.
"I love you so much." I said as I gave her little tight butt a squeeze.
"And you know that I love you too, right?" She replied as she gave me a questioning look.
"Of course, baby." I assured her. "So what happened in the back room of the bar and why were you limping?" She stiffened a moment then relaxed.
"The truth?" She asked.
"Yeah, the truth." I replied. "Did Steve take you back there and fuck you or something?"
"Yeah, or something." She said softly. I felt her gently rubbing my stomach.
"Ok." I replied and leaned down and pulled her up to me for a kiss. The smell of stale semen remained on her breath. Our tongues dueled for a moment.
"Justin, I did something with the bartender in the backroom." She admitted softly and slowly.
"Ok. Another blowjob?" I asked as I felt my cock begin to stir.
"Actually, he fucked me in the ass?" She said without rising off my chest.
"Oh? You're taking it up the ass now?" I said as I felt my cock beginning to thicken.
"Not by choice but yeah." She said.
"Not by choice? I don't understand." I replied hoping to catch her eye but she kept her head buried in my chest as she talked.
"Well Steve was the first one to really fuck me in the ass and I was hoping that it would be a one-off, you know, a one-time deal." She said.
"And?"
"Steve said that men really like to fuck women in the ass and I need to get used to and probably I should get into it as well." She said in kind of a far-off voice.
"And have you? Gotten used to it? Gotten into it?"
"No, not really. It is uncomfortable and sometimes it really hurts. It also makes me feel dirty and slutty." She replied with a sigh and I thought I felt a tear on my tummy.
"But he wanted to and you did it anyway? Why?" I asked quite puzzled by her behavior.
"I guess I felt I didn't have any choice. He saw me with the guy in the booth, and he kind of said Steve had told him he could have some too, as kind of a payment for allowing me to do that stuff in the booth without permission." She replied and I thought I heard her snuffle. For some reason I was now fully erect. I softly patted the side of her head to reassure her.
"Okay, I guess I can see that but why in the ass?" I asked.
"He told me he wanted my ass and after what Steve said about men wanting to have women's asses I felt I had to give it up and maybe I would get used to it." She said.
"Yeah, okay. How was it?" I asked as I felt my cock reach full staff.
"Awful! It really hurt. He was rough and mean and just wanted to get his big fat dick all the way up my ass." She said and she sounded angry.
"Oh my. Didn't you shout or say anything? I was right there."
"He told me to shut up and stuffed my dirty undies into my mouth. I cried and made noise but that just seemed to excite him."
"Damn I am so sorry." I said.
"After he got it in he really fucked me hard and rough. Slapped my ass and called me dirty names." She said through her sobs.
"Oh Jan, I am so sorry this happened to you." I said almost crying myself.
"When he came he shoved it in all the way and I felt him shooting inside of me. It kind of burned. He then pulled it out. Made me clean him off with my mouth, slapped my face, and left me in a pile on the cot." She said and I could feel her heart-wrenching sobs.
"Oh my baby! Does Steve know what happened?"
"Yeah, he helped me get cleaned up. My poor abused ass hurts so badly inside I can barely walk; that is why I am limping." She admitted.



I could not take anymore and pulled her up to me and kissed her tear-streaked face and smoothed her hair. After a while I had her calmed down and she smiled tenderly at me. This turned into us making gentle and heart-felt love to one another. It felt so good to be held in each other's arm that we then dozed off.
I was awakened as I heard the splash of water as the shower was turn on. I reached for Jan and she was missing from the bed. I had thought that I had heard voices but figured that it was a dream. I got out of bed and pulled my boxers on and went to see what was happening. I found Steve in his room drinking a beer and texting on his phone. He told me to get a beer.
"So what's up with Jan?" I asked after I opened the beer and took a long drink.
"Oh she has a date tonight. Suppose to meet this guy for drinks at 8:00." He replied as he looked at me.
"A date? I just got here Steve." I said astonished at his nonchalance.
"Yeah, yeah, I know but I figured you would want her dating somebody to see what a whore she has become. I knew you would like that." He replied in kind of a cocky manner. I felt my cock stir again and I was surprised.
"You're right I like the idea of my hotwife going on a date it's just that I was hoping for a romantic dinner alone with her, that's all." I replied.
"Yeah but you're hard right?" He asked looking at the bulge in my shorts.
"Yes dammit." I admitted sheepishly.
"You and I can go to dinner after she leaves, okay?" He replied as he finished his beer.
"Okay." I answered as I finished my own beer.
"So what do you think? Pretty hot, eh?" He asked as he looked at me.
"She looks so good. So sexy. Yeah she is very hot." I agreed.
"Yeah, she took to this like a duck to water." He said.
"So who's the date with?" I asked.
"Just some guy." He replied.
"Just some guy? How do you know him?" I asked getting concerned. I could feel my face redden.
"Oh he's a friend of a friend. No sweat okay?" He said as if that was that.
"Does Jan like him?"
"Never met him. Doesn't matter." He said and got up and walked into our room to talk to Jan I assumed. He returned about 15 minutes later.
"She's out of the shower if you want one. She can use my bathroom to do her makeup so she can dry her hair, okay?"
"That's a good idea. Thanks. Is she okay?" I asked as I went to get my stuff for the shower.
"Oh yeah, doing fine. Kind of excited really." He replied and I went to find her.
I walked back into our room and found Jan in the bathroom wrapped in a towel applying her makeup. I kissed her neck as I came up behind her. She reached back to touch me. I patted her soft, sexy ass and she smiled at me in the mirror.
"That was a nice nap earlier. How was your shower?" I asked as I watched her in the mirror.
"It was wonderful to sleep again with you. Shower felt nice. See I am all nice and clean." Then she pulled her towel off showing me her naked loveliness. I was once again excited by her sexy fit body. That woman has such a sexy ass and legs.
"So you have a date with a new man?" I asked trying to keep things light with her.
"Yep, guess so. Steve set it up. It's okay right?" She asked as she gave me a serious look.
"Okay? I think that is so hot. Thank you baby." I said and gave her warm body a hug.
"Okay then. I should not be too late." She said and then she told me to go take a shower.
I took a long and lazy shower in Steve's bathroom. It felt great to have the hot water pounding on my back as I washed away the traces of our afternoon coupling. After my shower I shaved and got dressed as I did not want to wander around naked in front of Steve, no matter what we had done together. I put on a pair of Dockers and a fresh polo shirt.
As I walked out of the bathroom I was startled by the scene before me. Steve was holding and kissing this extremely sexy brunette wearing a short leather skirt and high heels. They broke the kiss and I realized it was my wife Jan. I gave her a quick once over and she looked fantastic.
"Hey, you have any of that loving for me?" I asked jokingly. Jan broke away from Steve and sauntered towards me. She wrapped her arms around me and gave me a big kiss. I could smell Steve's masculine scent on her over the aroma of her cologne. Her tongue snaked into my mouth and I enjoyed the slippery feeling of her tongue. We broke apart and she gave me a wide smile.
Jan was truly looking the part of a hotwife. Her dark hair had been curled and hung down in ringlets over her shoulders almost to the tops of her breasts. Her makeup was applied much differently than usual. She wore long curled eyelashes. Her eyes were heavily made up and it gave her a smoky and sultry air. She had applied a glossy light pink lipstick that needed some touch-up now after the kisses. She wore a nearly transparent crop-top that revealed that she was sans bra as her little nipples provided nice protrusions in the material. Her tummy was bare and the top revealed how flat and toned it was. Of course, she had the short black leather skirt, and on her feet were these strappy high-heels that could truly be called "fuck-me pumps." She was a walking wet dream to be sure and I felt myself become completely erect just perusing her.
"Jan and I are leaving now I will be back to pick you up in about 30 minutes. I'll text you and then you can meet me in front of the hotel." Steve said as he took Jan by the hand and led her out of the room. The door clicked shut and I stood there stunned. Jan told me later what he said on the way to the meet and greet.
"You know Jan you are looking so hot tonight, the client will be pleased." He said with a smile as he looped his arm around my waist.
"Thanks, I guess." I replied as I gave him a pained smile. I so did not want to do this I simply wanted to stay with Justin and hold him.
"You got to get over this shit right now. No one is going to pay for a snippy bitch. Now I expect a smile and sweetness, got it?" He said through clenched teeth. He gave my side a sharp pinch that hurt.
"Ouch Steve. You don't have to pinch me." I whined as I tried to break away.
"I guess I'll do whatever I want to my whore." He stated and we got onto the elevator and started down.
"Hey let's see that smile." He said. I tried to smile but it would not come as I was nearly in tears.
"I want to see that smile. You know I still have those pics and vids ready to send to your mom." He said with a grin. I tried again and was able to muster a small tight-lipped smile.
"Better?" I asked sullenly.
"No. I know what you need." He said and he reached into his pocket and pulled out a joint.
"What is that Steve?" I asked as I looked into his hand without moving.
"Something to get you in the mood. Help you relax. I think we need to smoke this."
"Oh Okay." I replied. I knew a few puffs would help me relax and feel better.
We made our way outside and Steve lit up the joint as soon as we got into his car. We sat there and traded it back and forth until we had smoked half of the joint. I felt myself feeling better already. My head was feeling a bit cloudy and I felt myself starting to become aroused. Pot always worked as an aphrodisiac for me. Steve leaned over and kissed me and I kissed him back. Our tongues tangles and I felt his hand sneak up and squeeze my breast through my top.
"Now that's better." Steve said with a smile as we drove off towards the hotel. I smiled back at him dreamily.
"How is this going to work?" I asked as we rode along in the upcoming darkness.
"We are going to the Hilton across town. I'll take you up to the room and collect payment. Then, when you are done, text me, and I'll come pick you up." He replied as he gave me a glance.
"Alright but what do I do with this guy?" I asked not sure what Steve expected of me.
"Any damn thing he wants. He's paying for you so you do whatever he wants." He said as we got on the freeway and the SUV sped-up.
"Really? Anything? I don't do anal." I replied looking out the window at the passing lights and lit-up buildings.
"You'll do anal. You'll do anything he wants. You are a whore." He said as he glanced over at me. I looked at him and I felt just awful again. This was beginning to truly sink in; I am a whore.
"Okay" I replied dejectedly and fought back the tears that sprung to my eyes.
Too soon we arrived at the Hilton. Steve parked the car and we got out and he again put his arm around my waist. This time he patted my ass. I was starting to feel kind of warm and things were starting to look a little soft and hazy..
"You sure have a sexy ass. I am glad that I own it." He said with a smirk. I did not know how to respond to that so I just kept walking. We went across the lobby and got in the elevator.
We were alone in the elevator and I was not only feeling warm and fuzzy all over I was starting to feel really horny and excited. I could feel my palms sweating and my tummy fluttered a bit. Steve still had his arm around me. He pulled me to him for a kiss. I don't know why but I kissed him back romantically and we played dueling tongues while we rode. He reached up and squeezed both of my breasts through my top. I moaned into his mouth.
"I should have you suck my cock until we get to his floor." He said as I felt myself getting damp from his actions.
"Okay. I would like that." I said for some reason and prepared to go to my knees; just then the elevator dinged. We had reached the correct floor.
I don't remember walking down the hall and finding the correct room as things were feeling pretty crazy. I had this burning need growing in my pussy. We stopped in front of one of white doors. Steve knocked and I gave-out a little giggle.
The customer was a white, middle-aged guy who appeared kind of average. He was dressed in a fancy warm-up suit and expensive sneakers. He had a receding hairline but was clean shaven. He smiled when I walked into the room with Steve. I gave him a shy smile back. I looked around the room as Steve and he conducted business. He paid Steve $400 dollars for one hour of my time. "Not bad, I thought, I am worth that much!"
The hotel room was a nicely decorated two queen-bed room. The wall coverings and the furnishing were attractive and gave the room a cozy feel. I was glad we had smoked the dube as I was feeling more relaxed than normal when meeting a stranger. Steve and the man, who I learned was named Bob, concluded business and Steve looked over at me and nodded. He then left us alone in the bedroom.
"My name's Bob. Would you like a drink?" He asked as he stood there looking me over like he was sizing up a piece of rare beef.
"Crystal and yes please." I replied. Steve and I had agreed earlier that I needed a name for when I was "whoring" and he decided on Crystal. I did not like it but it was not my choice.
"Okay, Crystal. I am having a whiskey and coke." He relied and I said that would be fine.
I sat down on the edge of one of the beds and Bob sat beside me after he handed me my drink. I really did not like the taste but I told him that it was good. I took a large gulp as my throat was feeling dry and I needed the courage. Bob took a sip of his drink and he placed his hand on my bare leg. I felt a chill run through me and I almost removed it but instead I placed my hand on his and gave it a small pat. I smiled at him.
"So why don't you get comfortable Crystal." He said rather than asked. I lifted the crop top over my head and I was now topless before him. I gave him a big smile as he eyed my boobs.
"Is that what you wanted to see Bob?' I asked seductively and jiggled my boobs a bit for him.
"Oh yeah!" He exclaimed loudly with a large grin on his face. "Now let's see the rest."
I stood up on wobbly legs, due to fear and the height of my heels, and unfastened the catch on my leather skirt. I unzipped it and let it slip down revealing more of my tummy. It was kind of caught on my butt and it needed help going any further.
"Bob you want to do the honors?" I asked with a teasing flutter of my eyelashes. He reached for the hem of my skirt and began pulling it down and it slipped over my butt and he released it. It pooled at my feet so I stepped out of it. I was now standing before this stranger in my lacy thong panties and high heels.
Bob gave me an adoring glance and ran his hands up my sides and up to my breasts. He palmed each breast. He then leaned down and sucked on my right nipple; it, like its twin, was already erect due to my arousal. Bob pinched my left nipple while he sucked the right one. Not too hard just enough to excite me further and I moaned. Bob then began lashing my nipples with his tongue in between his suckling at my breast. I felt myself getting wetter and wetter in my tiny thong panties.
"I think that it's time for you to do some sucking." Bob said as he pulled away and sat down on the bed. I got down on my knees between his legs and began licking and kissing the tip of his nice plump cock. A drip of precum leaked out and I lapped it up greedily. I opened my mouth and took his cock inside. I began to suck his cock as I bobbed up and down on it at the same time. From the noises he was making I knew that he liked it. I kept sucking on Bob's cock and felt it thicken in my mouth as he became fully erect. He held my head in his hands to stop me from moving it. He then had me pull off from him and lay on the bed beside him.
"Whew you almost made me cum!" He said as he rolled over on top of me to fuck me.
"Sorry baby I don't do bare. You need a condom." I said as I pushed gently on his chest.
"Please Crystal? I'll pull out." He said trying to bargain with me.
"No, sorry, that's the rule." As I tried to close my legs to keep his cock out of my pussy.
"I'll pay extra." He offered as I looked me in the eyes.
"Yeah? How much extra?" I asked.
"Um...$100." He said.
"No Bob, sorry, you got to wear a condom." I replied to his measly offer.
"Would you do it for double?" He said excitedly.
"Sorry I can't. It's just not safe." I replied.
Bob begrudgingly went over to the night stand pulled out a one dozen pack of condoms and retrieved one. He handed it to me with a funny look.
"You want it; you do it." He said somewhat angrily and lay back on the bed with his hard cock sticking straight up. I opened the package and unrolled the white colored rubber on to his cock. He sighed when I did this and I did not know if it was pleasure or disappointment.
"There now how do you want me sweetie?' I asked as I held on to his throbbing organ.
"Climb on baby, you do all the work." He said. I carefully climbed over him and slowly brought my now very wet pussy down onto his cock. I was hoping I was wet enough for it to slip in without discomfort. He slid right in half way on the first downward movement. Bob's hands grasped my by the hips and pulled me down all the way onto his cock as he pushed it upward. I was not quite ready; not quite open enough at first but that did not stop his penetration as he drove his cock into me to the root.
"Go slow there Bob your cock is pretty big. Let a girl get adjusted to it." I said trying to get used to the burning pain in my pussy.
"Fuck that. You are a whore get on there and ride." He ordered as he held me down on his cock. I guess that I did not move quickly enough as he slapped me hard on my butt.
"Ouch, dammit Bob!" I exclaimed and he slapped me again in the same spot only harder.
I got the message and began moving my pussy back and forth on his large cock. I was wet enough and horny enough so I soon as I got over the pain from his initial thrusts, I began to ride him in earnest. I like nothing better than a man with a nice hard cock and I started riding him for my enjoyment. It felt nice.
"Faster, harder! Fuck me bitch." Bob shouted as he started slapping my ass again. I started fucking him faster and pushed myself down on him as hard as I could. I rode him like this for only a few minutes and then slackened my pace a bit to catch my breath.
"Hey get off. I want you on your hands and knees like the bitch you are." Bob said cruelly. I got off from him and as I did his cock slipped out from my pussy. It was wet and shiny from my juices. I got onto the bed on my hands and knees and awaited his touch. I wiggled my ass to entice him. Getting my message, Bob wasted no time and climbed on behind me and jammed his cock into me.
"Oh baby that feels so nice." I cooed as I felt his thighs slap against mine as he was now fully in me again.
"Good now fuck me!" He shouted and I began to rock back and forth on his slippery member.
"Faster! Harder! Slam that nasty thing on me." He ordered me with a slap and I worked to comply. It felt great fucking him and I wanted to revel in the feeling but that was not to be.
Bob slapped my ass so hard that it stung me badly. He then did it again. I winced and tried to crawl free of him but he held me tight.
"I said faster and harder you smelly whore!" And his hand came down again and again on my ass. I started working really hard to please this man so he would stop beating my ass. I was working my hips back and forth vigorously; slamming myself against him on every other stroke. He must have enjoyed that as he took his hands off from me and let me do the work. I felt myself tiring and I began to slow down. Another hard slap landed on my ass, then another.
"Dammit Bob, that really hurts!" I cried out and went back to fucking him harder, I established a good rhythm and felt myself beginning to cum but I must have slackened my pace again as he punched me with his fist really hard on the ass.
"Faster bitch I am almost there." He shouted and I felt him punch me again. I started fucking him as fast and as hard as I could and I soon found myself running short of breath from the exertion. I felt Bob reach over my back and grasp a handful of my long hair. He held it like a rein as I moved back and forth on him.
Suddenly Bob slapped my ass really hard and I felt myself go over the edge and start to cum on his cock. He pulled my hair harder and I could feel him begin to shoot his load inside the condom that was inside of my pussy. He continued slapping my ass and pulling my hair as he unloaded inside me. I felt him put all of his weight on top of me and I collapsed onto the bed with Bob on my back. We both laid there panting and gasping for breath. Finally Bob slipped out of me and rolled over. He held his arm out and I crawled over to him and he pulled me close.
"Now that was nice. Well worth the money." He said as he gave me a squeeze.
"Yes it was." I admitted. "But you were kind of rough with me."
"Not really. I went easy on you as it was your first time." He replied. "Did you cum?"
"Yes it was nice; really nice." I said as I felt him caressing my shoulder.
"See you liked it rough. Next time I won't go easy on you." He said as he cuddled with me.
"How did you know it was my first time?" I asked him curiously.
"That's why I hired you. I told Steve I wanted a young and fresh whore."
Bob and I lay on his bed and cuddled for a few more minutes and then he said that it was time for me to go. I got up and went into the bathroom to clean up and get dressed. I looked at myself in the mirror. I felt that I looked different for I was now truly a whore. I felt sad but kind of sexy and I wished the Justin could see me now.
I texted Steve while I was in the bathroom and he said that he was on his way. I finished getting dressed, cleaned up, and walked out the door. Bob was already dressed. He handed me a hundred dollar bill; with a feeling of shame I hesitantly took if from him.
"Thanks Crystal. Let's do this again soon." He said as he escorted me out the door and into the hallway. I stood there for a moment, just getting my bearings; I then began my first walk of shame down the hallway, alone.



        Lizard Ch. 03

        Jessie returns to the lot.

        
Url: https://www.literotica.com/s/lizard-ch-03

Title: Lizard Ch. 03

Author: janandjustin

Category: Loving Wives

Description: Jessie returns to the lot.

Tags: hooker wife, prostitute, anal, hotwife

Series: Lizard


Jessica finished telling me the story of how Al had slipped his bare cock into her nearly virginal ass as he laid on top of her; fucking her. When she got to the part where Al shot his load into her I could not hold back any longer and I came hard. This time I did not go soft and needed her to tell me the rest of her adventure.
"So, tell me what happened with your next john." I said excitedly as my hand slipped down onto her breast. Her pebbly nipple was hard as I rolled it between my finger and thumb.
"I stepped down out of the Al's truck and landed on the pavement of the parking lot. I was feeling very horny and excited as I had not gotten off with Al and I still needed to have at least one orgasm. My pussy was wet and ready and just needed to find another hard cock. I could feel Al's cum slowly seeping out of my ass; it felt kind of icky.
After I got myself oriented as to where I was in relationship to the parked rigs, I made the decision to use the connection Al had made for me. He had used a well-known, among the trucking trade at least, social media site for making connections between truckers. He had had many replies to the message he posted about me seeking truckers who needed some commercial company. I am sure that the three nude pictures he had taken of me and posted had truly piqued their interest. One of the men who had replied was parked only three trucks away so I began strolling in that direction to just check him out. My heart was beating hard within my chest and I felt my pussy getting wetter as I thought about doing 2 truckers in one night. Ryan would be so horny when I tell him I thought to myself. As I approached the truck he flashed his lights at me in greeting. I then walked around to the driver's side of the shiny semi-rig.
"Hey Jessie, over here." I heard a deep male voice call out to me from the window. I walked over and stood right beside the truck and looked up at the open window. I saw a bearded man lean out of the cab of his truck.
"Hey baby you looking for some company?" I called up to him sweetly.
"Yeah. Come around and hop in." He replied.
I walked around to the other side of the large truck and the door was open. I climbed up the steps and pulled myself into the truck, shutting the door behind me. The cab of the truck was fairly dark but the blackout curtains were wide open allowing me to see out of the large front windshield. The curtains in back were pulled aside revealing a large bed with an open sleeping bag atop of it.
"Wow, you are even more beautiful than your pictures." A male voice boomed out from the driver's seat.
"Thank you." I replied with a large smile. The driver held out his hand to me and I took it.
"Tony." He said and we shook hands. "So how much for a suck and fuck?"
"Jessie, $100." I replied. He looked me up and down for a few seconds and then beckoned me into the back of the truck. He pulled the curtains closed behind us.
"Okay." He said enthusiastically as he reached into his jeans pocket and pulled out a wad of cash. He counted out 5 $20 bills into my outstretched hand. I felt a thrill run through me. I was really going to fuck two strangers in one night. This should get Ryan all cranked up, I again thought to myself, as I felt myself become more aroused.
I put the money into my purse and stood before Tony and gave him a quick once over. Maybe it is the men who go into to trucking or maybe it is the physical inactivity but every trucker I had been with so far had a bit of a belly on him and Tony was no exception. He had more than a bit of belly he had what you would call a large beer-gut but business is business.
"So what's your pleasure baby?" I asked in my most seductive voice that I had until now reserved for my husband. Tony looked me up and down and then rubbed his hands together.
"Take your shirt off, now!" He demanded as he sat down on the bunk. I was not sure how to take this but I figured what the heck so I pulled my short t-shirt off over my head. Tony appeared to like the view he had of my smallish breasts as he reached out and grabbed one in each hand. His hands felt strong and warm as he cupped my boobies. He moved his fingers and grasped a nipple between the thumb and forefinger of each hand. He gave them a tiny squeeze and pulled them out away from my chest. I don't know why but for some reason it reminded me of milking a cow's udder.
"You have the cutest little tits for a whore." He said as he began rolling my hardening nipples between his fingers. I gave out a loud sigh because his actions felt so good as I felt my nipples stiffened to his touch.
"You like the way I touch you slut?" He said with a grin as he squeezed them harder and I felt my knees weaken.
"Yess." I hissed as he was starting to get to me. He alternated squeezing and caressing my nipples and I could feel the moisture in my pussy increasing.
"Take those booty shorts off." He said firmly and I slipped the skin-tight shorts off from my legs and stepped out of them. I picked them up from the floor and tossed them on top of my t-shirt.
As soon as I was nude Tony removed his hands from my breasts and they immediately went to my hips and he pulled me closer to him. I was now standing between his legs. His hands went around me and he grasped my bare buns in both hands. He gave them a less than gentle squeeze and it really turned me on. Here was a complete stranger squeezing and rubbing my ass and I liked it a lot. My hands slipped down and I began rubbing the large bulge in the front of his jeans. His cock felt nice and big and I gave him a sexy smile.
"Oh baby that feels really nice and hard; is that for me?" I said as I continued to stimulate his hard cock through his jeans. He gave a deep groan from far back in his throat.
"Yeah, that whole big thing is for you baby." He grinned up at me. "Now get down on your knees and take off my jeans."
Without thinking about it I sunk to my knees and began unbuckling his belt and undoing his jeans. My hands were shaking from excitement and arousal as I unzipped his pants and his cock popped free. It was a nice one. It was thick and reddish with a big head and a well-defined ridge around the top. I held it and it felt hot in my hand. I made a small moaning sound as I released his cock and reached around to pull his jeans off.
Tony was a hairy one. His big old belly was hairy, his legs were hairy and all around his cock and balls he was hairy. The hair was not coarse but more fur-like. I could feel the fir on his butt as I pulled his pants and underwear down his legs. They stopped right at the top of his tennis shoes. I was not sure if the hair that covered his body was gross and disgusting or a sign of his manliness either way I gently stroked his hairy ass for a few seconds. He sounded as if he was purring; gads!
I untied his shoe laces and removed his shoes and pulled off his pants and boxers, He had a manly scent but nothing unpleasant I noticed. As soon as his pants were off he looked at me and then reached his hands around my head and pulled it to his groin. As I approached his cock I opened my mouth. As his cock got close enough I gave it a lick with my tongue. He liked that and ordered me to keep licking him. I began by licking the head of his cock. I noticed how large and well defined the head of his cock was as I slurped it. I then licked down the shaft all the way to his furry balls then back up again.
"That's it, lick my balls." He groaned and I licked the hairy mass of his ball-sack. I decided that after extracting several stray hairs from the back of my tongue that I would prefer my men were shaved from now on. I will have to tell Ryan that I mused as I continued with my tongue back on his cock. I felt myself getting excited as well as my pussy getting flooded with my juices.
"Now suck me." He said and I took his cock into my mouth. His manhood was average in girth and length and I was easily able to take him entirely within my mouth without gagging. I began to suck his cock and move up and down on it. I felt my cheeks cave inward as I sucked his organ. He ran his fingers through my hair and I figured that a good throat-fucking was next but instead he just wound his fingers through my locks and held me on his cock.
I began a rhythm of moving up and down on his cock as I sucked it. He seemed to like it as he made noises deep in his chest. His hands came out of my hair and he reached under me to grasp my breasts. I felt his cock begin to expand in my mouth as he squeezed my boobs tighter. I moaned a little in my mouth as his touch to my bare breasts pushed me further along in my arousal. That was all that it took and I felt the first shot of his cum hit the back of my throat. He filled my mouth with his jizz and I kept swallowing to keep up with it. Finally, he quit squirting and I held the remaining load in my mouth. It coated my tongue and teeth. I opened my mouth to show him what it held. He gave a little laugh and told me to swallow all of it. I complied and as I did I noticed the pleasant taste of his cum.
Tony reminded me of my husband and past boyfriends after he had cum. I do not know if it is embarrassment or guilt but suddenly they want you gone and gone quickly. He patted my ass and thanked me for a wonderful time. I knew it was time to go so I got dressed and slipped quietly out of the cab of his rig but not before thanking him and telling him how much I enjoyed blowing him. I stood beside the truck a moment, thinking about how horny I still was and how I still could do one more guy and maybe get off. That really aroused me; three strangers in one night. Yes!
I walked in front of Tony's truck to take a look around, as you do not see much when you are between rows and rows of idling trucks. The evening was getting darker and the vast parking lot was lit by lights atop tall poles but it also provided for many shadows and many dark areas between the trucks. I felt nervous but still unsatisfied. I began strolling in front of the row of trucks when I saw the lights on one of them about three trucks down flash on and off twice. Ah, another customer I thought as I began walking towards the truck. I approach the driver's window.
"Hey Jessie, up here." A man's voice called from the open window of the truck that had flashed me.
"Hey." I replied not thinking about how this man knew my name. I walked closer until I was just below his window looking up.
"Climb on up here darling, I need some of your company." He said with a definite Southern drawl. I walked around to the passenger side and climbed up the side of the truck and swung open the large door. The truck's interior lights were on and I could see the interior well as I crawled into the truck and onto the seat.
"Hey baby." I said with a large smile. "You looking for some company?"
"I sure am Jessie, all night long." The clean shaven trucker replied as he returned my smile.
"Can't do all night baby, sorry." I said with a smile and I slid out and began to saunter away.
"Hey wait. Ok. How about a couple of hours?" He asked in a very agreeable way.
"Yeah, I can do that." I said cheerfully and walked back around to climb into the cab of his rig. I opened the door and climbed the rest of the way into the shiny cab. I noticed that it smelled of deodorizer and Lysol. Not an unpleasant smell; kind of clean.
The owner of the truck was a tall lanky man who appeared to be about 50. He was clean shaven and dressed in a cowboy hat, pearl button cowboy shirt, and neatly pressed blue jeans. The jeans appeared new. He had a pair of pointed toe cowboy boots on his feet. They were so clean that they shined. He wore a big smile and welcomed me warmly into his truck.
"Wow you have a beautiful truck. My name is Jessie." I said with a wide and open smile as I held out my hand to him.
"No Jessie you are the beautiful one. My name is Del." He said as he gave my hand a firm handshake and then held it just a little too long. "I hope you don't mind but I just scrubbed my truck down.
"Hi Del, no I don't mind at all. I am just so impressed." I said honestly.
"Please come sit on the bunk while I draw all of the curtains." He said as he ushered me into the large bunk area. "Where are my manners? Can I offer you a drink?" He asked as he secured all of the black-out curtains and made sure the cab doors were locked.
"Del you are so sweet. Are you going to have anything?" I asked as I made myself comfortable on his large bunk.
"Well I was going to have a small Jack and coke. Do you want one?" He asked as he opened a small refrigerator and reached in for a coke and a bottle of Jack.
"Yes please." I answered. "I will have a small one too. Del took out two plastic tumblers from a small cupboard and filled them with ice from a bag inside the freezer section of the refrigerator. He poured a good healthy shot of Jack into each of them and then topped them off with coke. He handed mine to me and I thanked him. I took a tentative sip; the drink was cold and tasty.
Del turned on a country music station and the rich sounds filled the air of the cab. He slipped down beside me on the bunk and put his arm around me and we sipped our drinks together. He seemed like a friendly but lonely guy who spent lots of time on the road alone.
"So I guess we should do some business." He said with a grin as he looked me over.
"Yes, I guess we should do that." I replied. I was starting to feel warm and comfortable in his bunk.
"I will pay you $600 for all night." He said as he began to run his fingers up and down my leg.
"I can't stay all night; sorry." I said firmly but in a friendly way.
"Hey you can't blame a guy for trying. You are just so sweet and so sexy that I was just hoping to keep you in my bunk all night." He said as he gave my thigh a little squeeze.
"Ah, that's sweet." I replied and I meant it.
"Well how much for a couple of hours of your time?" He asked as he continued to run his fingers further up my thigh and almost to the edge of my shorts. I was starting to warm up.
"That depends on what you want to do? I get $50 for oral and $100 for a fuck." I said as I took another sip of my drink.
"That sounds kind of crude coming from that sweet mouth of yours." He said and I was not sure if he was teasing or not. "I was hoping to enjoy that sweet mouth of yours for a while and then ride you like a filly the rest of the time." He said as he looked me straight in the eyes.
"That sounds good to me to Del." I replied as I just figured that this would be a nice fuck.
"So how much for some extras? A little wild stuff?" He asked with a strange gleam in his eyes.
"Like what kind of extras? How wild do you mean?" I asked wanting to figure out if I should charge him more. He seemed really nice, almost fatherly and I was hoping to have a nice time.
"Well looking at the way you fill out those little bitty shorts of yours, I was hoping to ride that cute little bottom of yours." He said with a weird smile. His fingers were now flirting with the edge of my shorts just dipping underneath.
"I really don't like anal Del, sorry. What else would you like to do?" I asked as I put my hand on his leg.
"Well Darlin' why don't you slip out of your clothes so I can see what I am buying while we negotiate." He said quietly.
"Sure, I can do that." I said as I stood up and handed him my drink. I pulled my top off over my head revealing my breasts to him.
"Well you are really pretty. I like those bitty titties you have." He said as he watched me strip. He offered to take my top from me and I handed it to him. I then undid my shorts and pulled them and my undies right down together. I handed them to Del and he spread my undie out in his large hands and gave the crotch a deep sniff.
"That smells like heaven Jessie. I can't wait to smell the real thing. Are you wet girl?"
"Yeah, kinda." I replied shyly. As I slipped my sandals back on. Del took my clothing and folded them neatly and placed them into a large and clear plastic bag. He then took the bag and disappeared through the opening in the heavy curtain that separated the bunk from the rest of the cab. He returned with a big old smile.
"They should be nice and safe there." He said as he slipped back onto the bunk beside me.
"So what do you want to do Del?" I asked trying to discretely get the business transaction out of the way. He handed me back my drink and I took another sip.
"Well now that I can see how perfect and soft your body is I would like to do some wild and kinky shit with you." He said with a wink and he reached for a remote and turned on a flatscreen TV mounted on the wall of the cab. A movie came on.
"What kind of wild and kinky shit Del, tell me." I said finding myself getting more and more excited by his talk. I knew I was wet as I could feel my pussy flooding.
"My offer for all night still stands darling." He said with a grin as he slipped his arm around my naked body.
"Now Del, I said I can't and I mean it." I said a little more firmly this time.
"Ok, ok, don't get mad. Can I spank you a little on your cute little tush?" He asked shyly.
"Yes you can. I might like that." I said with a giggle. Maybe the drink was getting to me. Del finally agreed on a suck and fuck and an over the knee spanking and I was okay with that. He paid me $200 and then he slipped off his clothes but kept his cowboy hat on. It was a large white Stetson. Del had a long cock about average thickness but it was nearly flaccid as it hung down its head pointing at the floor.
Del pulled me close and gave me a kiss on the cheek. I felt good in his arms and he hugged me tightly. We sat there and watched the movie a bit and I noticed that it had turned into some really heavy porno stuff. The woman in the video looked a lot like me; young and thin. The man in the video looked just like Del but maybe a little older.
"Oh my, is that you Del" I asked as I watched the man take the young woman over his knee and begin to spank her.
"Me, no that's Max Hardcore. Watch this." He said and we both turned to look at the screen. The man held the woman's hands behind her back as he spanked her quite hard with his hands. She squealed and moaned as he did it. I did not know what to say.
"Well darling, why don't you crawl over here and give my dick a good licking. It's clean don't worry." He said as he pulled me close and kind of pushed my head towards his cock. Del leaned back in the corner of the bunk and watched me work his cock.
I began by licking the head of his cock. It was nice and clean and felt soft against my tongue. Then I licked his shaft up and down holding his cock in my hand as I felt it twitch in my hand. I opened my mouth and took it inside but not much happened.
"I think I need some more stimulation darling. Why don't you crawl across my lap?"
Now I got it; he needed to spank me to get hard. Poor guy. I crawled over him and lay across his lap. He scooted down and soon his feet were on the floor and I was on his lap with my ass sticking up. His hand began rubbing little circles gently on my buns. With a quick motion he gave my left cheek a small smack. I giggled and he hit the other cheek. He took my hands and pulled them behind my back. He held my two wrists with one of his hands. Smack! His hand came down sharply on my ass and I yelped. He then reared back and slapped me even harder.
"Hey Del, not so hard, your hurting me." I said as I wiggled on his lap.
"You don't like that?" He said with kind of an evil grin. I felt him tug my legs apart. I was now wide open for his inspection. I felt him take his finger and rub it gently through my folds. I gave out a little moan.
"You like that better? How about this?" He rubbed across my sensitive clit. I gave an even louder moan.
"Um,,, I can see your little button all hard and sticking out. I'd love to give it a little lick, maybe a little bite." He said with a little tease to his voice.



"Please. Please Del?" I begged as I wiggled a bit trying to get more stimulation from his finger.
"I can't lick a whore's cunt, they are too nasty but I can keep rubbing your button." He said sounding quite serious. His finger rubbed all around my clit and I felt myself becoming more and more excited.
"Oh Del, that feels so nice." I sighed loudly as the sensations rippled through me.
"Watch the screen. See what Max is doing now? He's fisting her pussy. Would you like that? Want me to fist your pussy just like that." He said as we both watched Max get his entire fist and a lot of his arm in her pussy as the poor girl writhed around on the bed.
"No Del, I could never take that." I said and I felt his cock growing more and more erect underneath me. He really liked this kinky stuff I thought to myself. He pushed two of his fingers into my dripping wet honeypot and started sawing them in and out. It felt great and I told him so.
"You like that? How about I add a couple more? You can take it; you're a whore." He said and I felt him push another finger in me but I hoped that was enough for him as I was so tight.
"That feels great baby but that's enough, ok?" I asked as he slowly fucked me with his three fingers. I was climbing higher and higher on my journey to ecstasy.
"Maybe a little oil, some lube and I can get my thumb in?" He asked but not really. I felt him squirt something on my pussy and he massaged it around on my pussy.
"No Del that's enough." I said loudly as I felt his cock become completely erect underneath me. He gave a little laugh.
"Just a bit more and maybe I can fist you." He said and then I felt him pull his hand all the way out of me. I wanted him to stop and I wanted him to keep going. He pulled me up and looked me directly in the eyes.
"What do you say sugar, bareback for ole Del?" He asked as he rubbed and caressed me.
"Del, you know I can't do that." I said as I looked back into his eyes.
"Your ass? Your tight virgin ass then?" He asked as he held me and looked at ne.
"No Del." I said quietly and felt kind excited that he asked me.
"Ok then just slip a raincoat on me, climb on up here and finish me off." He ordered and I straddled him and slid his now hard cock around my wet pussy.
"Del you're so big and hard. Let me ride that big boy." I said as his slender cock slid into my pussy. It felt nice.
"Next time baby I am going to put you over my knee and spank that sexy ass until you let me fuck your ass bareback. I will ride you like a mare that needs to be broken." He said as he pumped his cock in and out of me. It felt nice and we established a nice rhythm between us. I oohed and ahhed as he had me ride him cowgirl.
"Next time I am going to fist that whore's cunt of yours and fist your ass just to let you know Del owns those holes baby." He said and I felt him start humping up harder into me. He suddenly flipped me over and began pumping his cock into and out of me. With a loud grunt he came and I felt his cock spasm and I came too.
After we had both cum Del remained lying atop of me and we just laid there enjoying the feelings together. After I felt his cock begin to deflate and he started falling out of me, Del removed his cock completely and sat up. He gave me a big smile and I returned it.
"That was nice little lady." Del said as he got himself out of bed. I got the message and got up to find my clothing.
"I should make you leave out of here naked." He said as he went into the cab and located my clothing in the plastic bag. He removed them and handed them to me.
"Thanks Del, that was fun." I said as I began dressing. Soon I was completely dressed and ready to go. Del had his clothing back on and he asked one more time if I could spend the night; one more time I declined his offer, but this time it was more difficult as he really was a nice guy.
I carefully stepped down out of the cab of Del's truck and got to the ground. I straightened my clothing out and got my bearings. I knew that I had about a block walk back to our car so I made my way out into the lighted part of the parking lot and began to head toward where you were parked. I had gone maybe 50 yards when a slow, dark, late model car idled up next to me. The driver's window slid down and I attempted to look into the interior. The driver appeared to be a black man. I stopped and walked over to the window wondering what he had to say to me.
"Good evening beautiful Jessie." A rich baritone voice called from the window. I was startled that he knew my name but I leaned towards the open window to see him better.
"Good evening." I replied as I attempted to make out his facial features but it was difficult in darkness.
"So how's business this fine evening." He asked pleasantly as I saw him take a puff of a cigarette and blow a stream of smoke out.
"Business has been great." I replied. "How do you know my name?"
"Word gets around, ya know."
"Ah, okay." I replied.
"It's a tough business. You need a manager." He said calmly as he looked me over.
"Oh I do, do I?" I replied sassily as I attempted to look him into the eyes.
"Yes you do. You see this is my lot. This is where my girls work. You're taking my money working this here lot. You should be working for me." He said firmly and steadily and suddenly the interior lights came on startling me. I could now see the large well-dressed black man who I had been talking with about the business.
"I had no idea. Well, I got to go. Nice talking to you." I replied beginning to feel more than uncomfortable.
"Hey wait sugar. Why don't you climb on in here with me and we can talk some business."
"No thanks, I got to go." I said as I straightened up and made to walk away.
"Ok then but be careful out here." He said and the window buzzed closed. I turned away from the car and began walking back to our car. My heart was thudding deeply in my chest. I began walking faster and finally I saw the car and you waiting inside for me. I could not wait to get into the safety of our car and go home.
"You know I love you Jess." I said to her as we drove home.
"I love you too. You really like having a Lot Lizard for a wife, don't you?" She said with a smile as we pulled into our driveway.
"I really like having you as a Lot Lizard." I replied.
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I was losing my mind waiting in the room for Steve's text. He had been gone with my wife for almost 30 minutes already. I could not believe how beautiful and sexy she looked all dolled up for a date with some guy; a stranger. I was so in love with her and could not wait until she returned from the date and I could reclaim her. I loved her so much I actually ached for her. I tried watching TV but nothing held my interest. I kept looking at the screen on my phone but there were no messages. I started daydreaming about my hotwife. I was imagining Jan in the arms of another man, not making love but having sex; fucking.
"I am 5 minutes away. Meet me out front." Read the lines of text from Steve. I walked into the bathroom and peed. I then walked out of the room and down the hall to the elevator. It could not arrive soon enough and I felt myself starting to get nervous. I walked out of the front doors of the Hampton Inn as Steve's SUV pulled up under the canopy. He stopped and I walked over and got inside.
"Steve man I was losing my mind." I said rapidly as soon as I got into the vehicle.
"Hey Justin." He replied as we drove off. He gave me a cursory glance as he drove.
"Steve, I don't know how to say this so I guess I will just come right out with it. Thank you so much for making Jan a hotwife. You said that you would do it and I owe you big time man. I doubted you but you did it and I am so grateful." I gushed and reached over to shake his hand. He took his hand off the steering wheel and returned my handshake with a frim grip.
"Hey Justin, I told you I would make her into the whore of your dreams and she is that now." He said with a grin.
"I know it and you did it man. How can I ever thank you?" I asked rhetorically.
"Well if you are serious, I have one way you can thank me." He said as he looked over at me.
"Name it buddy; anything." I said happily.
"I would like Jan to stay with me for another week, just so I can enjoy the whore I created." He said seriously.
"It's okay with me, in fact I am getting hard just thinking about her spending another week with you. The only issue is her work and it is really up to her but I am all for it." I said as I looked over at this large smiling man.
"Justin leave that part to me." He said mysteriously as we pulled into the parking lot of a suburban steak house.
The meal was adequate but nothing special but it might have been due to my excitement about Jan spending another week with Steve. We talked about sports and the weather and as we were finishing dinner Steve phone chimes with a text.
"That was Jan and she needs me to pick her up. I'll drop you at the hotel on the way." He said as he signed the receipt and we downed our drinks.
We talked about my wife as we rode to the hotel. We agreed that her best feature was her sexy ass and long legs that went all the way to heaven. Steve told me that he would talk to Jan about staying before he brought her back to the hotel. I agreed that that was a great idea and got out of the vehicle and went up to my room. Once again the waiting was killing me and I began pacing around the room. I must have tired myself out after such a heavy meal and I soon took off my clothes and got into bed. I figured that it would be a sexy way to wait for Jan's return.
I received a text from Steve to go sit in the bar and have a drink and he would be there shortly. That was a good idea as I felt that I needed a drink or three after doing what I had done that evening. I was down, sad, disappointed in myself and ashamed at what I had become. The bar was sparsely populated so I took a seat on a barstool off to one side of the massive wooden bar. I placed my small purse on top of the shiny surface and the bartender walked over.
"Good evening. Can I get you something?" He asked smoothly is a well-practiced voice.
"I'll have a Tanqueray and tonic." I replied with a tired smile.
"Sure. Got any ID?" He asked while looking me in the eye.
"You're kidding, right?" I asked incredulously.
"Nope. Management says I have to ask." He replied with a smirk. I opened up my purse and reached inside for my driver's license. I had to move a strip of condoms out of the way to find it and the bartender who was watching me like a hawk saw the unmistakable shiny packages. I found the ID and handed it to him. With another smirk he took it from me and took it over to the small light by the register. He looked it over and then came back and handed it to me. I was blushing by this time knowing what he had seen in my purse.
"You want a lime with that?" He asked as he began putting ice into a glass.
"Yes please." I replied as I watched him give me a good long shot of gin and then a squirt of tonic. He squeezed a large lime into the glass and then placed it on the rim. He placed a paper napkin on the bar top and then put the frosty glass on top of it. I thanked him and took a big sip. The drink was strong but right now I needed strong.
"So are you working tonight?" The bartender asked casually as he carefully polished the bar-top in front of me. He was looking me in the eye as he said that.
"Me? No I am on vacation." I replied not getting his meaning.
"Vacation? That's an interesting way to put it. Lady of leisure?' He said smugly.
"Yes just here for another day or so." I replied puzzled by his tone.
"Look, I can help you out. Lots of guys come to the bar and ask me if I can find them a little company. For a piece of the action I can steer them your way." He said and gave me a knowing look. "Maybe a little piece of something else."
"Hey, you got me all wrong!" I said angrily. "What do you take me for?"
The bartender was starting to reply when Steve strolled into the bar and walked up to me. He reached over and gave me a little hug and a kiss on the cheek. He ordered a drink and told the man we would be moving to a booth. We walked over to a darkened corner of the barroom and he nodded and I slid into the booth. He slid in right beside me. He was right up against me as we sat there. He reached for my hand. The bartender arrived with Steve's drink and another one for me.
"So Crystal, how did it go?" He asked with a leer as he sipped his drink.
"Ok I guess." I said with a shrug. I really did not want to talk about this with him right now.
"Just ok? I heard that you did great and he was very happy with your performance. He said that you even came for him." Steve said with a chuckle.
"Yeah, well..." I replied and just let my words die off.
"I want you to tell me all about it; later." He said as he reached over and gave me a kiss. I turned my head and returned it. The kiss was hot with lots of tongue. Steve broke the kiss and his hand went to my thigh under the table. He ran his fingers between my legs and let them rest on my inner thigh but not quite to my pussy. I felt uneasy and just sat there with my legs partially spread.
"Crystal we need to talk about you staying for another week." He said flatly.
"What? I can't! I have to get back to work and Justin will never allow it."
"Justin is fine with it. You will need to call work on Monday and get another week off." He stated.
"Steve, please? I can't." I pleaded looking into his cold eyes.
"Jan, I get tired of you arguing with me and I get tired of threatening you." He said forgetting to call me Crystal in his anger.
"Please Steve? Baby Please. I have to get home. I want to go back to work." I said with tears in my eyes.
"Jan you will stay another week with me so I can train you how to be a whore." He said and that was the end of his side of the argument.
"Steve? How about just a few days? How will I get home?" I asked between sobs.
"I will buy you a ticket home. You will fly out Sunday afternoon after you work Saturday night. I hung my head and let the tears flow down my face. After five minutes Steve told me to go fix my face and come back to the table.
When I got back from the lady's room there was another round of fresh drinks on the table and Steve was having a conversation with the bartender. They appeared to know each other as the banter was light and friendly. Steve said something to him about a few minutes and he walked away from the table and he gave me a large shit-eating grin as he passed me. I sat back down beside Steve.
"You look a lot better now." Steve said with a smile.
"Thanks." I said curtly as I took a sip of my old drink.
"Finish up your drink you have something to do for me." He said mysteriously as he drank his own drink and pushed it away.
"Oh? What's that?" I asked as I finished my second drink and set it down.
"I told our friend there that you would give him a blowjob." He said matter-of-factly.
"What? You did what?" I asked incredulously as I glared at him.
"Look, he knows you're a whore and he just wants a little taste. So I told him you would blow him." He said as he ran a finger up my face.
"Steve!" I said loudly and I watched as he raised a finger to warn me. He gave me an icy stare and I knew I should do as he said.
"Just get up and go over to him and give him a smile. Now!" He said through clenched teeth. I had no choice so I took another swallow of my fresh drink and slid out of the booth. I walked over toward the bar and as the bartender looked up I gave him a smile. He nodded and at me and smiled back.
He had me follow him through a door behind the bar into a small storage area. I was feeling awful inside but I don't know if it was the drinks or the situation or what but I was a little excited too. He pointed and I got down on my knees and knelt before him on the wooden floor. He made me open his pants and take out his nearly erect cock. It was nice and pink and had a large red head. I held his cock in my hand and gave it a kiss then a lick.
"No suck it. I don't have much time." He ordered so I took his cock in my mouth and began to suck it. I started bobbing my head on his dick as I sucked. I felt his hands on my head; his fingers in my hair. He made a sighing sound and I felt him reach his hands around my head and pull me further onto his cock. I felt it hit the back of my throat but he continued to push. It was not a blow job as much as it was him fucking my face. I just sucked and he drove his cock into and out of my mouth. Suddenly he pulled my face all the way against his belly and I felt his cock begin to expand. I started to choke as I felt his cum squirt out and shoot against the back of my throat. I tried to back off and he held me tightly to him as he continued to release his fluids. After what seemed to be eternity he backed off and his hands fell from my head. I started coughing and choking as I tried to catch my breath.
"That was nice Crystal. Next time I want that pussy of yours." He said as he tucked himself back in his trousers and zipped himself up. I kept kneeling there for another minute catching my breath and trying to swallow the remains of his load in my mouth. I slowly got up and walked back to the booth still occupied with Steve. I had shaky legs and I was once again making the walk of shame only this time someone was there to watch me.
Steve slid out of the booth and I assumed it was to let me in but instead he took me by the waist and steered me out of the bar. I turned to look at him and he gave me a small nod. We walked in silence out to his car.
"Why did you do that to me Steve?" I demanded as we got inside and strapped in.
"Several reasons." He said as he started the large SUV and began driving.
"What reasons?" I asked angrily.
"One, you are my whore and you fuck or suck who I say when I say. Two, you seem to forget that I decide when and who, not you. Three, you needed a little bit of humility. Lastly, he is a good contact for later." Steve said seriously and we drove on it silence.
"So before you go sleep with your husband I need some of your pussy and we need to be clear on tomorrow, right."
"Yes Steve I will stay another week." I said dejectedly as I knew I was beat.
When we got back to the Hampton the room was dark and quiet. Steve quietly closed the adjoining door and we got into his bed and had sex. He really pounded me hard and my pussy betrayed me and I came twice. He filled me with his cum as Steve does not use condoms with me. The orgasms ripped through my body as he did me doggy-style and all I wanted was to go back to my own room and fall asleep in the arms of my loving husband when it was over. Steve of course made me clean him up afterwards with my 'whore mouth."
An hour later, found me sliding into bed beside my husband, he reached for me and held me tight. I was glad that I had brushed my teeth and used mouthwash as I had severe cum breath before I did that. Justin wanted me to talk all about my date and he got so hard and so excited I had no choice but to have sex with him also. He too made me cum but only once and it was more loving and fulfilling.
As Justin drove out of sight I felt so down and so sad. I should not have stayed instead I should be sitting next to him in the car; driving back home. Steve had told me that I needed to stay with him for another week to complete my whore training. He again held the videos of me with other men as a threat to make me stay. He promised he would send them to everyone in my phone contact list including my parents and employers. I had no choice.
It was 7:00 am and Steve and I were standing outside in the parking lot of the hotel waving and watching Justin drive out of sight. Steve had convinced my poor naïve husband that he would be making me a better hotwife for him. Justin agreed when I told him of my plans for an additional week of vacation so that I could play with Steve and be a hotwife. He was thinking with his cock and not his brain. It was kind of a cool morning and I was dressed in just shorts and a long tee-shirt. Steve put his arm around me and gave the side of my head a kiss.
"C'mon Jan let's head inside. I need you to take care of something." He said.
"Now Steve, really?" I replied as I felt the tears running down my face. I snuffled a bit.
"Yes, right now." He said as he began guiding me back into the hotel. We got into the elevator in silence and began riding back up to the room. I was tired, sad, and pretty worn out. Justin and I had made love though most of the night and I just wanted to hold him and go to sleep.
"Can I wash up first?" I asked as we entered Steve's room. I needed to at least wash my face and brush my teeth.
"Sure you can sweetie. Just hurry up; this thing won't fuck itself." He replied sarcastically as he gave me a sharp slap on the ass. "Leave the door open."
"What? Why?" I asked astonished by his last words. I turned to look at him. "I need to pee."
"Exactly and I want to watch you." He said with an evil smile.
"A little privacy here, right?" I said as I went to close the door.
"Whores don't get privacy. Get over it." He replied and I went into the bathroom and turned on the light. I glanced at myself in the mirror. I was looking worn out and disheveled.
"Dammit Steve!" I said as I pulled down my shorts and walked over to the toilet. I turned and sat down. Thank God he was not watching. I started to pee.
"Spread your legs I want to see everything." He said as he walked in the bathroom. There was nothing I could do but spread my legs so I closed them tight so he could see nothing. I kept peeing.
"Okay." He said ominously and walked out of the bathroom. When I was finished I washed my hands and face and ran a brush through the tangled mess that I call hair. I looked human at least so I walked out of the bathroom and right into a nude Steve. I walked up to give him a kiss. He turned his head.
"What?" I asked as I felt his hands on my shoulders pushing me roughly downward.
"I was going to give you a nice slow fuck but now get down there and suck me."
"Hey Steve, don't be that way, okay?" I asked as I sunk to my knees and grasped his hard flaccid cock.
"Suck my cock you whore." He said and I opened my mouth and took the head of his cock into it. I began to gently suck and lick his cock and I felt it begin to grow in my mouth. I love feeling a man's cock growing in my mouth as I suck him. This sent a tiny thrill though me. I began to move up and down on his hard cock. He placed his hands on my head and held it still while he pushed his cock as far as it would go in my mouth. I felt it hit the back of my throat. I held back as long as I could but I needed to cough badly as his cock had started to choke me.
I put both of my hand on his thighs and tried to push him off. This only caused him to pull me tighter into his crotch. I felt tears well-up in my eyes as my gag reflex totally cut-in. I was ready to choke when my throat opened up and his cock slid down it.
"That's a good whore, deep throat me bitch." He said as he held me tight. Finally he released his grip and let me get a breath. I gulped a lung full and felt the saliva running down my chin.
"What the fuck Steve; you were choking me." I said loudly as I went to get up but his hands were on both of my shoulders and kept me on my knees.
"Do it again. Take it all." He demanded and again he pulled me towards his slimy cock.
I dutifully open my mouth and tried to take him back into my mouth at my pace but he grabbed my head and roughly slammed me on his cock. I started to choke again but again as I did his cock slipped down my throat. He began fucking my face. I could do nothing but will myself to relax so that I could handle all of his manhood. He kept holding me and fucking in and out of my mouth. I felt so angry and so dominated I wanted to scream but could not. Finally after 10 agonizing minutes he shot his load into my mouth and I swallowed as fast as I could so that he would stop. He pulled his cock from my mouth and it was still connected by a long string of thick mucus and sperm. Steve picked me up by the armpits and threw me on the bed. He climbed in beside me.
"Jan we need to talk. You are my whore. I own you. You and Justin signed the contract giving you to me as my slave and whore for one year. At the end of one year I can renew for another year, then another after that. If I want to break the contract that is totally up to me." He stated as he watched me catching my breath and trying to calm down.
"Steve..." I said but he cut me off.
"I am not finished. You know the consequences if you refuse. The pictures and videos go out and your life and reputation is shot. The contract is real you signed it. It is notarized and I have filed it with the City clerk. They don't read them but it is filed. They think that it is a land contract." He said with a smirk as his hand went to my breast and he held it.
"But Steve I..." I began and again he cut me off with a painful pinch to my nipple.
"Just shut the fuck up and listen. Starting today you are going to begin earning me money. I don't care if it is $25 blow jobs and $50 fucks or escorting for $700 a throw and $1500 a night, you need to earn $3000 a week, every week." I felt myself starting to cry.
"Now this can go easy, or you can make it hard but it is going to happen. You will fuck whoever I want, anytime I want, and anywhere I want. You will only say "Yes sir" and it better be with a smile." I felt tears of sadness and frustration running down my cheeks.
"I don't want you hooked on drugs but if you don't go along with the program I will get you so fucked up you won't even know your name. Got it?" He shouted at me as he looked me right in the eyes. I held his gaze for as long as I could but finally I looked down and away. He had me; I was his whore.
"Yes Steve, I've got it." I said dejectedly and felt tears welling up in my eyes. Steve must have taken pity on me as he suddenly held me closely to his chest and I could feel his hand sliding up and down on my back. He was gently stroking me.



"Good. This does not have to be a terrible ordeal you know." He said softly.
"Oh? I have to whore myself out for you and earn $3000 a week and you say it is not a terrible ordeal. How's that?" I said bitterly.
"Jan, you love sex, you love to cum, and you are hot as hell. Why not make money doing something that you are good at? I'll let you keep the tips and anything over $3000 you can keep half." Steve said pleasantly as he continued to stroke and massage my back.
"But Steve I like having sex for fun and now you are turning it into work; into slavery."
"Jan it's all in the way you look at it. You can fuck for fun and enjoy having men pay to stick their dicks in you or you can piss and moan and make it seem hellish, it is totally up to you. Either way, you are still my whore and you are still going to do this." He said.
I laid there for a while in his arms, letting him pet and stroke me. Then out of pure exhaustion and despair; I fell into a deep sleep. I do not know how long I was out but when I awoke I found myself nestled against Steve side and he was snoring softly. I laid and watched him for a few minutes before he stirred and I saw him look back at me. He gave me a smile and I returned it. He pulled me closer to him and we kissed. The kisses were sweet and soon he began to touch and caress my naked body. I felt myself becoming aroused by his touches and his deep tongue kisses. I reached down and grasped his hard cock and gave it a squeeze. I felt like I was betraying my true feeling but I wanted to make love with Steve.
Steve finally got the blow job that he wanted however before he could fill my mouth with his cum he turned me around and fucked me doggy style. His large cock felt so good as it slid into my wet and ready pussy. He pumped my hard and deep for quite a while and he brought me to three shuddering orgasm. They felt great and then I felt his cock swell inside me and he came with a loud groan. I could feel his cum shooting inside me and it triggered one more orgasm for me. Steve collapsed onto my back and we both laid there tied together until I felt his cock slip from me with a release of both of our cum. I was feeling better than I had in hours.
"Hey cutie that was great! How about a shower?" Steve said with a big grin as he got up from the bed and stood there looking down at me.
"Um that sounds nice. I'll be right there." I said as I smiled back at him. I needed to pee and I wanted Steve to be in the shower when I did it.
Steve turned on the shower and climbed in and I went and sat on the toilet praying that he would not hear or see me as a girl does need her privacy sometimes. I was just releasing when I looked up and Steve was watching me with a little smile at the corners of his mouth.
"Really Steve? Really?" I said when I noticed him watching me intently.
"Yeah Jan, really. You have to get used to men watching you pee baby." He said in a light playful way but I knew that he was sending me a serious message. In spite of my peeper I finished, wiped myself, flushed and got up and walked to the shower. Steve held the door for me and I climbed in.
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My wife Jan has a submissive streak that seems to run deeply through her soul. She has been hoping for me to be more dominant and to take charge more in our relationship. I on the other hand have always thought of us as equal partners; no one is more in control than the other. Several times, through the years of our marriage, I have attempted to be more of the alpha partner, the one in charge. This has never worked as I felt uncomfortable being dominant or controlling of Jan and she would be unhappy as it never felt natural for her when I did that. We were simply two people who were madly in love and on equal footing but she always longed for something more. We had decided to try to find her a dominant playmate/lover to fulfill her need for submission but had been unsuccessful until we met Khalid. That relationship however just was not the situation we were seeking. So Jan continued to yearn and we continued to seek out someone to be her alpha.
After Jan finished her story we sat there in silence looking at one another. I felt very proud of her as she had just told me how she had driven over to Khalid's house to tell him of her decision to terminate their bizarre relationship. She may have been taken completely off-guard by his having already vacated his home for Saudi Arabia and her meeting with Al-Kaziz but she had accomplished her goal. She was now free from Khalid's control.
Within a day of her meeting with Al-Kaziz the news services were filled with reports on the shake-up in the Saudi royal family and the imprisonment of many of the princes. Khalid's name was never in the news reports as he was one of the princes who were aligned with the Crown Prince. Jan and I had listened to the reports in anticipation of hearing his name and his imprisonment. We were not sure if we were relieved or disappointed.
Jan and I did not discuss the rest of her meeting with Al-Kaziz that evening nor in the following days as life often gets in the way. We went to bed shortly after dinner and made love as only a couple who is deeply in love with one another can. It was sweet but intense and we both reached our climaxes together and although it was satisfying for me I just felt that it was not quite enough for Jan. She never said anything but the ending came too soon and our coupling ended too quickly it seemed for her. We both fell asleep in each other's arms from the emotional release as well as from the physical act itself.
Friday, it seemed, was like any other Friday. We both arose early for our run and then it was a repeat of Wednesday as we both ate and made our way to work. I was feeling not just relief but also elation for Jan who would hopefully be told today of her, previously discussed, new sub-contracting job and the implied increase in salary that would accompany it. We always needed the money as we both were paying-off substantial college loans as well as the debts that had accumulated in purchasing and furnishing our home.
I went to work having forgotten or simply dismissing her sexual activity with Al-Kaziz and his offer of a role for her as his mistress from the evening prior. Perhaps I did not want to reflect on it or I hoped that she would also ignore it and it would simply go away. Maybe I wanted her to become more involved with him. Jan did not tell me of her decision and what followed it until later; much later. This is what she told me:
"We had such a wonderful morning on Friday I decided to ignore the card that was tucked-away inside of my purse. My work-out went well and I was feeling alive and refreshed having rid myself of the heavy burden I had been carrying. You were being sweet and understanding, as usual, and I was hoping we could go back to our lives from before we had met Khalid. I drove into work thinking through the list of items I had to accomplish today. I was hoping to lose myself in my work and just enjoy my job.
I logged into the system and was just reviewing my emails and phone messages when I received a call from the managing partner of the firm. He asked me to meet with him and one of the senior partners in a small conference room in 15 minutes. I assumed it was an update on one of several cases that I was involved with and didn't think anything of it. I walked in on the two men as they were conversing. I sat down in one of the empty seats and opened my IPad.
"Good morning Jan, thank you for coming so quickly as we are aware of how busy you have been." Said Gerald Barnes the managing partner of Johnson, Warner and Keys, my boss.
"Yes good morning Jan." Said William Johnson.
"Good morning sirs. How are you this morning?" I asked with a pleasant smile.
They both informed that they were doing well and that they had some important business to discuss about me about a major client. Both of these men had built this firm up to where it was today and they were impressed by my work and wanted to offer me a new position. They were serious but friendly in their demeanor.
"Jan we know that you are familiar with the firm's largest client; S.A. Rofco. They have expressed interest in contracting for some additional services from our firm. This contract should provide revenue enhancement for the firm that will benefit all of us and especially you." Explained Johnson.
"This will mean a change in responsibilities for you and an opportunity for additional growth for you as well." Said Barnes. "Jan we have decided to create a new position in the firm; Director of Information Services."
"This position will report directly to the managing partner and we would like offer you this new position. It will entail a substantial increase in your salary as well as your position with the firm." Explained Johnson.
"Wow this is exciting. When would I start in this new position?" I asked nervously.
"Monday morning and your first assignment will be to be onsite with S.A.R. bright and early Monday morning. You will work for them in this first phase; one day per week. If additional time is needed we will have to work out the details with them." Said Barnes.
The two men then took about an hour to explain how important it was to work together with this important client and how I would be doing the firm a great favor by accepting this new position. They then told me that my salary would increase by $10,000 with this new position. I agreed to the terms and signed the offered contract that afternoon. I was back to my desk by 9:30.
I had almost forgotten about Al-Kaziz and his offer. I pulled out his business card and read through it. I put it back into my purse. I went and got myself a new cup of coffee as my previous one had grown cold. I had a debate going on in my head that almost caused me to spill my coffee due to my preoccupation. I sat back down at my desk. I pulled the business card from my purse again and I read over it. I looked at the clock. It was 9:45. I got up from my desk and went to the restroom, I spent a few minutes in there and then I examined my face in the mirror. I stared into my own eyes for a few minutes pondering what I should do; call or not.
I walked back to my desk. I opened my purse and pulled the card out and read it over again. I picked up the phone. I began dialing the phone number but stopped on the fifth digit and hung up the phone. I dropped the card into the waste paper basket beside my desk. I looked at the clock again 9:55. I picked the card out of the waste basket hoping that no one would see me. I looked at the front of the card and read it over. I turned it around. I read it again. I picked up the phone and dialed seven digits this time but hung up before it could go through. I looked at it again and this time I found that I was perspiring heavily. I picked the card up and was just getting ready to toss it away again when I looked at the clock. 9:59. I dialed again. This time I did not hang up. It rang twice and was immediately picked up.
"Hello Janice. I knew that you would call." Said the deep voice of Mahmoud Al-Kaziz.
"Hello Mr. Al-Kaziz. I have decided to accept your offer." I said flatly and that is how it all began.
Al-Kaziz informed me that a package would be arriving today, by courier, with the information that I would need for Monday morning. He said that it would contain parking passes and entry keys for 3500 Monroe. That he would see me precisely at 8:30 and to have a nice weekend. I told him to do the same and ended the call.
Monday morning, 8:30 am. I stood before the imposing looking entry door attempting to compose myself. I had no idea what to expect upon entering the apartment. I felt myself shaking inside. I took a deep breath and scanned the electronic key through the scanner mounted beside the door. There was a loud click. I grasped the door handle and pushed it down. The door opened and I walked into the softly-lit foyer on unsteady legs. I was immediately startled by another person who was occupying the foyer. He appeared to be waiting for me.
"Welcome Janice, I am Shamar. Master wants me to assist in your training this morning." Said a tall, thin and very feminine looking man with a shaved head. He was dressed in a white shift of taffeta that hung loosely off from his shoulders and almost to his knees. He smiled and extended his hand to me.
"Good morning Shamar. I am Janet Hicks and I am to meet with Mr. Al-Kaziz this morning." I said as I returned his smile.
"Janice, Master insists that you remove all items of clothing when you enter this apartment and remain unclothed the entire time unless directed otherwise." Shamar said emphasizing every word.
I stood looking at him attempting to process what he had just explained to me. I wanted to run away and return to my car and forget this entire situation but I didn't. After a long pause I removed my suit coat and began looking for a place to hang it up as I did not want it to wrinkle. Shamar simply extended his hand and took it from me. I then unbuttoned my blouse and handed it to Shamar. I stood before him topless as I had remembered to not wear a bra or panties. I removed my skirt and blushed deeply in embarrassment as I stood before this strange man clad in only my jewelry and shoes. He asked for my shoes and as soon as I handed them to him he took all of my garments and walked through a door and disappeared. I stood still and noticed that I was neither hot nor cold as the temperature of the room was just perfect for being nude.
After a few minutes Shamar returned and walked up to me and looked me in the eyes.
"In the future you will remove your clothing without being told to do so and hang them in the closet on the other side of the door." I nodded and he suddenly was glaring at me.
"In the future you will answer me; Yes Shamar. Do you understand?" He asked.
"Yes Shamar." I replied.
"Good. Currently Master is sleeping and every Monday morning it will be your job, upon disrobing, to wake him." He said softly.
"Yes Shamar." I replied.
"Master wants you to awaken him every Monday morning in the exact same manner." He explained.
He then gave explicit directions on to how I was to awaken El-Kaziz. I was made to repeat them back to him and this made me feel submissive and humbled. Shamar, then pleased that I knew what to do, walked me through another door and into a long hallway. At the end of the hallway was the bedroom door. Shamar quietly opened it for me and showed me into the darkened room. In the middle of a massive bedroom was a king-size bed with a large shape beneath the covers. The sleeping El-Kaziz. Shamar nodded to me and I walked towards the bed.
I gently pulled back the covers and revealed the slumbering Mr. Mahmoud El-Kaziz; he was completely naked. His large body was covered with dark wiry hair. As I pulled aside the warm bed-clothes I could see that he possessed a large barrel-size abdomen. This man was not just heavy he was clearly obese. I held my breath and continued to pull back the covers until his nearly erect penis was completely exposed. I nervously looked over at Shamar and he gave me another nod. I reached over and grasped the large erection that was pointing straight towards the ceiling. Beneath it were two big and hairy balls. I bent over and unceremoniously opened my mouth as wide as I could and enveloped the large cock as I had been previously instructed to do so. I sucked the warm member into my mouth and began sucking and bobbing my head on it. I enjoy sucking cocks, always have, and El-Kaziz's felt wonderful in my mouth.
I had sucked on the throbbing organ for several minutes when I heard El-Kaziz stir and become conscious of my actions. His cock appeared to become harder and longer in my mouth. I felt a hand a top of my head.
"The perfect way to wake up." He said with his deep voice. "Good morning Shamar. Good morning Janice." Shamar returned the greeting but I could not reply as my mouth was not just occupied it was completely filled with his cock.
El-Kaziz continued to have me suck his cock while he patted and stroked my head. After several minutes I felt his body tense and the head of his cock seemed to swell. I felt his cock jerk and the first of several strong jets of cum shot into my mouth. I tried to contain as much of his load as possible but he must not have cum in a long while as the capacity of my mouth was soon overwhelmed and some of his seed squeezed from the corners of my lips. This did not stop him from finishing his ejaculations. He slowly pulled his organ from my mouth. His cum had a very distinctive flavor. It had a strong earthy taste with a mix of chlorine as well. It was not unpleasant just much different than any cum I had tasted before.
"Don't swallow quite yet. Open widely and show me my present to you." He ordered. I straightened up and opened my mouth up while tilting my head back so as not to spill any of his hot load. I looked at him with my tear-filled eyes.
"Nice, very nice." He said. "Now swallow my entire morning gift to you and don't waste a single drop. I closed my mouth and with great effort swallowed the thick white slime down my throat. It took several minutes and also several swallows for it all to go down. Remnants of it remained in my mouth beyond my best efforts to swallow them.
"Open and show me." He ordered and I humbly complied.
"Excellent now clean me up." He commanded and I began licking his cock clean as it had begun to deflate. When I was finished he ordered me to kiss his cock and thank him for his gift to me. I did as he asked and he gave me a broad smile. He then climbed out of bed and lumbered down the hall and out of sight.
"You did well. Now he needs to relieve himself. Go down to the bathroom." Shamar ordered. I was dumbfounded and did not know what to do next so he grabbed me by the scruff of the neck pulling and dragging my nude body down the hallway towards the bathroom.
I was pushed into a brightly-lit tiled bathroom. El-Kaziz was standing, with his back to me, before a large white toilet with his legs spread shoulder-length apart. I was startled by his hairy body. I walked over to him and he nodded at me. I simply stood there looking at him.
"Go ahead; hold my penis and aim it for me." He ordered. I have never watched a grown man urinate before and did not quite know what to do. I reached over and placed my hand on his flaccid but still thick cock.
"Put your hand all the way around it and aim it into the bowl Janice." He directed.
I did as he asked and I held his cock in my hand. I suddenly felt liquid begin to flow through it and a steady stream of hot urine shot from the hole in the head and directly into the bowl. It felt powerful. I was surprised by the pressure and almost missed the bowl. I had mixed feelings at this point. Arousal at feeling his cock in my hand and humiliation and shame for being made to hold his dick while he peed. When he was finished he had me shake and stroke the end to get the final drops from his cock.
"Not great but you will learn." He said condescendingly as he looked at me with disdain. "Now it is time for our bath."
Shamar had me accompany him down the hall and through a doorway into a softly-lit room. The air temperature was quite warm and it was almost steamy inside. The floors, walls, and ceiling were all tiled in pleasant white, yellow and gold tiles. The room was large and in the middle was a large sunken bathing tub that resembled a tiled hot tub or spa. The tub appeared to be a 6 foot by 6 foot square with shiny golden fixtures. A foot of the tub was above the floor level but the rest was entirely submerged in the floor. It was filled with sparkling clear water that gave off steamy vapors. The air was scented with a floral scent that could have been roses or could have been jasmine but I was not sure as I was so overwhelmed by the scene. Three of the walls had large mirrors on them and I could see the reflection of my naked form standing beside a partially clothed Shamar.
"Come here Janice let me pin up your hair." He said as he directed me to a short stool in front of one of the mirrors. He expertly braided my hair into a tight bun and pinned it up off from my neck and shoulders. I had to admit that he was very skilled. He then took me to a corner in the room where there was a floor drain. He had me stand directly upon it. He filled a basin with clear warm water and sat it on the short stool. He then took a small white washcloth and dipped it into the basin of water. He removed it, squeezed a small amount of body-wash onto it and began soaping my neck and shoulders.
"You must bathe before entering the soaking tub." He explained as he moved down and began on my chest and breasts. He carefully lathered each of my breasts and my nipples became hard and erect from his stimulation. After he was finished with my chest he moved downward and began soaping my tummy and then my crotch. With hands that had obviously done this task before he delicately washed my pussy taking time to wash the outer and then inner labial lips. He cleaned my clit and washed a finger's depth into my vagina. I was ready for him to continue but he moved down and began cleaning each leg. When he completed the task of washing my feet he picked up the water-filled basin and poured it on to my body; rinsing me off. I was so excited from his ministrations that I felt myself wet and ready.
"Now Janice it is time to turn around." He said and I quickly complied. I was beginning to feel cold even in this warm and humid room. He washed my back paying a great deal of attention in washing my little rosebud and this too stimulated me and I let a soft moan escape my lips. He stopped washing for a few beats, waited for me to calm down and then resumed his cleaning task.
When he was finished with the soaping he filled the basin with water and rinsed all traces of soap from me. He then took me by the hand and walked me over to the large submerged tub. He helped me into the steamy water. My sinuses were immediately filled with the aroma of flower oils emitted by the vapors from the tub.
"Janice slowly lower yourself into the water." He directed. I was in heaven feeling the hot bath water slowly covering my exposed skin. Shamar directed me to a built-in seat on the inside of the tub and had me sit upon it. The water was to my shoulders and I felt myself relax a bit from the warmth of the water. No sooner had I sat down and Mr. El-Kaziz entered the room; he was completely naked.
El-Kaziz walked over to the same spot where Shamar had bathed me and waited for him to walk over to him. I spied on the two men as El-Kaziz was soaped, scrubbed and rinsed the same as I had been. I tried to discretely view his naked genitals being tended to from my seat in the bathtub. I was fascinated by the size of his penis and his balls as I had never seen any man of that size before. Before long Shamar was finished with his task and El-Kaziz sauntered over toward the tub swinging his large, semi-erect, member as he walked. I would be dishonest to say I was not aroused by his display.



The surface of the water was disrupted as El-Kaziz lowered himself gingerly into the water and sat down across from me in the tub. I smiled at him and he gave me a broad and toothy smile. It reminded me of a shark eyeing his prey. I shuddered despite the warmth of the water.
"Isn't this lovely Janice?" He asked as he seemed to settle on his seat in the tub.
"Yes, it certainly is lovely." I replied.
"Not nearly as lovely as the woman who sits across from me." He said flirtatiously. I felt myself blushing at his comment.
"Thank-you." I said softly.
We sat and soaked in the tub like this for several minutes and I again felt myself relaxing from the warm water. I closed my eyes and enjoyed the heavenly sensations of warmth, fragrance and total body emersion. I did not realize it but I was partially sitting and partially laying with my legs spread wide open revealing myself totally to El-Kaziz.
"Janice come sit with me." He said breaking me from my revelry. I stood up and walked over to the other side of the tub and joined him on his seat which took up the entire side of the tub. He put his arm around my shoulders and pulled my close. It was difficult for me to not melt against him and I gave in and my naked body was pressed up against his hairy body. I gave out a soft moan as he held me.
"This is much better Janice. Do you like my tub?" He asked as I settled further against his side.
"I am completely enjoying your tub, this is lovely." I replied honestly. I slipped my arm across his belly to hold onto him. For some reason it just felt like the most natural thing to do. His arm that was around my shoulders slipped down a little and his hand covered my breast. He held onto it firmly but gently. I felt very nice. We laid in the tub like this for about 5 minutes.
"Sit up on my lap Janice. I want to hold you like that for a while." El-Kaziz said. I slipped his hand from my breast and out from under my arm and I floated over and sat down on his lap. I could feel his hard cock between his belly and my thigh as I wiggled and got comfortable on his lap.
"How's that?" I asked as I attempted to make my body relax.
"Here let me adjust myself." He replied and he kind of lifted me up and I felt him place his manhood between my thighs. I could feel it between both of my thighs and against my pussy. I was not sure what to do so I sat there as still as I could.
"That is much better; don't you agree?' He said with a satisfied sigh and a smile.
"Yes, that is much better." I replied. He had one of his arms supporting my back and his other arm was in front of me. He placed his left hand on my tummy. It felt nice there.
"You have a soft little tummy over your tight abs." He commented as he stroked and caressed the flesh of my abdomen.
"I like what you are doing to me." I replied as I felt little butterflies in my tummy from his actions. I placed my head on his chest and relaxed against him. He gave me a hug and held me against him.
"You have a very large cock." I suddenly said to him impulsively. I felt him smile and his hand on my tummy reached down and grasped his cock and rubbed it back and forth against the lips of my pussy.
"Thank you my dear and you will soon be very familiar with it; everywhere on and in your body." He said with a chuckle as he released his cock and brought my hand to it. He squeezed my hand around his cock with his hand. He then released my hand as I had gotten his message' He wanted me to hold his large hard cock against my pussy. I enjoyed how it felt in my hand and against my labia.
"Janice that feels so wonderful but now it is time for you to take me inside your married pussy." He said as he squeezed my breasts and fondled my nipple. It grew taut in his grasp and he pinched it between his fingers. It hurt but the pain seemed to stimulate my clit and I felt is thicken and grow erect. I slid the tip of his cock between my labia and teased my opening as well as his cock. He made a motion to push it inside me and I spread my thigh further to accept his manly probe inside me. El-Kaziz is a very large man with thick thighs covered with wiry black hair and a large belly making it difficult to push his penis inside me from this position. We both seemed to realize this at the same time and he lifted me on top of him as he slid into a different position on the seat of the tub. I was now astride him into what is known as the cowgirl position and spreading myself even further around him I gave him access to my awaiting pussy. He shoved his cock urgently into my pussy. He is large and it took some effort on both of our parts to finally get the first inch into me. I was wet enough but I had never had a member as large as his inside me.
As his cock slowly slipped further inside me he grasped both of my nipples, one in each hand, between his fingers and pinched down holding me as I worked to get his manhood inside me. It was a struggle as he was so large and it actually was painful and I gave out a groan. This appeared to give him pleasure as he squeezed my nipple tighter and smiled.
"Take me Janis, take all of me!" He shouted as he released my nipples and then grasped me by my hips and shoved me down further onto his cock. I gave out a little squeak and could feel the walls of my tight pussy give way to his powerful thrust. I gave out a wail-like moan as he seated me down further onto his lap with his thick cock partially embedded inside my once tight pussy.
"That's it feel me, feel me deep inside you. You married whore." He said between clinched teeth as he held me tightly against him; his cock embedded deeper in my pussy than any man had ever been. I was hoping to just sit there for a while as my body attempt to accommodate his intrusion but that was not to be as he wanted me to tend to his release.
El-Kaziz was not a sensitive lover nor was he concerned about my feeling and what he was doing to my body. Maybe that is why I was so turned on, so aroused to my very core, and why I felt my own orgasm approaching. He used my pussy as a masturbatory device, a human flesh light, moving me up and down on his cock. He must have been nearing his own orgasm as his cock felt like it was swelling inside me. He now drove his cock harder and faster into my pussy as he moved me up and down on it. My pussy was beginning to hurt as the water in the tub washed away my natural lubricants and I felt my insides becoming raw from the friction. I moaned from the pain and El-Kaziz smiled and put his lips to my right breast and raked his teeth across the sensitive flesh of my hard nub. He then bit down onto it and I screamed as I came from the over-stimulation of my nipple from his teeth and my pussy from his cock. My pain must have triggered his own orgasms as his movements ceased and I felt a jet of hot fluid deep within my pussy. I had never felt a man actually shoot a jet of cum against the walls of my battered pussy and this heightened my peak and drove me further and further along as I rode my own release.
I don't remember what happened next as I just lost myself in the intense feelings and darkness enveloped me. I must have slumped atop of the large dark-skinned body of El-Kaziz and nodded off or passed out. I awoke to El-Kaziz and Shamar gently waking me and calling my name. I slowly opened my eyes as they roused me from my slumber and I smiled sleepily at both of them. The lifted me carefully from the pool and helped me to my feet.
"That was an enjoyable bath Janice. Let's have breakfast." El-Kaziz said as he walked across the room and began drying his bulk with a towel leaving me to be tended to by Shamar.
After our bath, El-Kaziz took my hand and led me into a brightly lit room that had an array of pillows piled all around. Many were richly embroidered and others appeared to be covered with satin material. There was a small, low coffee table in the middle of the room. El-Kaziz sat first and pulled me down to sit on the right side of him facing the table. It felt odd to be seated on so many cushions, with a man who I barely knew, naked. In fact, we were both still completely unclad.
Just after we sat down Shamar entered the room and poured us each a cup of steaming hot coffee. The aroma was fabulous and I could hardly wait to have a sip. Shamar poured some cream into both of our cups and then left the room. El-Kaziz picked up his cup and took a sip, a smile crossed his face and he nodded towards me, so I picked up my cup and took a sip. The flavor was lovely, so rich, so smooth, and so tasty.
"This coffee is fantastic!" I said aloud after I swallowed.
"Yes, it truly is a delight, it is Arabic but the secret is the cream." He said with a smile as he looked into my eyes.
"The cream does make it taste wonderful." I agreed.
"I have it custom blended from a private dairy. It is very exclusive." He said with aloofness.
"It must be very special to be custom blended." I said as I continued drinking my coffee.
Shamar again appeared with a tray and began placing small dishes on the table before us. When he was finished there were 6 small plates and two baskets on the table. He then left the room. I noticed that there was no silverware, only cloth napkins. El-Kaziz reached over with his right hand and picked up a large black olive, he held it to my lips and I opened my mouth, he slipped it inside. I took a tentative bite after he cautioned me about the pit. The taste was fresh and salty. He continued to feed me small bits and bites of his food as he fed himself. There were green, brown and black olives in oil. Dry cheeses and cucumber slices. There was a small bowl of lemony yogurt soup with cilantro, tiny meatballs, and bits of mint leaves in it. There were fresh figs and dates. There was also hummus drizzled with olive oil and in one of the baskets were fresh flatbreads. The other basket contained tiny pastries made with a flaky crust similar to phyllo but drizzled with honey. As we ate we talked.
"So, Janice, what is your usual morning routine on Mondays?" El-Kaziz asked between mouthfuls.
"Oh, I get up at 5:30 and go for a run if it is nice weather otherwise I head to the gym that I belong to." I replied and then he offered me a date.
"Do you work out every day?" He asked as he reached down and stroked my bare leg.
"No, only 5-6 times per week depending on my schedule."
"Do you shower afterwards?" He asked.
"Oh yes and then I dress and go to work." I smiled as I took a bite of the flatbread that he dipped into the hummus before he offered it to me.
"Did you shower this morning?"
"Of course, I did not want to smell stinky." I replied crinkling my nose.
"From now on after your work out, stay in your workout clothing, and come directly here." He said directly to me.
"You don't want that." I said with a giggle. "I will be all sweaty and funky."
"Exactly." He replied. "I want to hold you and enjoy you just like that. The scent of a natural woman, without perfumes or cover-ups, is what I desire." I sat and stared at him for a minute thinking that he was joking but he remained serious.
"Yes Mr. El-Kaziz." I replied.
He continued to feed me and himself until we had consumed most of the food on the table. Shamar had continued to fill our coffee cups and even offered to refill the plates as we ate but El-Kaziz turned him down. Even though I had eaten before coming to work, the light breakfast was just the right amount and kind of snack that I could enjoy at this hour.
El-Kaziz laid back on the pillow after Shamar had removed all of the food and the table from the room. His thick thighs were spread open and he sat unembarrassed with his large belly sticking out and his nearly flaccid cock totally in view. I felt myself blushing to be looking at him in such a position with his lurid display of his manhood and this appeared to make him smile.
He pulled me close and had me lean down on his chest as he stroked my hair as one would pet a dog. I paced my arm around his back and my other hand went to his hairy belly. I stoked and teased the wiry black growth that was on his chest and abdomen. He reached down and took my hand and placed it upon his now growing member. I gave his cock a gentle squeeze. He allowed me to hold his member for a few minutes; caressing and massaging it as it throbbed and thickened in my hand.
"Janice, I believe that we would both enjoy some dessert. Go ahead; enjoy." He said motioning with his hand to his cock. I hesitated for a few moments and then it dawned on me what he was directing me to do. I lowered my head into his lap and began licking the head of his manhood. A clear drop of pre-cum was just emerging from the hole in the tip. I licked it off; the taste was sweet. After I had bathed his cock, with my tongue for a while; tasting the remnants from our earlier coupling that somehow had escaped the cleansing waters of the hot bath, I took him into my mouth. His large organ again filled my mouth as it lay on my tongue. I began to suck him as I slowly moved my head up and down on it. I enjoyed the feeling of submission to this powerful man and I could feel my arousal growing. After a long period of time he ejaculated holding my head all the way down on his cock with his public hair pressed against me face. My chin was resting on his balls. He arched his back as he came and my nose was pushed further into his fat and hairy lower belly by the movement and his two hands holding my head down tightly against him. I could barely breathe and hoped that he would release me soon. I felt the jets of his cum shoot against the back of my mouth and down my throat. Just before he finished his fourth and final shot he pulled back allowing his seed to eject onto my tongue so that I could taste him. I took a deep breath and the odor of his essence permeated my mouth, sinuses, and tongue as I felt the much needed air fill my lungs.
El-Kaziz pulled me up from his lap as he leaned back onto the pillow that was supporting his bulky frame. I was nestled to his side with his meaty arm around me as he closed his eyes and his breathing deepened. He began to lightly snore and I snuggled to him and closed my eyes as well.
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It was a long lonely drive back to our home without Jan by myside. As the miles whizzed by I realized that I was miserable at times but at others I was excited and almost giddy knowing that she was back with Steve and he was probably screwing her and dragging her deeper and deeper into the hotwife lifestyle. I felt at the time that she would be enjoying herself and I didn't know what was really going on until much later after she returned from St. Louis.
The week that Jan was gone was a nerve-wracking one as I had so much work to catch-up on. I had to keep our friends and family at bay and not divulge that Jan was still in St. Louis without me. I also was constantly horny as I imagined the hotwife activities that Jan was doing while she was alone with Steve far from home. I thought continuously about her nude body being penetrated by Steve and hopefully his friend's hard cocks. We had limited communication at the time simply a short text every day and only one brief but lacking in details phone call about her extended vacation.
Sunday afternoon of the following week I was at the regional airport reading the large wall-mounted monitor screens that gave the flight information for arriving flights. I located the flight from St. Louis; if it remained on time, it would arrive at 4:35 pm; at Gate 2. I then walked over to the waiting area. I was so excited I felt like I would burst. My sexy hotwife was finally coming home to me after spending another week with her "lover". I could barely contain my excitement and nervousness. It was like waiting for a first date.
I repeatedly looked at the arrival Gate hoping to catch a glance at my lovely Jan. The crowd began flowing down the ramp and I searched to find her friendly face in the sea of unfamiliar faces that appeared through the entryway. I finally noticed a tall and attractive woman with short, bobbed, and sun-lightened hair strolling down the ramp. I barely recognized my own wife as her new appearance shocked me. Gone was her long brunette hair and she appeared to be taller but her wide smile was unmistakable. I rushed towards her and she rushed towards me. I grabbed up this hot sexy woman and gave her a tight hug. She felt thinner and lighter. I gave her a long once over.
This was almost an entirely different woman than the one I had left behind in St. Louis just a week ago. She was taller than my 5'10' as she was wearing high-heeled shoes with at least a 5 inch heel. She had on a summer dress that looked like it should be worn as a slip as it was almost sheer and shimmery; it fell halfway between her knees and her hips. It was lacy at the top, cut quite low and you could easily make out the curve of her breasts through it. As I held her I could not feel her bra strap or panties as my hands slipped from her back and over her ass. I gave her a leering look.
"You like baby? I wore it special for you?" She said with a teasing smile as she looked me in the eyes with her sparkling golden brown ones. We kissed deeply several times before I could answer.
"I like it a lot; did you forget to put anything on?" I whispered into her ear.
"Maybe." She replied with a short laugh.
Whoever this sexy creature was she looked like sex on two-legs. I could hardly believe the transformation of my wife and I realized it must have been Steve's doing. I made a mental note to call him and thank him later for the shorter hair that had definitely been highlighted, the shorter dress, and high heels that accented her long legs, and her energy and affection.
We walked hand in hand through the busy airport and picked up her bag at the baggage claim. She had just used the facilities immediately after departing the plane so she was good to go and we made it to the parking garage to claim our car but not before stopping several times to kiss and hug each other tightly. It felt wonderful to have my beautiful wife back.
"Jan you look so hot and so sexy with your new look. I love you so much." I said as we drove from the parking ramp and towards the interstate that would take us the short distance to our home.
"You like it? Really?" She asked as she turned in her seat, as much as the seatbelt would allow her to, so that she could look over at me.
"Oh I have a surprise for you." She said with a saucy grin. Then she reached over to the hem of her dress at both sides and lifted it clear to her belly revealing her beautiful bare pussy not hidden by panties. I could not believe the sight of her lovely pussy as she spread her thighs widely so that I could see everything.
"My God Jan! You don't have any panties on!" I exclaimed loudly as I took in the lovely view of my wife's pink pussy between her widely splayed thighs.
"You like that honey?" She said in a low voice as her one hand bunched up the material and she ran her long and well-manicured finger through her glistening slit and onto her clit. I almost lost control of the car as I stared at the lewd action of my wife.
"Oh Jan." I moaned loudly as I attempted to bring my attention back to the road. She noticed how distracted I was and she quickly removed her fingers and pulled her dress back down covering up her womanhood. She grinned saucily at me.
"Oops, sorry." She said as she smoothed the material on her thighs. "Maybe later."
"Thanks, definitely later." I replied with a mixture of relief and desire. She reached over and placed her hand on the obvious bulge in my shorts. She gave my erection a squeeze.
"How about a little road-head?' She asked as she reached over and began unzipping my shorts.
"Um...no matter how much I want it we had better wait until we get home." I replied regretfully as I looked back at the road.
"Okay, your loss." She replied as she zipped my zipper back up, patted my cock through my shorts, and then removed her hand.
"Damn Jan what has gotten into you? I asked astonished by her behavior.
"Oh Justin, I just missed you so. Don't you like it?" She replied.
Ten minutes later found us pulling into our driveway and parking the car in our garage. I hit the button on the door opener and it began its way down. We both rushed inside forgetting her suitcase until later. We could not keep our hands or mouths off from one another and we shed our clothing immediately upon entering the house. The welcome home sex was amazing and we spent a good part of the day in bed making up for our week-long separation.
Making love to Jan had always been wonderful for me. Even those years of vanilla sex were good as she was a willing and enthusiastic lover but I noticed immediately that something about her attitude and technique had changed markedly in just those two long weeks apart. Jan was now a no-nonsense lover as there was no hesitation on her part and she avidly went right to it. As soon as my cock was out she was on her knees licking and kissing the head. Then after only a few seconds she engulfed me into her lovely mouth. Her made-up lips parted and I slipped right in all the way. Not down her throat really as I am not that long. She began sucking and moving up and down on my cock with her lovely mouth with vigor. She appeared to really want my cock in her mouth as she was making humming noise in her throat and that added to the overall stimulation that she was giving me. I took her head in my hands and just held it as she moved herself back and forth on my cock. The long wait or perhaps the way she attacked me brought me quickly to the edge.
"Uh baby I am ready to cum." I warned her.
She moaned some more around my cock and I could no longer hold back and I began to ejaculate into her mouth. This prompted her to suck on me harder. After a few minutes she finished draining me and she let my semi-erect member slip from her mouth. She got up from her knees and gave me a large cum flavored kiss with her tongue slipping in and out of my mouth. I could not resist her and I savored the taste of her and my own juices. She slipped onto the bed and lay on her back with her legs splayed widely apart.
"My turn baby." She said with a gleam in her eyes and a sexy smile on her lips.
I got on my knees at the edge of the bed and brought my face to her lovely bare pussy. I started at her womanly loveliness that was totally open and revealed to me. Her pussy was completely hairless; bald as a baby's bottom. Her labial lips appeared different than I remembered them. Perhaps a little longer, maybe a bit darker in color but I just wasn't sure. Her opening was ringed with moisture from her arousal and seemed a little more open than before. I brought my face closer to her and took a deep sniff. The aroma was light but there was definitely a scent of womanly arousal. I moved my head closer and traced her labia and her slit with the tip of my nose. She sighed when I touched her. I could not get enough of her so I slowly snaked my tongue out to taste her. She tasted as wonderful as she looked and I savored every bit of her. After I brought her to two hip raising orgasms she pushed my head away.
"Oh Justin that was wonderful baby now I need some cock." She said lustily.
I climbed up on top of her and she grasped my cock with her hand and ran it up and down her slit for lubrication. She then guided me into her ready pussy. Something had changed as I was able to slide entirely inside of her without hesitation or the usually need for her to accommodate me. She gave out a throaty moan as I sunk to my balls inside of her warm and inviting pussy. She was extremely wet and her pussy felt hot around my cock. I stopped moving and laid there for a few moments enjoying the feel of my wife's juicy cunt.
"C'mon baby; fuck my slutty pussy." She said as she began grinding herself up against me. The sensory overload from eating her, smelling her, feeling the wet glove of her womanly center surrounding my throbbing cock, and her words brought me right to the edge too quickly.
"Oh Jan, slow baby, I am so close." I cried as I struggled to not cum yet.
"Give it all to me Justin, fuck me baby!" She said and that pushed me right over the end and I came filling her lovely pussy with my load. I shuddered and shook feeling the looseness of her pussy. She was definitely roomier than before. I could still feel enough of her sugar walls to cum but there was a distinct change to her vagina. When I finished I continued to lay atop her just reveling in the feelings I felt for her.
"Okay hun I have to clean up and pee; hop off." She said sweetly but directly. The words seemed rehearsed or at least used by her before. Is this what sex has become for her, I wondered as I slid off and onto my back, something rehearsed; almost mechanical?
Jan slipped out of bed and as I laid there enjoying the semiconscious afterglow; I heard her feet padding into the bathroom. I must have nodded off as I do not remember anything more until she was standing over me with a wet washcloth. She looks so sexy and so sweet right then that my heart broke.
"Here Sweetie let me clean you up." She said as she pulled back the covers and began washing my slumbering dick. She was gentle but efficient as she lathed my cock, scrotum and balls.
"Jan that feels heavenly. Thank you." I said as I smiled up at her. Once she was finished she hopped back into bed and we began snugging and talking softly to each other.
This led to me becoming hard for a record third time and we settled into some love-making but with her lovely body on top of mine. As she rode me we found the old rhythm we used to have and it felt so right; loving and caring. We lasted much longer this time and I brought her to a deep orgasm that occurred exactly on-time with mine.
When we finally came up for air we were entangled in each other's arms but the elephant was still in the bed with us. After hoping that she would broach the subject first I finally could not take not any longer.
"So tell me about your week, your changes, did you have fun?"
"Oh Justin you would not believe my week; let me think of where to start." She said softly as she snuggled against me.
"How about from when I drove away?" I offered.
Jan laid there and thought for a few moments and then jumped out of bed and ran purposefully from the room. WTF I thought to myself. I heard her coming back towards the room and then she appeared in the doorway with a laptop computer in her arms.
"I was thinking that maybe you should look at something first." She said with a slight smile as she climbed back into bed with me. She leaned up against the headboard and I followed suit. She spread the laptop across her lap and began rapidly tapping away at the keys. I could not make out what was on the screen from the angle where it was placed.
"What, what's so important that you could not tell me what you were up to last week?" I asked kind of peevishly.
"Just hold on. You will have a better idea once you see this." She replied as she typed just a bit more. "Here look at this."
With that she turned the laptop so that I could view the screen. I looked at the screen with astonishment. It was an online fetish escort site. The site required a log-in ID and a password and Jan had typed both and her finger hovered over the enter key.
"Are you ready for this?" She asked with a teasing look on her face. Then she pressed the key. The screen went black and when it came back up there was a page with a banner across the top that read "Krystal." There was an array of photos, on the screen, of a very alluring brunette with her face obscured. She was hot and sexy; no doubt about it.
"Okay? So?" I said. Jan then clicked on an icon at the bottom and the computer went to another screen. She typed in another password and then when she clicked on the enter key and another screen popped up. This screen contained more explicit pictures of the brunette but this time the face was not hidden in any way. The woman was incredibly hot but before I could say anything it came to me; the woman Krystal was my lovely wife Jan.
"What is this Jan?" I demanded as I felt my cock beginning to swell beneath the sheets.
"Like it? It's me. I am now an escort. Your wife is a whore Justin!" She exclaimed with some pride. "You got your wish baby."
"What?" I stuttered out as I could barely comprehend what I was just seeing or she was saying.
"Okay, let me begin." She said firmly.
"After you drove away Steve and I stood in the parking lot and watched your car slowly drive away. I had mixed feeling at the time. I was sad but also excited to be staying here with Steve.
"So Jan it's early, we're both up, how about we go for a run?" Steve said as he hugged me tightly in the early morning stillness.
"A run? Really Steve?" I asked in bewilderment at his offer.
"Yeah a run. It's been a while and we both could use one."
"Okay." I replied and we both wandered back into the hotel and up to our room.
It took but 10 minutes for us both to get our running clothes on and tie up our shoes. Steve offered up some pleasant banter as we rode down in the elevator. The sun was not quite up and the world was encased in some predawn duskiness. We began our run down the street towards the Arch and the park along the river. It had been a while since I had had a good run and the effort felt wonderful. We concluded our 5 miles back at the hotel covered in sweat and breathing heavily. We had not talked along the way and I was attempting to feel out Steve's mood as we got back in the elevator.
"That was nice and a good idea Steve." I said as I looked up at him. "I really needed that."
"Me too baby." He replied. "Hungry?"
"Yes I will be after a hot shower." We got back to our room and we both stripped off our sweaty clothes. Steve looked over at me appreciatively and I noticed that his cock was partially erect. Steve started the shower while I peed and then I climbed in beside him as the warm water cascaded over us. It felt like heaven to my achy and stinky body.
"I really wish you would have peed in here so I could watch." Steve said as he began soaping up a wash cloth.
"I guess I forgot. It's really difficult for me you know." I explained as I raised my arms up so the water would rinse off my funky smelling underarms.
"I know but it is so hot watching you pee." He said as he pulled me against him and kissed the top of my wet head. He then took the soaped-up wash cloth and began soaping my shoulders and neck, behind my ears, and then to my chest. He handed me the washcloth and began lathering up his hands. His sudsy hands began caressing and sliding over my breasts and I sighed in pleasure.
"Um... that feels wonderful you could do that all day." I sighed as I bit my lip and felt my nipples begin to stiffen from his attention. He knew how to get to me.
"I would like that but other areas need attention too. God you are so beautiful Jan." He said as he slipped his hands down onto my belly. "So flat; so smooth." He murmured.
Steve seemed to pay a great deal of attention to my tummy and then he slowly inched downward to my bare pubis. He slid his soapy digit along my outer labia and it felt so nice that it caused me to sigh. This encouraged Steve and he began to use two of his fingers in a V to slide around both sides of my pussy at once. Occasionally he would slip his finger across my clit and this would cause me to moan and spread my legs further urging him on.
"Oh Steve you sure know how to make me feel good." I said as I got into the rhythm of him masturbating me.
"That's my job baby; making you feel so good." He growled as he continued his ministrations and I felt myself drawing closer to an orgasm.
As I felt myself falling further and further into my arousal Steve abruptly stopped; causing me to groan in frustration. He removed his fingers from my pussy and I felt his strong hands on my shoulders. He pressed downward on my shoulders firmly and I received his message slowly sinking to my knees. I trailed my tongue down his furry body as I went. The wiry hair tickled my tongue as I settled onto my knees with his erect cock in my face. I began licking the tip of his manhood as the water ran down my face and into my mouth. I took his thick member into my mouth and closed my lips tightly to prevent any additional water from entering it. His hands went to the back of my head and I felt him begin to pull me into his groin. I opened up further to accept more of his cock into my mouth. Steve's cock is long and thick as you know and soon I felt him at the back of my throat.
"C'mon baby take it all. Open up that throat for me." Steve ordered and I attempted to swallow his cock while opening my throat by pretending to yawn and swallow at the same time. I felt him enter my throat and he gave out a deep growl. I kept making swallowing actions with my throat muscles and Steve appeared to like that as he growled more. I was hoping that he would pull out and turn me around and fuck me. Steve hands began pulling and pushing me back and forth on his cock and he soon established a rhythm. Too soon I felt his cockhead begin to swell in my throat and I knew that he was getting close. With a firm grasp of my head he forced my face deeply into his furry groin and I gagged as I felt his release. Steve shot three deep shots of cum down my throat before pulling back and finishing in my mouth. I was glad he did that as I had come to enjoy the taste of his cum in my mouth.
"Oh baby that was nice." He moaned as I felt tears running down my face and mixing with the hot shower water. "Let's get cleaned up and I will take you to a nice brunch."
I was hurt and disappointed by Steve's abrupt termination of our sexual activities. He had not only brought me to the very edge but had made sure that he got himself off in my mouth. I could taste the remnants of his ejaculation in my mouth as I rose from my knees. I looked up at him and into his eyes searching for an answer.



"What about me baby? I need to cum too." I whined. Steve was already finished with his shower and turned away from me.
"Later Jan; you need to learn to wait." He replied tersely as he stepped out of the shower. His words stung me but I finished cleaning up and rinsing off. When I got out of the shower a grinning Steve was looking at the reflection of my nude body in the mirror. He wiggled his eyebrows at me playfully but I was feeling angry and turned away from him to begin drying off.
"That was so unfair Steve." I said aloud as I wrapped my shoulder-length hair with a fresh hotel towel and used another to begin drying off.
"Hey, that's the life baby. Get used to it." He replied and walked out of the bathroom.
I felt like breaking down and bawling right then however I did not want to give him that satisfaction so I held my tears inside. I dried myself and began using a handheld hairdryer on my long brunette tresses. I put a slight curl in them and started in on my makeup; staring at the face of the woman in the mirror. She appeared weary and sad.
"Jan make yourself look really hot and sexy for me as we are going someplace nice. I put your clothing on the bed for you." He said as he stuck his head into the bathroom and gave me a quick once over.
I just sighed and went back to my makeup. I was not quite used to wearing the long eyelashes that Steve insisted that I wear for him now but I worked on them anyway. They felt heavy on my eyelids. Soon my face and hair were finished and I walked into the bedroom. Steve was on the phone and motioned to the clothing he had placed on the bed. I looked over at them. He had lain out two outfits for me to choose from; a pretty sundress of lavender with a floral print, and a pair of white shorts with a tight, orange, scoop-necked tee. I noticed that he had forgotten underwear so I walked to the dresser to retrieve a pair of panties and a lacy bra. Steve snapped his fingers at me to get my attention and shook his head sternly.
"Really Steve? Where are you taking me?" I asked as soon as he hung up his cell.
"Jan just put on the dress and heels and let's get going. We are late now." He said loudly.
"So no undies?" I asked softly. Steve just ignored me and got back onto his phone. I pulled the simple sundress over my head and straightened it. It was light and airy and with very little effort I could see that my lack of undergarments would be readily apparent if I was not careful. I took note of that. Steve had pulled out a pair of wedge-heeled sandals for me while I was dressing and I slipped into them. They had a strap that buckled around my ankles. I checked my appearance once more in the mirror and with a spritz of perfume I was ready to go.
I felt naked, without underwear beneath my dress, as we walked into the restaurant. The hostess seated us at a table that was beside a large window with a pleasant view of the river. Steve ordered mimosas for both of us and we sipped as we perused the menu. Once our orders were taken we made some light conversation though my feelings were still raw from the morning's shower sex without satisfaction for me. Horniness did that to me.
"This is a very nice place Steve, thank you for bringing me here." I said as I reached across the table and squeezed his hand. He returned my smile.
"I thought that it would be a nice touch." He said and then added. "I have plans for after brunch too.
"Oh, what plans are those?" I asked playfully as I continued to hold his hand and sip my drink.
"A relaxing day at the Zoo." He replied.
"The Zoo? I love zoos." I said as I watched the waiter bringing a tray with our brunch order on it.
I had ordered Eggs Benedict with a side of grits and Steve had a breakfast steak, rare, with fried eggs and American fries. The special French roast coffee that they served was a perfect morning blend and we both had several cups. We were sitting and just quietly enjoying our coffees when Steve suggested that I use the facilities to freshen up before we left. I suspected that he had ulterior motives but I made the trip anyhow. I noticed him chatting with our waiter and pointing at me as I walked away.
I freshened up and was just walking out of the lady's room when our waiter approached me as I exited. He pulled me aside and directed me down the hallway to a closed door. He opened it and reached inside to turn on the lights. He guided me inside with his arm around my waist.
"Steve said that you would tip me yourself." He said with a smirk as he began unzipping his pants.
"What the fuck?" I asked annoyed by his behavior.
"He said you would suck me off." He said firmly and reached into his pants and pulled out his cock. I knew that Steve would say something like that so I helped pull his growing erection from the opening in his pants. He had a decent sized-cock, not too big or too small; I mused as I held it in my hand. I knelt down onto the floor of the small storage closet he had pulled me into. The wood felt hard on my knees. I began licking the tip of his cock and a drop of clear fluid appeared at the end of it.
"I don't have a lot of time for that." He said bluntly. I opened my mouth and took him inside of it. I began bobbing on his cock and sucking it at the same time. I looked up at him and his face reddened. After less than 2 minutes I felt him lurch and send his load of cum into my mouth. I felt him shoot three streams into my mouth and I swallowed them all. He withdrew his cock from my mouth and went to wipe his dick on my dress. I pulled back.
"Hey, you don't have to be a pig about this, right?" I replied as I began to stand up. As I stood up he turned me around and I felt him lift up the hem of my dress. His hand snuck underneath it and he stroked my bare ass. I heard him make a hissing sound.
"Steve was right you are nude. If I had time I would fuck you right here." He said as he began zipping himself back into his pants. When he was done he opened the door and pushed me into the hallway. I stumbled out and he stalked away leaving me with the lingering taste of his nut in my mouth. I went back into the lady's room and examined my appearance. I reapplied my lip gloss and walked out and back to our table. It was empty and Steve was gone. I looked around for him for a few seconds and headed out back to our car. I found Steve pulling up to the front door of the restaurant with his SUV. I opened the door and climbed inside.
"I was tired of waiting; what took you so long." He said with a smirk.
"That was just shit Steve." I said loudly as I settled into my seat.
"I knew that you would like it. Hey I thought you would want to pay for your share of the brunch." He said with a laugh as I began pouting.
"Real funny Steve." I said as I stared out the window at the passing city scenery.
"I'll bet if I check you are wet." He replied now taking a serious tone. He was correct but I wasn't going to admit it.
The St. Louis Zoo is a fantastic place and the Sunday afternoon crowd was starting to build as we paid our admission and walked through the gate. The sun was high in the sky and the temps were surprisingly pleasant as we strolled along hand in hand enjoying the exhibits. My earlier snit was forgotten and we were like two lovers kissing, hugging, laughing and just having fun. I felt so free with nothing on under my summer dress and the occasional breeze would blow gently under it and tickle my bare pussy. It made me giggle.
We stopped at one of the many pavilions so that we could use the facilities and freshen up. The beers that we paused for and sipped along the way made the need to use the facilities occur more often. Steve had been playfully teasing with me all afternoon and occasionally would whisper something suggestive in my ear. It was just enough to keep me on edge and I was beginning to feel somewhat excited by his comments. After several hours we grabbed some sandwiches and beers to take to a picnic area. It was a shady spot but due to the time or whatever was not very crowded. We found an almost secluded table and sat and enjoyed our late lunch.
"I was thinking Jan that maybe you and I could sneak over to the restrooms over there and I could feed you some dessert." He said as he wiggled his eyebrows suggestively.
"Really Steve? Out here?" I complained mildly as I was feeling the same way but was shy about having sex in the open. Steve took me by the hand and led me over to the far side of the small building where no one would be able to see our illicit act. He had me lift my dress over my head, hand it to him, and get down on my knees in front of him. I could not believe what he was making me do and how quickly I had complied.
"Just a little warm-up and then I will bend you over." Steve said. "Now take it out."
I sat back on my haunches a few seconds debating what I should do but my tingling clit and moistening pussy got the better of me. I unzipped his pants and took out his half-erect member. I placed a few kisses on the head of his dick before sliding it into my mouth. He was fully erect before his large manly tube reached the back of my mouth. Steve's hand went to the back of my head as the act went from me blowing him to him fucking my mouth. I could feel my juices begin to flood my needy pussy and my fingers went to my stiffening clit.
I must have been totally absorbed in my own pleasure or concentrating on keeping my mouth ready for Steve's cum as I did not hear the sound of a security guard approaching. Just after Steve unloaded his pent-up load into my mouth and down my throat I heard the sound of a man clearing his throat. It startled me and pulled quickly off from Steve's cock and a long string of my saliva and his cum clung from his cock to my bottom lip. It broke and fell across my chin.
"Excuse me but this is a family park." Came this deep authoritative voice. I quickly stood up and turned around; before me were two large and imposing black men in uniform. They both took in the sight of my nude body and just stopped and starred at us. Steve handed me my dress and I swiftly pulled it over my head covering myself.
"What seems to be the problem officers?" Steve asked. He had already put himself away and his pants were closed and zipped up.
The security guards separated us and one pulled Steve aside and began talking with him while the other asked me for my ID. This was not going well at all. While he read through my ID I looked him over. He appeared to be about my age and was tall and muscular. He filled out his uniform shirt well. A patch on his shirt read "Pitts."
I heard Steve and the other security guard talking together and though I could not make out the words of their conversation it sounded relaxed and almost friendly in nature. I answered a few question for Mr. Pitts about what we were doing at the park, who I was with, etc. We were interrupted when the older security guard came over to us. He pulled Pitts aside and Steve came over to me. I was shaking and tears puddled in my eyes as I really did not want to be arrested for lewd public acts as Pitts had described them to me. Steve noticed my distress and pulled me close.
"It's going to be alright Jan. I have taken care of this." He said softly as he held me in his embrace. I was at the verge of tears and barely noticed the taste of Steve's cum in my mouth due to the bitter bile that had flooded my mouth from my fear. I shook noticeably.
The older security guard, whose shirt patch read "Perkins, Sgt.," walked over and we both turned to face him. He had a stern look and gave me an up and down look. I was suddenly getting a weird feeling about this and looked up at Steve quizzically.
"Just do what he says honey; I have worked it all out." Steve said to me. I nodded at him.
"If you will just come with me Miss I think Mr. G. has a good solution to your dilemma."
Sgt. Perkins led me around the small building to a locked door with a sign on it that read STAFF ONLY. He unlocked the door, turned on a light switch, and led me into a room that was so small that it was nearly filled with a desk and two chairs. The door closed behind us leaving us alone in the warm and tiny office. He sat down in the chair and motioned for me to stand in front of him. The air seemed to buzz in my ears and I could hear nothing but his heavy breathing as I stood there with my heart pounding in my chest. His hands reached for me and pulled me closer to him.
"Just take your dress off there darlin' and let me look at cha." He said firmly. I stood staring at him for a few minutes before I realized the way Steve had worked out the solution to our problem. I slowly pulled my lavender dress over my head revealing my naked body entirely to him. He took in a sharp breath as I shook out my hair. His eyes seemed to be fixed on my hairless mound and moistening slit.
"Momma you look fantastic." He said as his fingers from his right hand reached up and caressed one of my breasts and then lingered on my stiffening nipple. It was my turn to take in a sharp breath which I did right then but it might have sounded like a moan. At the same time his left hand traveled southward to the juncture between my legs. He gently rubbed my bare mound. I slowly opened my stance a bit to give him better access to my womanhood.
"I love your little bare pussy girl. I am going to want some of that." He said with a manly growl. I looked down and noticed the protruding tent in the front of his khaki dress pants. He smiled at me when I looked up. I felt strangely hot, nervous, aroused and sweat was beginning to dampen my skin.
"There's not a lotta time girl. Take out my big ole' snake and suck it like your old man's." He ordered and my hand went to his lap and I unzipped his slacks. His cock was difficult to get through the opening as it was already fully erect so I undid his pants and he lifted his hips so that I could pull them down to his knees. His large black cock was nice and thick with a well-defined head. My hand looked tiny as reached down and grabbed ahold of his manhood. His cock felt warm and hard as steel as I began to stroke it gently. For something so hard it felt so soft in my hand.
"Your cock is so huge." I panted as I continued to massage his large organ.
"Give it a kiss. Make it all wet for your pussy girl." He ordered and I dropped to my knees and buried my face into his crotch. I was immediately assaulted by the musky odor of his cock and balls. My nostrils flared as my lips kissed the tip of his large cock and a drop of clear fluid slowly oozed from the tip. I licked it. The taste was sweet and manly. I opened my mouth and slowly went down on his cock. The warm head slid over my tongue and I heard him sigh deeply. Saliva flooded my mouth as I savored the feel of his manly cock in it.
Sgt. Perkin's hands went to my hair and rested on my head as I began to bob up and down on his thick member. His cock was nice and thick and I was enjoying the sensation of it in my mouth and all of my nervousness and anxiety were gone. As I moved up and down I also sucked on his lovely organ.
"Oh baby that feels so nice." He said as his breathing increased from my actions. I continued to suck and lick his cock as his fingers wove into my hair.
"Oh yeah baby; just a little more." He groaned and I knew he was close. I sucked a little harder and my hands squeezed and caressed his heavy balls.
"Yeah, take all of my nut." He said as I felt his cock jerk and then his warm load filled my mouth. His cum tasted sweet and salty with just a hint of chlorine and I swallowed as much as I could from each shot. I felt the thick fluid slowly go down my throat. When he was finished cumming in my mouth he pushed me off from his cock. A long string of drool and sperm clung to the tip and to my open mouth. I pulled back and it broke.
"Lick it all nice and clean." He ordered and I went back down to lick up what was left of his load from his shiny black cock. I then made sure that his manly balls were clean from all traces of his ejaculation. Then as I leaned back onto my haunches he abruptly stood up which knocked me backwards onto the floor. As I scrambled to get back up he pulled up his uniform trousers, zipped and snapped the opening and tightened his belt. He helped me stand back up on my shaky legs. Kneeling on the hard concrete floor had made my legs go almost completely numb.
As Sgt. Perkins opened the door I hastily pulled my dress back over my head. He walked out and immediately Pitts entered the room and pulled the door shut. He twisted the deadbolt lock closed and turned to face me with a stern look on his face.
"Pull that dress off, turn around, and put your hands on the desk." He ordered.
I watched him carefully for a quick second and then pulled the dress up and over my head revealing my sweaty body to a second unfamiliar man in the cramped space of the office. I turned around slowly and placed both hands on the desk's top wondering, yet knowing, what was going to happen next. I felt his eyes on my ass for just an instant before I felt his large hand grab my right ass-cheek and squeeze it.
"Now that's a beautiful ass!" He said as he continued to maul my butt. "I really want to fuck that ass baby."
"I can't right now; if you know what I mean." I said shyly. I needed to get ready to take any man anally and there just was no place to do that here.
"Ah, maybe later we can hook up and you can let me have that fine booty bitch." He offered as I felt his other hand grasp my hip and gently stroke it.
"Yeah sure." I agreed knowing that we would not be hooking back up. I felt his hands pull away and then I heard the sound of his belt being unbuckled, his zipper being pulled down and then the clang and thud of his pants hitting the floor. The now familiar sound of a foil packet being torn open came to my ears. He was pulling on a condom, excellent.
"You all wet for me darling?" I felt his hands on my legs forcing them further apart. Then he ran the tip of his latex-clad cock through my oily but delicate pink folds. It felt wonderful and I could not wait to feel his big hard shaft inside my needy pussy. He rubbed himself back and forth through my pussy lips for a minute before I felt him begin to push the head of what felt like a gigantic cock just barely into the entrance of my pussy. I sighed aloud.
"Oh go slow baby, you're so big." I moaned as I felt him begin to slide into my opening stretching it even though I was more than ready for him.
"Never had one so big eh?" He chuckled as he continued his exploration of my cunt. He kept working himself into me until I felt him bottom out inside me with his balls slapping against my thighs. I grunted as I felt the massive head bang against my cervix.
"Yeah momma, get ready now." He said through clenched teeth as he began humping me firmly from behind. I felt his hands grab my hips as he began to pound himself into me.
"Oh yes." I moaned as I felt the joy of a man using me for his pleasure. Hopefully it would be my pleasure too as I needed to cum so badly myself. He continued to fuck firmly into my pussy as I felt my orgasm approaching and I began sighing and moaning. This must have been enough to trigger his orgasm as I felt him grasp my hips firmly and pull me tightly against him as I felt his cock head swelling inside me. He was cumming dammit! I was almost there.
After Pitts was finished cumming inside the thin latex sheath within my pussy he slumped against my back and I felt his tongue lick my neck and behind me ear. It gave me a chill and I giggled. His hands went to my breasts; that he rubbed and caressed.
"That was so nice baby. Umm...mmm. Give me your number and we can get together later and I can get me some more of this fine pussy." He said sweetly into my ear.
He pulled his cock quickly from my pussy and I suddenly felt used and unfulfilled. He had cum and I was still horny. I turned to face him and saw the large black manhood he was sporting. It was still enclosed in the condom and the tip hung down filled with his load of creamy white sperm. He nodded and I reached down and carefully pealed the rubber from his cock. I made sure the entire load stayed inside it as I tied it off and held it in my hand. It felt heavy, slippery, and still warm.



"Why don't you clean me off sugar?" He said and I bent over and licked his slimy cock clean. His cum tasted nice but the taste of latex was unpleasant and bitter. I perfunctorily cleaned him with my mouth as his erection slowly deflated. Even in that state he was a well-hung man. After I cleaned him he hastily pulled up his pants and fastened his belt. We smiled at one another for a few seconds as I pulled my dress back on and put my feet in my sandals.
"That was so nice, thank you." I said to him as he opened the door of the office and the light of day shown in.
"We gots to go sweet stuff. I'll call you later." He said as he ushered me out, pulled the door shut, and walked around the building to the golf cart that they had ridden up on. The two of them drove off laughing.
Steve and I stood side-by-side watching them drive away. I was not sure if I was feeling shame from what I had just done with the two security guards or relief for not being arrested. I looked over at him and he looked me over.
"None the worse for wear. How was it?" He asked pointedly as he reached for my hand.
"Not bad, they were nice men, but it was over too quickly." I replied as I squeezed his hand.
"So what did you do?"
"I blew the first guy and fucked the second one." I answered softly.
"Good work. See how easy that was?" He said as he started guiding me away from the building.
"Yeah I guess. Wait I have to clean up, right?" I said as I released his hand and walked towards the restroom door. I dreaded what I would find inside. The restroom was surprisingly cleaner than you would expect at a public zoo but then I figured for the 24 dollars it cost for our admission; why not?
After a quick washing of my pussy to remove any traces of lubricant or errant semen I dried myself off, and applied a quick spritz of body spray. I ran a small brush through my hair and looked at myself in the mirror. I made a smile at myself in the mirror.
When I walked out of the restroom Steve was waiting for me by talking with someone on his cell. He appeared seriously involved in the conversation and hardly noticed my approach. He ended the call and we began walking to the zoo's exit that was nearest to the parking lot that held Steve's car.
"So Steve what's our plan for the rest of today?" I asked cheerfully as we walked along and people-watched.
"I was just talking to someone about that while you were cleaning up." He replied as we kept walking towards the gate.
"Are you going to share it with me?" I asked kind of put out by his brief response.
"Later on the way home." He replied tersely and after walking five minute more we finally reached his SUV. He held the door for me and I climbed in but as I did I noticed him checking out my legs. I wondered if he had a caught of peek of my ass too.
We left the parking lot and drove towards the hotel for a few minutes. I was feeling both stiff and weary so I stretched and moaned out loud. Steve looked over at me.
"I could use a nap." I said through a yawn.
"That's sounds like a good idea." Steve said. "We have a busy night ahead of us."
"Oh? Do tell." I replied while looking over at Steve. He appeared to be unfastening his pants, he then fished his nearly erect cock through the opening in his pants.
"It's not going to suck itself." He said as he looked over at me. Hey I knew the drill so I brought my face to his lap and his cock to my open mouth. I gave Steve one of my best blowjobs and was rewarded with his hand probing me between my legs and later a mouthful of his cum. After making me show it to him, he told me to swallow it. Now that was my 4th load of cum today and I had not cum myself even once. I was feeling really horny and starting to feel ornery as well by the time I was back sitting upright again.
"You are really good at sucking cock Jan; you're a real money maker." Steve said with a laugh.
"Ah, thanks Steve." I replied not sure if he had just insulted me or praised me. I stared out thru the window.
"The plan for tonight is that you and I are going back to the hotel to take a nap. Then a light dinner before we get you dressed up. Once you are looking hot we are going to the Hyatt for a party." Steve explained as he drove.
"A party? What kind of party?" I asked surprised by his words. I now turned to look at him.
"A group of civil engineers are having a pre-conference meeting this evening and they decided they need a little female companionship to help kick things off. I have two other girls who will be working the party with you." Steve smiled as he said that.
"What? Wait? Working? Do you mean whoring?" I asked astonishment in my voice.
"Yeah whoring, escorting, whatever you want to call it. I call it earning me some money." He said with a slight chuckle.
"Dammit Steve you sure know how to ruin a nice afternoon." I remarked.
"Get over it Jan. We had fun. You saved our asses and now it is time for you to go to work. That hotel room is not free you know." He said as he continued to drive.
"Yeah, I know." I said glumly.
We arrived back at the hotel and Steve parked the SUV in the nearly empty parking lot. I took time to really look around. It was a nice hotel and the pool was inviting. I realized that I felt grimy and dirty from either the zoo itself or the sex I traded for our not being arrested.
"I am going to go for a swim Steve. Want to join me?" I asked invitingly.
"Yeah, sure, great idea." He replied and we went up to our room.
I needed to pee badly all of a sudden but I remembered Steve's admonishment from earlier in the day and I kept the bathroom door wide open. I felt embarrassment as I sat on the toilet red-faced and did my business. Steve stuck his head in the door to watch me. He made sure he looked between my knees as I peed. With a wink and a smirk he ducked back out of the bathroom. Geeze how demeaning I thought to myself. I brushed my teeth and washed my sweaty face as I was planning on putting my bathing suit on quickly and hurrying out to the pool but Steve had other ideas.
I took off the sundress and sandals and that left me bare; rooting through my drawers to find my two-piece bathing suit. I bent over to look in a lower drawer and I felt Steve slide his large hand across my butt and give it a rub. He snaked his fingers between my thighs and palmed my pussy from behind.
"Now that's nice." He said with a big grin. He inched his fingertips upward towards my opening.
"Steve you are so naughty." I said with a giggle as I attempted to evade any further probing of me by dancing out of his reach.
"Uh-uh. That's my pussy girl; let me." He said as he pulled me close and hugged me from behind. One of his hands went to one of my breasts which he gave a firm squeeze as his other hand traveled southward and landed on my hairless mound. His lips and tongue caressed my neck and behind my ear. It felt nice and I relaxed in his embrace. His finger parted my labial lips as it traveled down my crease. I moaned.
"Steve that feels so nice." I sighed as his finger continued its exploration and finding my engorged bud; gave it a gentle rub. I parted my legs further and he continued to pleasure me with his hand while his other hand found my nipple and gently massaged it. I felt my pussy moisten and my horniness returned with a vengeance. I needed my release this time; I wanted Steve's cock.
"We can swim or we can fuck Jan. Your choice?" He said as if reading my thoughts.
So far that day I had given 4 blowjobs and been fucked once. Everyone else had cum except me and it was my turn. I gave in to Steve's ministrations and we tumbled onto the made-up bed. We began kissing and hugging each other as lovers do. I noticed that Steve's hard cock had nestled between us and I spread my thighs urging him to seek purchase in my needy pussy. He got the hint and without any further foreplay he nudged the meaty head of his cock into the entrance of my vagina. Though he is large and usually needs to enter me slowly the day-long teasing and arousal had my pussy wet, open and more than ready for his penetration.
"Oh baby give me your cock." I moaned as Steve continued to feed his thick cock into my needy pussy.
Steve needed no further encouragement as he buried his manhood completely inside me and began to seek his rhythm. Steve whispered into my ear as he began fucking me in earnest. He told me what a hot and sexy woman I was and how much he loved fucking my silky and tight pussy. I moaned as I felt my climax approaching. Finally after waiting all day and pleasuring several men I got what I craved so badly. My orgasm came quickly and I writhed beneath Steve as the pleasure surged through me. This spurred him on and he drove his thick cock harder and harder into me. He kept pounding me right thru my first orgasm and into another one that was just as intense. Finally with a firm and deep thrust I felt Steve begin his release with a deep growl coming from deep within his hairy chest. This caused me to crash over the line one more time and the pleasure made my entire body go limp and my mind drifted away.
We both must have felt the ultimate relaxation and the deep fatigue from our intense coupling as we fell into a deep slumber. I awoke with Steve sleeping atop of me and his nearly-flaccid cock still partially inside of me. I needed to pee badly and gently talked to him while rubbing his back. He slowly rejoined the world of the living and rolled off from me and I felt our combined fluids begin to flow from my pussy. I cupped my vulva with my hand and raced to the bathroom. There was no time to shut the door as I sat down on the toilet quickly. I felt the sloppy liquids flow from me as I peed.
I slipped back into bed with Steve. I was wide awake but it just felt good to lie in bed beside him with me tucked into the crook of his arm. I snuggled against him and he squeezed me tightly to his body.
"You know Jan that was probably one of the best fucks that you and I have ever had." Steve said softly to the top of my head as I was lying on his chest.
"Steve that was wonderful. Your cock felt so good baby." I replied in agreement as I ran my fingertips softly through his chest hair.
"You are so hot and so sexy. You know other men would pay a lot of money to have just one of your fucks." He said as he took his free arm and hugged me tighter to him.
"Thank you but you are no slouch sir."
"I am not kidding Jan. You're hot, sexy, beautiful, and really great in bed, you really know how to suck cock, you absolutely love to fuck, and men want you so much that they pay real money just to spend one hour with you. Plus you have a husband that wants you to be a whore. This is perfect." Steve said with a happy lilt to his voice as if he was proud of me.
"I am not so sure about that." I replied skeptically.
"Seriously, I have the contract that you both signed giving you to me so I can make you my whore. It is signed, notarized and filed. You have made some good money, what could be better?" He said.
"What if I don't want to do this? What if this is not for me? What if I don't want to be your whore?" I said defiantly.
"Well honey, we have the contract, I own you. I have the pictures and videos of you whoring, fucking, and working in a brothel. And I have your entire phone and email address book so I can show off your naughty behavior to everyone you know. Plus and this is the big plus you absolutely love to fuck and it makes you cum." He said triumphantly.
"Yeah okay all of that is true but I have an entirely different life away from here. I have a great career and earn good money. How do you expect me to do this too; especially in my own hometown?" I asked.
"Jan you will have to work some of this out but tomorrow we will get you set up on the escort site. Then we will train you on how to be an escort but bottom line I expect you to earn $3500 per week, every week, no matter what, rain or shine." This caused me to sit up and look at him.
"$3500 you're shitting me right?" I said incredulously.
"No Jan, that is exactly what I expect you to earn and pay me every week for 3 years."
"No way Steve! This has been fun and I have enjoyed the sex but I am not a whore!" I shouted at him as I got out of bed and stood up.
"Jan I told you before that you have no choice. I thought we were clear on this. Your ass belongs to me. I own you. You are my whore and you should be glad that it is me and not some pimp like Silky." He shouted back at me. I began to cry.
"Justin will never go along with this, never." I screamed and sat down on the bed burying my head in my hands.
"This was all Justin's idea from the jump. He and I wrote the contract together and he is totally on-board with this. I have the emails if you don't believe me." He said as he got out of bed and stalked over to his laptop. He typed away on the keyboard for a few minutes and then he turned it around so that I could read it. On shaky legs I walked over and sat down on the chair and began reading the screen.
I scanned through the contract's 10 typed pages. I had read it before and initialed every page as had Justin. I then read thru the pages of email where Justin and Steve had negotiated the contract. Damn! Where do we go from here I wondered?
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Where Do We Go From Here? Ch. 10.
It had been a revelation for me and I lay prone on the bed in shock from what Jan had said. Jan was telling me the story, with all of the gory details, about her extra week in St. Louis with Steve. She had first opened up the webpage for a high-end fetish escort service that was password protected. One of the links on the webpage led to a roster of stunningly beautiful women who were discretely available, to members of the service, to satisfy their varied sexual proclivities. What had stunned me the most was that Jan, my wonderful and intelligent wife, was one of the escorts available for hire. Included on Jan's pages were semi-nude and nude erotic photos of Jan advertising her charms and the sexual services that she was available to perform for discriminating members. The photos revealed her entire body in a variety of seductive poses without revealing her identity.
I have to admit that I was angry, disappointed, hurt, excited, aroused, and more attracted to her than I had ever been in my life. She had changed from the newly minted hotwife that I had left in the care of Steve, a man who I had thought was our friend, into a high-priced fetish performing escort. The sexual nature of my lovely Jan had been transformed from shy and demure into open, assertive, and highly sensual. I had a now totally erect hard-on throbbing beneath the sheets as Jan continued her story.
"After I was finally able to calm down from Steve harsh slap into reality I decided that I needed a shower. Steve of course joined me in the shower. I wanted to be alone but he obviously had other ideas.
"So Jan after we are done here I want to take you out for a nice seafood salad before I take you to get ready for the party." Steve said as he slipped into the shower and began rinsing his tall and muscular body.
"I would love a seafood salad." I replied as I began shampooing my hair. I felt Steve's fingers begin to lightly caress my head and scalp as he assisted me in my efforts to remove all traces of our sexual activities from my body. I slipped my own hands from my hair and gave out a deep sigh as I loved having my hair washed by someone else.
After the shower I dried and styled my hair while Steve dressed in the other room. I then applied my usual make-up paying close attention to my eyes with their long artificial lashes. It made me wonder why I had not considered wearing artificial eyelashes before as they made my eyes looks so much different; so alluring. I came out of the bathroom and found that Steve had laid out an outfit for me to wear for dinner. It consisted of a pair of silky black thong panties, a matching lacy bra, a light colored summer dress, and a pair of high-heeled sandals.
"That is a nice outfit Steve but they do not look like party clothes to me." I said as I sat on the bed and began dressing in the pretty underwear.
"Oh yeah, about that." He began. "We are going over to the hotel afterwards and Nicole is going to help you get dressed for the party."
"Who's Nicole?" I asked as I fastened the barely there bra.
"Ah she's the girl who trains all of my other girls for me. She will be at the party too." He replied and we both finished dressing.
I was beginning to feel anxious about the evening's activities and I believe that Steve could pick-up on my emotions as he pulled me in for a big kiss and a tight hug. He whispered softly to me as he held me in his arms. His strong arms felt wonderful and calming as he held me wrapped up in them. My mood was a bit better but not great.
"I know what you need to take the edge off." Steve said with a grin.
He broke the embrace and walked over to small zippered leather case that I knew he carried at all times but was now on a small table beside the bed. He opened it and took out an orange plastic pill bottle. He popped the lid and extracted one white oval shaped pill and held it up to my view. I recognized it right away; Xanax.
"No Steve, not Xanax, please." I said pleadingly. Steve had plied me with Xanax before when I was feeling anxious and I did not like the effects. I never felt like myself and I seemed to lose my inhibitions and some of my awareness of what was occurring around me.
"No Jan you need this, it will help you relax and enjoy the evening." Steve insisted and I took the pill from him and the offered glass of water and swallowed them both. I was now feeling anxious about the party, the situation and the side-effects of the tranquilizer I had just taken.
Steve drove up to a well-appointed restaurant in the downtown area where he was immediately recognized by the hostess but the owner himself seated us in a corner booth overlooking the entire restaurant. He and Steve chatted amicably for a few minutes after we were seated. He then left after Steve introduced me to him. Steve ordered a bottle of white wine for the two of us from the waitress. I knew that I needed to be careful drinking after taking Xanax but I was feeling more relaxed already.
One of the effects of Xanax that bothered me the most was the feeling of being out of it; not being totally aware of what was going on around me and not feeling in control. I would find myself spacing out at times; getting lost in my own thoughts. Conversations become difficult to follow and I would lose my thought in the middle of a sentence. I guess you could say it turned me into a bimbo.
When dinner was finished Steve and I got into his SUV and he began driving to the Hyatt Regency hotel where a group of civil engineers was having their annual conference. I struggled to remember what we discussed at dinner and I was not sure how much of my shrimp salad I had actually eaten. Often I would be staring out of the window and just losing myself in the passing city lights that were just beginning to come on. At those times I would shake my head and try to rouse myself from my semi-conscious state. Steve finally noticed that I was having some difficulty staying awake.
"Jan you look like you could use a little bump. Wait until we get to the hotel." Steve said in a pleasant voice.
"Okay." I mumbled and tried to stay in the moment.
Steve parked the large and shiny SUV in the parking ramp and we both took the elevator to the main lobby of the hotel. From there we took the main elevator to the 2nd floor where Steve had booked 3 rooms for the evening; once again he had received a special rate. We walked to the room and Steve knocked on the door. Nicole opened the door almost immediately.
"Steve, Hi, your looking good." She said with a big open smile. "Oh and this must be Krystal." She said first hugging Steve and then pulling me into a firm embrace. She kissed my cheek then whispered in my ear. "Aren't you a cutie?"
"Hi Nicole." I slurred and returned her hug. Her perfume was an exotic scent and seemed to fit her well. I appraised Nicole and she appeared to be in her thirties; a bottle blond with a shapely body and heavy but very well coordinated make-up. Her bright white smile revealed perfect teeth behind slightly plump lips. Her breasts were quite large and stood out firmly from her chest.
She broke the embrace and stepped back a couple of feet from me. She gave me a complete up and down viewing and then she motioned for me to turn around. I assume she liked what she saw as I felt her hand pat my butt but being very relaxed I did not respond.
"Damn Steve what have you done to this poor girl; she can barely stand." Nicole admonished him as her hand remained on my ass just rubbing and caressing it gently.
"Um yeah, Xanax, she was nervous so I gave her some." He replied looking sheepishly at Nicole.
"Jesus, how many did you give her?" She asked and then turned me so that she could look into my eyes. "How you doing honey?" She asked me as she placed her soft hand on the side of my face.
"I'm just a little out of it." I mumbled quietly.
"No problems I have something for both of you." Steve said with a wide grin while holding up a small clear baggie containing a white powder. "I thought you could use a bump."
"Excellent!" Nicole said with glee.
Steve laid out several lines of cocaine onto a small mirror that Nicole had produced and she took a large hit to each nostril before she handed me the mirror. Steve stood watch over us. I attempted to push the mirror away but Steve firmly held it in front of me.
"Take it Jan; do it." He said firmly while giving me a glare. "You need to get your head in the game here."
Having little choice I snorted the two lines of the fine white powder. I felt an immediate head rush and I felt myself quickly becoming awake. The color and shapes in the room suddenly came into focus.
"Whew, whoa!" I exclaimed as I felt the cocaine's euphoria hit me hard. I looked up and Steve and Nicole were both smiling broadly at me.
"That's a good girl. Now doesn't that feel better?" Nicole said happily.
"Oh yeah!" I replied as I felt my energy returning as I overcame the stupor I had been in since taking the Xanax.
"Couple more ladies?" Steve asked still holding the powder.
"Maybe later." Nicole replied. "We need to get this girl ready to work." Then she took the bag from Steve and set it on the dresser. Steve and she talked quietly together as I worked to overhear their conversation. I could only make out a word or two as they appeared to want to keep their chat private. After the conversation Steve came over and told me sternly to listen to Nicole and he would see me later. With that he slipped out of the room leaving me alone with his trainer.
The next 15 minutes was a whirlwind of activities. Nicole stripped off my dress and I stood before her clad in my thong undies, a lacy bra, and my high-heeled shoes. She had me undo my bra and slip my panties off while keeping on my shoes. She smiled as she walked around me. She not only examined me with her eyes but she had no problem touching me all over. She ran her fingers over my bare pubis.
"Nice, all smooth." She said with a seductive tone as her finger slipped down between my labial lips and over my sensitive clit where it lingered for a few seconds before she stroked it gently. It stiffened from her touch. It was simply a tease as she looked into my eyes and it slid lower and into my vagina.
"Oh aren't we wet?" She said with a smirk as she removed her finger, held it to her nose and gave it a sniff. I shuddered from her ministrations. I felt my face go to a full blush from embarrassment and arousal. It was obvious that between the Xanax and the coke I was feeling pretty nonchalant about her touching me.
Nicole slowly went to her knees in front of me and she grasped me tightly by my thighs and pulled me to her face. I heard her inhale deeply as her nose nuzzled its way between my thighs and into my pussy. She slowly and softly ran her nose up and down my slit and I felt goose-bumps breaking out on my arms and back. Her tongue snaked out and I felt her lick my now erect clit. By this time her hands had slid around onto my buttocks and she gently caressed them as she held my pussy to her mouth. I reflexively spread my thighs as the sensations she was providing caused me to open myself up to her tongue. She slipped her tongue into my dripping vagina. I began to moan and she quickly pulled back and stood up. Her face was wet with my juices and she gave me a large smile.
"Like that honey? Maybe we can play later, hm..." She said with a gleam in her eyes as her hands quickly slipped onto my breasts and she gave them a firm squeeze that finished with her sliding up on to my nipples that she lightly pinched. I felt them begin to stiffen.
"You are just so responsive; this will be fun." She said with a little laugh and she walked around behind me and began caressing and squeezing my buttocks again. "Do you have a girlfriend?" I could not speak from the pleasure and the shock over what had just transpired between us.
"So firm but so soft; has anyone ever told you that you have a black girl's bootie?" She said as she gave my ass a sharp slap and walked over to the closet and opened the mirrored door. I never answered any of her questions because I was stunned by her blatant sexual behavior towards me.
Nicole dressed me in a true G-string panty that simply had a string that settled between my butt-cheeks; it was made from a white satin material. She took her time placing and adjusting it between my cheeks as well as how it covered my mons. I felt violated as she appeared to take great delight in the way she was able to keep slipping her fingers around and into my pussy as she worked. I saw a smirk had settled on her mouth. Then she helped me pull-up a tight leather miniskirt that barely was able to cover my butt as it was so short. It was also low riding on my hips and between that and the tiny silky top she had me pull over my head most of my flat abdomen was revealed as the top hardly covered my modest breasts. The top was also scoop necked so that with very little effort much of my boobs were visually accessible. I felt barely dressed. She then handed me a pair of the highest heeled shoes I had ever worn. They had a 5 inch heel that made walking difficult for me at best. They were a bit too small and pinched my toes slightly.
"You won't be walking that much so don't worry about it." She replied when I had told her that they were too tight and too tall. After I practiced walking back and forth before Nicole she said it was time to refresh my make-up. She pulled me into the bathroom with her and she removed the eye makeup I had applied so carefully earlier. When she was finished with my make-over 20 minutes later I truly looked like a young and sexy escort. I should have felt ashamed but instead I felt giddy and alluring. She had applied much more eye and lip make-up than I had ever worn before and she knew her stuff. She stepped back and appraised her work.
"Krystal honey you look so hot and sexy I would pay to fuck you." She said with a smile.
"Wow Nicole I don't even look like me anymore." I replied as I stared at the reflection of some young hottie in the mirror who stared back at me.
"Your lips could use some work but I did the best I could with what you have. Maybe we should get them plumped up like mine." She said giving me a pout that definitely emphasized the collagen injected look of her lips.
"Ah...yeah...maybe." I replied with a stutter. I had no desire to get my lips plumped with anything.
"I so badly want to kiss you baby but we can't muss your lips." She said with a raised eyebrow. "How about tonight when we get done with all of those nasty men you and me can have a little girl-time?" Then without waiting for an answer she walked out of the bathroom. I stood there in a daze wondering just what the hell was happening here. I was not sure if the confusion was the Xanax, the coke, the hormones, the sexual teasing, or just the stress from being formally trained as an escort. I took another long look at myself and with a slight shudder, strolled out of the bathroom.
"Okay before I give you another little bump how about we go over the rules for tonight." She said seriously as she sat down on one of the two beds in the room and had me sit down directly across from her on the other bed. I felt uncomfortable sitting like this as the tiny little mini easily revealed all of my legs right up to my scantily-clad pussy. There was no modesty available dressed like this.
"Krystal, you and I will be working with Tanya tonight. She is a short and cute little bombshell with big boobs and a big ass. She's a ball of fire and knows what she's doing. She likes dick and loves to get high. She likes girls so if we need to get the ball rolling she and I will do a little girl-on-girl; if you want to join us you can." She said as she looked directly into my eyes.
"Ah no, I'll pass." I quickly replied looking away.
"Suit yourself but the guys love it. Okay we have three rooms for the night. Don't do anything in the ballroom except for a little bump and tickle. All fucking goes on in the room. You take this key." She said handing me an electronic keycard. I took the card from her knowing that this was getting serious.
"You never talk money downstairs. The cost is $100 for a blowjob. You can swallow if you want but unless he pays me more I spit his nut out. A fuck is $200 and everyone wears a rubber, everyone, got it?" She said firmly and waited for a reply from me.
"Everyone wears a rubber, got it." I parroted back to her and she nodded at me.
"It does not matter how much more they offer you to bareback, everyone wears a rubber. They can pull out, take it off, and cum on your tummy, boobs, face, or hair, whatever but not in your pussy, clear?" She said as I felt weird about talking to her about someone cumming on my face.
"Clear." I replied mechanically as I continued to ponder having some guy's cum on me.
"Do you do anal?" She asked.
"Yeah but it is not my preference." I replied.
"Not my preference? Look hon they're paying and if they want your ass you give 'em your ass but only with a rubber and it is $300. We are all charging the same. If they want to tip you, that's yours, but otherwise you collect the money first and afterwards you give it to me. We should each probably do about 10-15 men a piece as some will want seconds, right?"
"Seconds? 10-15 men?" I replied as her words sunk in to my drug-altered brain.
"Good. Now any rough stuff you tell me or Steve and we will handle it. These guys should be easy, right. Okay any questions?" She said as she reached over and grasped my hand. "Honey you're shaking; are you alright?"
"I'm just really nervous. Maybe it's the coke." I replied firmly squeezing her hand. I was feeling awful inside right now. Sure I had been gangbanged, played the hooker game, fucked Steve's bosses but this was totally different, this was for real, and I was feeling kind of sick about the whole thing.
"No worries. Maybe another Xanax? A bigger bump?" She replied as she got up and went over and got the bag of coke. I was starting to disassociate and just let her take the lead. We did several lines of coke and we both sat there and felt the excitement surging through us. I never felt so high.
There was a sharp rap on the door and Nicole went over and after looking through the peephole opened the door. A cute young woman burst into the room and grabbed Nicole in a tight embrace. The two of them hugged and kissed like lovers before finally coming up for air. I could smell the scent of her cheap cologne filling the room. She turned and looked at me.
"So this is the new girl." She said loudly as she walked over towards me.
"Tanya, Krystal; Krystal, Tanya." Said Nicole as her way of introducing us. I went to reach out my hand but Tanya got right into my space and gave me a tight hug.
"Hey were all sisters, right?" She said as she put her chin on my shoulder and hugged me. She kissed the side of my face as she pulled away. "Hey you are a hottie. Let me look at you." She gave me a quick once over and then asked me to turn around.
"Wow! You sure have a killer ass; it will make up for your little titties." She said with a laugh. I felt humiliated but the Xanax just let the feeling pass right through me.
Tanya walked over to Nicole and the two of them began talking. I tried to not listen in and in my current state that was pretty easy. Finally after they finished talking Tanya mixed a couple of drinks and came over and handed me one. We clinked our glasses together. I took a tentative sip and I was glad that I did as the drink was a strong; gin and tonic. I contemplated the wisdom of drinking, doing coke, and taking Xanax but the thought passed quickly. I began to feel the excitement of the evening tingling throughout my body. "This was it; I am finally going to be a whore." I thought as I sipped at my drink.



"Okay one more bump and then it's time to p-a-r-t-a-y!" Said Nicole as she handed me a tiny little pill and told me to just take it; no shit. I slipped it into my mouth and washed it down with the last of my drink. I so badly wanted to call Justin and tell him to come save me but Nicole grabbed my hand and pulled me to my feet. I got up and felt a fresh surge of energy rush through my body and I felt my insides sort of shudder with excitement. I was beginning to feel weird as we walked together out of the room. My head was filled with a thousand thoughts at once and I just wanted to run away. The three of us walked down several halls and I heard men's voices growing louder as we approached them.
"Krystal it's just like going to a party or a bar. Have a drink, talk, smile, chill, and get fucked." Nicole said in an attempt to clue me in on what to do to begin the evening.
"Okay Nicole I am just a little nervous." I replied and she gave me another quick hug that ended again with her patting my butt. We then walked through the doorway into the ballroom filled with more than 100 men, all dressed in business casual attire which meant no coats and no ties. I noticed that there were small portable cocktail bars set up in each of the four corners of the room that were staffed with vest and bowtie-clad female bartenders. There were 2 other women dressed in attire similar to ours already in the room standing in the center of a small group of men. They were all drinking, talking and laughing. It looked very much like any reception that you may find at a conference.
Taking my hand, Nicole walked us both over to a group of men who appeared to range in age from 30 to 60. As we approached they turned and made a space so that we would be included in the group. They appeared to instantly recognize Nicole as they called her by name as they greeted her. She introduced me as her friend Krystal who liked to party but was at her first conference like this. The men all nodded and smiled at me in a predatory way. We talked for about a minute before the group migrated over to an unoccupied bar and began ordering drinks for themselves and us too. I found myself holding a Tanqueray and tonic with a slice of lime in it chatting with two men and trying my best to smile and flirt. It wasn't difficult to do that as I was so relaxed, so high, and my body was still tingling but now I felt warm and flushed in the face.
We talked for about 15 minutes though I remember nothing of the conversation or any of the men's names. Nicole helped break the ice by telling one of the men whom she called Scotty that I would be happy to show him my room at the hotel. Nicole and another older man walked with me and Scotty down the hall to my assigned hotel room. Scotty had his arm around my waist and was boldly alternating between patting my butt and putting his hand on my breast. I let it slide and I found myself giggling and smiling at his behavior. When we reached my room I used my key to unlock the door and Scotty pushed the door open and guided me inside with his hand under my skirt palming my bare ass.
"Hey Krystal you have the sexiest ass that I cannot wait to see naked." He said with a grin. I smiled and giggled a bit as I noticed how warm I was feeling and how everything seemed so soft and colorful.
"You are a naughty man Scotty." I said with a laugh.
"So how much for a suck and fuck baby?" Scotty asked as he pulled my skirt up revealing my barely clad body to his probing eyes. His hand rubbed my bare ass.
"$200, if that's what you want." I said trying to be coy and seductive but through my haze I was not quite sure how I came across.
"That's pretty expensive. How much for sticking my dick in that sexy ass?" He asked as his hand moved to my front and he began caressing my pussy through the material of my satiny thong.
"I may be expensive but I am worth it baby; only $300 for my ass." I replied feeling my heart beginning to beat faster within my chest. I felt myself starting to pant. We agreed on a fuck and suck combination and he handed me 2-100 dollar bills from a bulging wallet. I took the money and slipped it into my small clutch purse. I was feeling light-headed suddenly and for some reason I could not wait to see his cock.
Scotty sat on the bed and I got down on my knees in front of him and began to undo his dark blue dress pants. I unzipped his zipper and undid the button on the front of his pants. I slid them and his boxer shorts down his thighs as he lifted his ass to assist me in this maneuver. They pooled at his knees.
"Hey wait there Krystal, I want to see you naked first; see what I am buying." He said firmly. I stood back up and pulled my top up and over my head being careful not to mess up my hair or makeup. I then undid the button and zipper on the side of my leather mini-skirt and starring into his eyes I let it drop to the floor. I slipped off my thong and then stood before my first paying customer clad in nothing but my shoes and a loopy grin. He stared right back at me.
"How's that baby? Better?" I asked as I wiggled my hips side to side for him.
"Oh yeah!" He replied and reached out for my hips to pull me closer to him. His hands felt warm on my body. He then directed me to get back to the blowjob.
Scotty had a nice cock that was attached to a slightly out of shape body. All 6 inches stood out firmly erect from his body. I small clear droplet appeared on the mushroom-shaped head. I licked it off and noticed that it tasted salty.
"I like your teenage breasts. Are you sure you're eighteen?" Scotty said as he his two hands went to my boobs. He squeezed them as I began licking his cock.
I do not know why but I found myself humming as I sucked and licked his already hard cock. Not loudly just a little hum but Scotty must have liked it as he removed his hands from my boobs and slid them around my head that he grasped firmly. He began pulling my head closer to his belly and forcing his cock deeper into my mouth. I gagged a little at first as I was not ready for his quick change in action but he soon established a rhythm that I could adapt to. Then he was fucking my mouth. I was slobbering and drooling all over his piston-like cock and I felt the head begin to swell in my mouth. With a deep and loud bellow he began cumming in my mouth. I quickly swallow his cum as his powerful squirts hit my throat. After 5 deep shots his energy seemed to lag and he stopped humping my head. He released his hands and slowly withdrew his cock from my mouth. As it slipped from my mouth a long string of his cum made a rope from his cock to my mouth. When it broke it dripped down onto my neck and chin. I looked up at him.
"Wow that was hot." He said as he stood before me with his slimy cock deflating.
"I'm glad you liked that baby, I did too." I said with a smile as my tongue snaked out and licked-up the cum that was dangling from my mouth. I got up from my knees and walked into the bathroom. I glanced at myself in the bathroom mirror and was surprised by the mess that still clung to my chin and ran down my neck. I took my finger and scooped all of Scotty's cum off from my face, chin and neck and stuck my finger in my mouth. I don't know why but for some reason at that moment he had the best tasting cum that I had ever tasted in my mouth and I wished that I could have more.
I removed a washcloth from the stack on the shelf below the vanity cabinet and got it nice and wet with warm water. I then selected one of the hand towels and walked back into the bedroom. Scotty was still lying back on the bed enjoying his post-climactic bliss. I knelt on the bed and gently washed his now nearly flaccid cock; making sure that I stroked the last remaining drops of cum from it. He sighed.
"Scotty you have great tasting cum, baby." I said with a smile as I placed a kiss on his now slumbering cock and got up from the bed and walked back into the bathroom.
When I returned from the bathroom Scotty was getting dressed and I walked over to him and helped pull up his boxers and then I began buttoning his shirt. I pulled up his pants and tucked in his shirt making sure to give his limp cock a squeeze while doing so. He then finished dressing and I walked him to the hotel room door. I gave him a hug and a kiss on his cheek just before I opened the door to allow him to leave.
"You can keep the difference for a tip Krystal." He said flatly as he walked out of the door and I pushed it closed behind him. I stood there for a moment pondering what I had just done then I dropped to my knees and sobbed.
I was still curled up on the floor crying my heart out when Nicole let herself into the room. She stopped and looked at me and then she knelt down beside me. She brushed back my hair from my face revealing my red and tear-filled eyes.
"It's okay honey. Did he hurt you?" She asked softly and with genuine concern. I laid there for a few more minutes snuffling and crying before I replied.
"No I am fine." I sniffed.
"What is it baby? Tell me?" Nicole implored while soothingly stroking my shoulder and back.
"I am a whore Nicole." I said with a sob as I began crying again.
"Yes you are honey and you better get over it as you have another customer in five minutes." She said with a little less concern and a lot more seriousness.
Nicole helped me up and took a look at me. She checked out my entire naked body for marks, bruises or signs of abuse. She finally grabbed my shoulders and turned me around to look her in the eyes. She glared at me for a second before her look morphed into something else; something more gentle.
"Look Krystal, you're a whore, I'm a whore, and Tanya's a whore. Get over yourself as it's time to get back to work, right. This is what you are now. So how much did you make?" She asked as she looked around for my purse.
She found my small clutch atop the dresser and opened it up. Inside was the $200 that Scotty had paid me. She pulled it out and counted it.
"Yes a nice fuck is a great way to start. I will just take that from you." She said forcefully with a smile.
"No wait, I only sucked him off; the rest is my tip." I said.
"You're not holding out on me are you, Krystal?" She said looking at me. "Cause if I find out that you're stealing my money I will beat your ass with a red-hot clothes-hanger."
"No, no Nicole. I am not stealing anyone's money. I earned it." I pleaded.
"Okay but remember if I find out you're lying to me you will feel my pimp-whip bitch." She said coldly. She took the $200 and held it in her hand. "I'll just hold it all for you."
Nicole is the picture of efficiency in taking a woman who has just been sobbing and crying and getting her cleaned up, made up, and dressed back up in 10 minutes flat. She gave me a pep talk and promised me that it would get easier; that the first was always the hardest. Then realizing her pun we both laughed. That helped me feel better and after another little bump of cocaine; only one line, she told me it was time to party. I felt better, a whole lot better, but I believe it was the coke, and the Xanax, and the ecstasy tablet, she gave me earlier finally kicking in all the way. I felt good but light-headed. We both laughed and hugged as we walked back down the hall to enjoy the party. Just before we entered the room she leaned over and gave me a quick peck on the cheek, a pat on the ass, and a lick of my earlobe.
"That will hold you until later." She said seductively.
We returned to the reception and were immediately surrounded by horny men. Nicole and the older man that seemed to be in charge were talking with his arm around her waist. They were discussing the idea of going to his suite and having a smaller more intimate party later. I was laughing, joking, and flirting with several other guys when Nicole broke free of her date and came over to me.
"Krystal you need to take Greg here to see your room." She said as she handed me off to a rather large white man who appeared to be sweaty and flushed. I gave him a smile and wrapped my hands around one of his large arms.
"Hi Greg, I am Krystal." I said as I looked him in the eyes and smiled some more.
"Hi Krystal. I would sure like to see your room." He said with a snicker and a rising of his eyebrow.
We walked arm and arm to my hotel room while Greg described in lurid detail what he wanted to do to me once he had me naked in my bed. We entered the room and he immediately pulled me in for a sloppy kiss. I had not considered kissing a client but in my current state I could not resist his aggressive probing of my oral cavity with his tongue while his hands were clamped tightly to my butt. I returned his French kiss.
"So how much to fuck your lovely ass?" He said when he finally came up for air.
"For you Greg, $300." I replied coyly as I looked into his alcohol reddened eyes.
"Ok do it. Suck my cock whore." He ordered as he began undoing his pants.
"Uh you need to pay me first." I replied as I watched him stop and reach for his wallet.
He extracted 3-100 dollar bills from his wallet and he begrudgingly handed them to me. I took them from him and put them into my clutch and stuck it into the top dresser drawer. I walked over to him and began helping him undress. I do not know why but even though he was sweaty, heavy-set, crude, and demanding I was feeling extremely horny and could not wait to see his cock. After I undid his pants he stopped me and gave me a long look.
"Strip bitch." He ordered and I took his comment like a slap to the face as I was not used to people calling me bitch.
Nonetheless I had a job to do and he had already paid me so I began taking off my clothing by lifting my top up and over my head. I then folded it up and placed it atop the dresser. I then unzipped my skirt and giving a little wiggle of my hips let it drop to the floor. I felt nervous and giddy at the same time. I looked up and Greg was eyeing me hungrily. He truly had lust in his eyes as he gave my body a long look. I cupped both of my breasts and ran my fingers over my erect nipples. I gave them a little pinch and I felt a surge of pure animal sexuality surge through my entire body and center in my pussy. I needed it badly. Greg stopped undressing and turned me around so that he could admire my ass. He cupped and squeezed my butt cheeks. It felt good and I gave out a little moan deep in my throat.
"You like that baby? Well slip off those panties and let's see what I just bought." He said with a leer.
I slipped my fingers under the elastic band of my thong and began pulling it down my legs. I felt it stick to my sodden crotch. I was so wet that my moisture made the fabric cling to my wet pussy for a few seconds before it slid sexily down my legs. I let it pool at my feet for a second before I stepped daintily out of it and my skirt. I bent over to retrieve them both and I felt Greg reach between my legs, cup and rub my pussy. It felt so nice that I moaned again.
"Oh Greg that feels so good sweetie. Let me help get you undressed." I said as I placed both my skirt and my thong on top of my shirt on the dresser.
I helped the large man out of his slacks and his boxer shorts. He definitely had a big white beer belly and this seemed to dwarf the size of his cock making it appear smaller than it actually was in real life. I reached for the large pink shaft with the well-defined head and lovingly ran my fingers over it. The head was slick from his pre-cum. I got down on my knees and grasped his cock. I pulled it towards my awaiting mouth. I could smell the odor of his sweaty crotch as it neared my mouth. I stuck my tongue out to give it a lick but my head ran into the large white bulge of his stomach. I turned my head to get under it so that I could reach his erect cock. He reached down with both hands and lifted his belly up to allow me access to his manhood.
I approached his cock with my mouth open and my tongue out. I licked the head and tasted not only his pre-cum but also a hint of urine. I swallowed what little pride I had left and engulfed his nasty cock with my mouth. He gave out a moan. I took all 6 inches of his cock into my mouth and I felt him release his hands from his stomach. His fat belly rested atop my head. "How gross!" I thought to myself.
I was sucking and slobbering on his cock when I felt a funny sensation on my head. I drop of sweat from Greg's belly ran down my hairline and onto my forehead. Suddenly I had a sharp awareness of my situation. Here I was a married, educated, highly successful, professional woman naked, on my knees, miles away from home in a hotel room, sucking an obese stranger's smelly cock for money. I almost lurched right there and I felt bile rise into my throat along with Greg's cock but thankfully the effects of Xanax kicked in again and I relaxed and kept to my task. I was getting a pretty good rhythm going bobbing on his cock and sucking away while his belly sweat dripped into my eyes.
"That's enough now get-up on the bed and give me that ass." He ordered as he pushed my head off from his cock.
I got up from the floor and caught my breath while wandering over to the dresser. I opened the top drawer and removed the tube of store-brand lubricant that Nicole had thoughtfully given to me; just in case. I grabbed up a lubricated condom and walked back over to the bed where Greg was sprawled on the bottom sheet.
"Had to get some supplies baby for your big cock." I said softly to him as I got on the bed.
"Good idea cunt, let me grease-up your asshole while you put that rubber on me." He replied as he reached for the tub of lube.
Greg was surprisingly careful as he used one then two of his meaty fingers to stretch and lubricate my anal passage. He even went as far as placing the tip of the tube into my butt and giving it a squeeze. The glob of gel that he shot into me felt cold. I rolled the condom onto his cock and taking the tube from Greg applied a generous dollop of lube onto his latex-clad cock and rubbed it all over it. Greg groaned a bit.
I eased up onto the middle of the bed as I complied with Greg's directions and I felt the large man's hands on my hips. His greasy cock slid up and down my anal cleft until he finally poked at my anus. I worked on relaxing my entire body through deep breaths. I felt him nudging his cock at my tight opening. I bore down and he pushed against my rosebud. The tip entered just a bit and due to his diligent greasing of me his cock began entering me. He must have found just the right stance as he was able to slide his entire cock into me without any hesitation or interference from his big belly. It was uncomfortable but there was little pain as his prick slid into my ass.
"Oh yeah baby! What a tight ass!" He said lustily as he began thrusting his cock further and harder into my anal passage.
"Dammit Greg slowly." I hissed through clenched teeth as I felt a sharp pains rise into my abdomen and pelvis.
Greg paid no heed to my complaints and instead grasped the hair at the back of my head in one of his large paws and began pulling my head back as he thrust himself further into me. I felt his thick thigh against one of my legs and I knew he was all the way inside my bowels. Then there was a sudden a sharp smack on my ass as Greg had reared his hand back and slapped it.
"Faster bitch! Move your smelly ass!" Greg ordered as he smacked my ass again and really ground his cock into me. It hurt; both the slap and his intruding cock.
I began rocking myself faster and faster into his body forcing his cock deeper and deeper. I was hoping that this movement would get him to cum quicker and this part of my ordeal with him to end. He pulled tighter on my hair and slapped me again.
"Faster you lazy whore, work it!" He shouted and I forced myself to impale my ass on him further and faster. I wanted the hitting and hair pulling to end so I worked myself harder.



Finally with the sharpest and most stinging slap and hardest most painful tug of my hair I felt Greg's cock expand in my ass and I knew he was cumming. His loud moans and groans confirmed this as his thrusting ceased and I continued to work my ass on his throbbing cock. He collapsed on top of me with all of his weight which caused me to also collapse face first onto the bed. My butt cheeks were then pried further apart by his wide girth and this in turn forced his cock painfully further into my ass. I could no longer move and I could barely breathe however due to my exertion I simply laid there with Greg on top of me not fighting his bulk.
We must have drifted off for a bit as there was a loud pounding on the hotel room door that startled us both. Greg pushed himself off from me and I felt his flaccid cock slip from my anal pore. I turned over and saw that the used condom was barely hanging off from the end of his slumbering member. I gingerly grasped it being careful to not dirty my hands with the soiled latex sheath. I took it into the bathroom and flushed it down the toilet. After washing my hands I grabbed a clean washcloth and wet it with warm water. The insistent pounding began again on the door and I tip-toed over to it and looked through the peephole. It was Nicole with a very worried look on her face. I opened the door and she barged inside the room.
"What happened to you? Didn't you hear me knocking? Are you okay?" She asked with a hint of genuine concern in her voice.
"I am fine Nicole. We were just finishing up. I am with someone." I replied meekly.
She gave me another glance and then abruptly left the room. I went back into the bedroom and Greg was sitting on the bed. His legs were spread wide open revealing his spent cock and dangling balls. I approached him to begin cleaning his cock for him.
"Use your mouth first." He ordered.
"Okay." I mumbled and then got down on my knees between his legs and opened my mouth. Just before I brought his member to my mouth I gave a discrete sniff attempting to determine if the condom had leaked and it smelled like my feces. There was no odor or trace of my ass so I took him into my mouth and began orally cleaning him. He tasted bitter like latex, yuck! I licked and sucked his cock clean until I thought I detected some stirring of life within it. I backed off and began cleaning him with the washcloth.
"How about another go?" He asked with a raised eyebrow.
"I would have to charge you again." I replied hoping that he would not want to pay me again.
"Next time." He said and began dressing and I helped him with his pants and buttoning his shirt.
"Here, this is for you." He said holding out $50 bill towards me. I was insulted that he only chose to tip me a measly 50 bucks but reached for it anyway.
"Why do you call me such vile names and say such hateful things to me?" I asked as I accepted the money and turned to tuck it into my purse.
"Because you are a whore. You are the most beautiful woman I have ever fucked but you are still just a whore." He said and then he walked out of the room as I stood there stunned by his parting words.
I began putting my clothing back on and there was a knock at the door. It was Nicole again and I let her back into the room. She held two glasses of something in her hands.
"Hi Sweetie, how did it go? She asked. "He bragged to everyone that he tore your ass up." She handed me one of the icy glasses of liquid. I took a tentative sip; thankfully it was ice water.
"It was rough as he fucked me in the ass and pulled my hair. He slapped my ass as he made me fuck myself on his cock." I replied tiredly.
"Oh that sound's tough honey. Are you okay?"
"Just a little sore." I replied and continued putting my clothing back on. We fixed my makeup and hair and decided we had better get back to the reception as there were more horny men with money that needed our help spending it.
The walk back to the reception was unusual to say the least. If you have never been fucked in the butt before then you have no idea what I was feeling but it was far from normal. I tried hard not to walk any differently than usual but I found that to be nearly impossible due to the discomfort I was feeling. I found myself walking stiff legged, almost bowl-legged, and I was sticking my butt out more than usual. Things hurt. Walking with the high-heels that Nicole had given me, combined with the soreness of my legs, thighs, and pelvis from being stretched around a large man made me plod like a horse. My ass ached from the stretching it had received from his penetration and I tried to not let it affect me but I had to walk more slowly and with less hip swing.
We made it back to the reception and I was immediately snagged by a tall and athletic looking black man in a pastel golf shirt. In a deep manly voice he introduced himself as Ty and offered to buy me a drink. I accepted his offered and asked him if he wanted to have our cocktails in a more private setting such as my room. He thought that it was a great idea and so we walked hand in hand to the hotel room; talking and getting to know one another. He was really quite attractive and I found his smile and self-confidence sexy. I unlocked the door and we entered my room still carrying the two cocktails.
"So Ty before we go much further I should tell you that my time is not cheap but I am open to anything that you might like to suggest." I said in a warm and friendly tone.
"I assumed that Krystal; so what are your prices?" He asked returning my directness.
"For you sugar, $100 for oral, $200 for straight sex and $300 for anal; interested?'
"With your sexy ass the anal sounds so inviting." He said with a leer.
"Oh, okay. I was hoping to enjoy your big cock." I said saucily as I took a sip of my drink and placed it atop the bedside table.
"You will baby, you will. All 9 black inches of it." He said. He then paid me $300.
We both undressed and being in bed with Ty was more like being on a date or with a lover than with a client. He was so attentive and truly worked on pleasuring me. I was enjoying myself as he licked and sucked on my nipples He ran his long fingers over my breasts, around my areola, and finally he gently pinched and squeezed my nipples. I found myself to be totally aroused and I could hardly wait for him to slide that long and lovely piece of man-meat into me.
Ty laid me back onto the bed and spread my legs wide open. I believe that he wanted to eat my pussy as he examined it closely. I could just see the desire in his eyes but no one eats out a whore I realized and he went to mount me instead. I remembered the condoms and mentioned it to him.
"Hold on Ty but you need a condom baby." I said pleasantly wanting him inside me.
"Really Krystal; I'm clean." He replied as he stroked his lovely cock that appeared to grow longer still.
"I'm sorry baby but that is the rule." I said regretfully as I wondered how it would feel to have his lovely cock spew its treasure inside my pussy. I handed Ty a condom from the bedside drawer and he gave me a look.
"What?" I asked when I saw his facial expression.
"You're kidding right? That little thing?" He said while holding up his thick cock for me to see its girth.
"It's all I have." I said. He looked at me for a few seconds and then got up from the bed and reached for his pants that were hung over a chair. He went into his pocket and came out with a black and gold foil packet. The writing on the package read "Magnum XL." He removed one and handed it to me. I opened the package with my teeth and removed the extra-large condom from the package. It was definitely larger than any I had ever seen before.
I marveled at the beauty of his thick and powerful cock as I carefully rolled the latex sheath over the mushroom shaped head and down the long and hefty shaft. Now this was truly a man's cock I thought to myself as I stretched the thin material down to the end of the shaft all the way to his shaved balls. They were as large as two plums in his dark skinned scrotum. Yummy!
Ty took his time to allow me to adjust to the unfamiliar girth of his manly cock. Even though I was totally wet and lubricated from my drug and hormone induced fluids his thickness took some getting used to initially but soon he was balls deep within me. This man was truly a master in his ability to use the powerful instrument to pleasure a woman. I was not a whore being paid for his pleasure instead I was a lover receiving the pleasure of his magnificent ability.
There was no need to fake an orgasm with Ty as he drove me from one and right on through to several deep ones before with a loud roar he spewed his thick white baby-making batter deeply into my pussy inside the thin latex sheath. After he was finished pumping and hammering into me he collapsed atop me and we laid in post-orgasmic bliss entwined together. It felt wonderful and so complete that I almost dozed in his arms but the stimulants surging through my veins kept me awake and alert. After several minutes of cooing and talking softly together I mentioned that I had to get going back to the party. He agreed and after a quick rinse off in the shower he was dressed and quickly out the door. I then cleaned myself up and redressed. After a quick application of my makeup and perfume, I brushed the snarls out of my hair and I was ready to go back to work.
Nicole met me just outside the door and collected the $300 that I had earned as well as the 100 dollar tip and placed it within her purse. She gave me a big smile and then pulled me close for a kiss. This was no sisterly kiss but the kiss of a lover and her tongue darted in and out of my mouth with intense passion. When she finally broke the kiss I needed to catch my breath.
"Um Krystal that was nice." She said with a husky voice. "I can't wait to get you into my bed." I stood there looking at her sweet and sexy face trying to clear my head.
She grasped my hand and led me back inside my room. She opened her purse and pulled out the baggie of white powder that she had procured from Steve earlier. She made four lines atop the dresser and handed me a rolled up hundred dollar bill; one I had just earned no doubt.
"A little treat for such a pretty girl who works so hard." She said with a syrupy sweet voice as she moved away to give me access to the cocaine. I snorted my two lines and immediately my eyes rolled back in my head from the warm wonderful rush that roared through me. When I finally came around Nicole had done her two lines and was sort of rocking in place with her own eyes closed and a look of delight on her face. She was truly a coke whore and if I wasn't careful I would be one too.
"Whoa Nicole that was a total rush." I said when I could speak again.
"Yeah baby it was but no more right now we have to go to a party." She said dreamily as she straightened herself up and we walked together hand in hand out of the room and down the hall towards the elevators.
The elevators took us to the twelfth floor where the older man, Paul, who appeared to be the ring-leader, had rented a suite for after-reception partying for a select group of the men. Nicole had briefed me on the way up that this was a no-holes barred party and would be more like an orgy. She and Tanya would get the party started with a little girl-on-girl action and I was welcome to join-in or just watch but afterwards the men would be so worked up that we just had to go with the flow. She hoped that I would join-in as she wanted a piece of my sexy ass but I just kept silent.
The party was in full swing when we entered the suite. There were 20 men from the conference reception, the two other working women, Tanya, Nicole and myself. The music was loud and had a sexy dance beat that throbbed throughout the room. Liquor flowed freely and the scent of pot wafted throughout the room. The two large beds had been stripped of everything but the bottom sheets and the fold-out couch was also ready for action. This was truly a sex party.
Someone turned up the music and the loud strains of "It's getting hot in here..." could be heard over the din. This was our cue and we began to seductively strip off all of our clothes until all five of us women were nude, save for our shoes and jewelry. We danced sexily together and with the men through the entirety of the song. This got the party rolling and soon Nicole and Tanya were lying on the fold-out bed making out for the pleasure of the party attendees.
This progressed to a full-on lesbian sex show with Nicole breaking free at one time to beckon me to join them. I found the scene very stimulating and I felt the siren call to climb onto the mattress and quench the fire that was burning between my thighs but I resisted. Finally some of the men could no longer resist the appetizing activities before them and climbed onto the mattress and began having sex with the two of them. The debauchery escalated from there.
I found myself having sex with nameless men throughout the night and on a few occasions was double and even triple teamed. Yes I was air-tight as they called it. My involvement was not for my pleasure but rather for the men who were paying for the five of us to entertain them. I may have had three orgasms throughout the entire sordid scene but they were good ones. Due to all of the drugs, alcohol and sexual stimulation I completely lost track of time and I do not know what happened but I eventually found myself entangled with several men and a woman or two in a heap of bodies on one of the mattresses. Maybe it was the exhaustion or something I ingested but I was passed out along with the others.
"Hey Krystal, hey, it's time to wake up! We have to go." Said a voice through the haze in my head.
Someone was shaking me and I finally had enough mental clarity to take stock of my situation. I had a crusted and flaccid dick lying on my cheek and it was attached to a man whose fat hairy belly was pressed up to the top of my head. My nose was buried in a woman's breast and my hand was lying atop her tummy. Someone's dick was still inside of my pussy and it felt like it was semi-erect. I felt slimy, crusty, dirty and sticky. Yuck!
With a bit more tugging from Nicole I was freed from the pile of sated humans. I crawled on my hands and knees off from the mattress and on to the floor where I looked up at a disheveled and stern-faced Nicole. I gave her a wry smile.
"Krystal, we gotta go, now!" She said firmly as she grabbed my arm and helped me to my feet. I leaned heavily against her as I was disoriented and unsteady. She held me to her side for a few minutes and then directed me to a pile of clothing. I searched through them for my dress, underwear and shoes. I was able to located my wrinkled and soiled dress and one shoe.
I was half-dressed as the two of us took the elevator to her room where we had stored the clothing that I had originally worn to the hotel. I dressed mechanically and soon had on the sundress, panties and sandals that I had swapped with my escort clothing earlier. My hair was uncombed, tangled and matted with the ejaculate of countless men. Nicole gave me a scrunchy and I pulled my hair through it into a rough ponytail. I looked better but not much. We then left the room and rode down the elevator in silence.
Nicole had used her cell to call for a Lyft and the car was pulling up as we exited the hotel and walked out into the cool night air. We got into the back and the driver pulled away from the hotel. My head ponded and I ached all over. I felt fluids oozing from my pussy and ass. My mouth and jaw hurt and tasted like the bottom of a bird's cage. Both sets of lips were puffy and sore from an evening of abuse.
We both sat quietly in the Lyft staring out the window and avoiding each other's eyes. There were no attempts at conversation. I had no idea where we were or where we were going as my thinking was far from clear and I was totally out of my element. Breathing was a chore.
After a 20 minute ride through traffic-less streets we arrived at an apartment building. The driver pulled up and without a word we got out and began walking up towards the building. As he drove away Nicole pulled the door open and I followed her inside the building lobby.
"What time is it?" I asked flatly.
"3:30" Replied Nicole as we got in an elevator and stood facing the front as the doors eased shut.
The door opened on the fourth floor and Nicole led me to her apartment door where she produced a key and we went inside. The apartment was clean, well kept, and modern in appearance. It was definitely not what I expected.
"Wow this is nice Nicole." I said after appraising the living room.
"Thanks. You need a shower." She replied as she led me into a clean and polished bathroom. She told me to undress as she turned on the water, retrieved some towels and then removed her own clothing. Her nude body was still hot even after a night of abuse and debauchery. She had some bruising, some bite, marks, many hickies and her skin appeared to have flakey crusts on her breasts and tummy. I assumed from the feel that I looked the same way.
Nicole tested the temperature of the water and then she ushered me inside the glass-walled stall with her. I have never taken a shower with another woman since I was a little girl and it was thrilling even though I was dog-tired. Nicole was in an amorous mood though she was almost dead on her feet. She held me to her lovely naked body and we kissed and caressed one another beneath the steamy spray. I must admit that it felt wonderful.
After breaking our stimulating embrace we took turned washing each other's hair of all traces of the evening's activities. Our hair was matted, tangled and encrusted with bodily fluids from multiple men and a few women. It took some gentle and careful washing but soon it was squeaky clean. Then came the fun part, Nicole soaped my body with care paying particular attention to my bruised and sensitive breasts and my butt but avoiding any touching of my pussy. I reciprocated and marveled at the feel of her slippery boobs in my hands as I soaped and caressed every inch of them. It felt so sexy to touch this sensuous woman.
After we carefully rinsed off the soap and the scum from the evening Nicole took control again and slowly with gentle caresses began to cleanse my poor battered and well used vagina beginning with my bruised mons. The evening's battering of my love mound left it battered and sensitive to the touch and Nicole seemed to sense this and washed me carefully. Then she slipped her delicate fingers down along my labia and slowly laved the no longer pink lips. She carefully washed my clit and this had a double effect on me; it stimulated my swollen nub and also soothed the aching bit of flesh. I moaned loudly when she touched me there. This caused her to slip first one then two of her long fingers inside of my pussy. She not only took her time cleansing my swollen opening but also in increasing my arousal. It felt so good.
Nicole kept fingering me with her right hand while at the same time reaching over with her left hand and probing my anal pore. This was too much for me and I came loudly, screaming out her name as she brought me off with her fingers deeply embedded within my two openings. I could no longer stand on my feet after this overload of sensation and I collapsed at her feet as the water continued to cascade over us.
Nicole left me to lean against the side of the shower as she cleansed her own pussy and ass. When she was finished she helped me to my feet, kissed me deeply, and then we exited the shower as the water had turned cold. We grabbed up fluffy clean towels and took turns drying each other's bodies until we were warm, pink, and dry. We took turns using her hairdryer, though she needed it at lot less than I did, but soon we were dry, relaxed, and ready for bed.



We climbed into Nicole's large king-sized bed and snuggled together under the covers. She held me in her arms and we kissed like lovers until finally exhaustion over-took us and we both fell asleep; our bodies entwined. It felt so wonderful to be held by her and her large soft breasts felt so nice against my back as I drifted off.
We were awakened by the ringing of Nicole's telephone. She picked it up and looked at the screen. She immediately answered.
"Hey Steve." She said into the cell. I watched her for a clue as to what he wanted.
"No, no problems. It was a good night. Yes about 10 maybe more." She answered.
"Sure, she can be ready by then. Later." She said as she clicked off her phone.
"That was Steve. He is going to be here at noon to pick you up." She said as she pulled me in for a kiss. Her kiss was so soft and so warm that I returned it eagerly. We were on our sides facing one another and she hugged me to her. Her hand went down below the covers, and cupped my butt.
"Umm...that's feels nice." I purred as she squeezed and caressed my bare cheeks.
"I want you so badly Krystal that I could just eat you up." She said as she continued to stroke and kiss me with lots of her tongue in my mouth.
"I want you too Nicole." I said with a breathy whisper as I returned her caresses holding her sexy butt in my hands.
"Maybe we could become roommates, I mean when you get settled in." She said with a smile. "Wake up like this every morning."
The notion sounded so inviting but I have a husband and I knew that I would be returning home to him soon plus I had never actually been with a woman. I knew that this would not be possible still Nicole awakened some feelings in me. I had not taken the time to take stock of my condition as Nicole had a way of making me feel so special in her arms.
"Hey" She then said. "We got to get up and get you ready. You have a client at noon."
The reality of the situation then hit me and I groaned aloud. I was a whore. I was in bed with a lesbian hooker and she was seducing me. I then felt the pain and anguish of my situation. Tears came to my eyes. I sniffed.
"Now don't get all emotional on me, right?" She said misunderstanding the reason behind my tears. She gave me one final kiss and pulled herself from the warm bed. She trudged into the bathroom.
"I'm okay...it's just..." Then I began to cry in earnest as memories of last night came flooding back to me. I had taken ecstasy, snorted coke, smoked dope, fucked at least12 men, and spent the night in bed with another woman; what was becoming of me.
After my crying jag Nicole helped me out of bed and into the bathroom. I used the facilities and then we examined my face in the mirror. She touched me, fussed about my hair and then finally came to a decision.
"In the shower now! Wash your hair and then get right out." She ordered as she turned on the water for me.
I took a quick and efficient shower spending most of the time washing my hair. I immediately got out and as I dried myself Nicole turned on the hairdryer and started in on my long dark tresses. Soon my hair was dry and she started in on my face. She was a master in the art of making up a woman's face quickly and seductively. When she was done I resembled a teenaged hooker as my hair was in a bouncy ponytail and my eye makeup appeared smoky and overdone. I was still wearing the long wavy eyelashes from the night before and that added to the picture.
"Looking good Krystal." She said when she stepped back to appraise her work.
"Thanks Nicole." I replied with ambivalent feelings towards her. I appreciated the care she took getting me made up for my date but I hated the notion that she was making me get ready to be a whore.
"Call me Nikki." She said with a smile. "Let's find you a dress."
We went into her closet and she found a short little mini-dress in lavender with little yellow print flowers on it. It came to about mid-thigh and was tight on my chest but without a bra it fit okay. The dress was loose and flowed freely. She then found a pair of 3 inch heeled shoes that were tight but we could get my foot in them.
"Panties?" I asked as I looked at myself in her mirror that was attached to the back of her closet door.
"I don't know Krystal, maybe not." She said as she looked me over and raised up the back of the dress. "Cute ass." Then she gave it a playful slap.
"Please?" I asked submissively. She smiled, then she frowned, and then she walked over to her dresser and began rummaging around in the top drawer.
"Okay but I want them back." She said with a laugh as she tossed me a black lacy thong.
Just as I finished pulling them up and adjusting them I heard a knock on her door. I was thinking that these panties were on Nicole's bare pussy once and my heart fluttered a bit in excitement. Nicole left the room and I soon could hear her talking to someone in the living room. I walked out of her bedroom to meet them.
"You did really good Nicole. Here's a little something extra for you." Steve said as he handed her a white legal size envelope and a small plastic baggie filled with white powder.
"Thanks Steve. This is much appreciated. A girl has to pay the rent." She said with a happy lilt as she gave him a big hug.
"You earned it baby." He said as he returned her hug. I walked into the room at that point.
"Hey Steve." I said when I saw him.
"Hey Krystal; ready to go?" He asked as he broke free from Nicole and walked up to me. "Give Daddy a big kiss."
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Watching an escort getting ready for a date is one of the hottest things to see unless of course that escort is your very own wife; and that is even hotter. Everyone thinks that it is such a hot idea having an escort for a wife and that having a fetish escort as a wife would be the ultimate experience but let me tell you that is even better than that. There is something so unsettling, provocative, and yet, scary about having your wife out peddling her ass to strangers. It is especially exciting and nerve-wracking when they pay large sums of money so that they can perform any kinky fetish act that their heart desires on your own loving wife; the mother of your future children. I however found it to always be just as exciting to have her tell me about her dates; no matter how kinky or perverse they had been.
Jan would sometimes leave for her dates directly from work but most often she would be home and would have to get all glammed-up and then leave from home. The waiting was one of the worst parts for me, that and having to see upon her return, what they had done to her. Honestly though it always gave me a hard-on. I would attempt to sit up and wait for her to get home unless it was an overnighter, or a weekend date and those always made me a complete emotional wreck as the hours seemed to drag on forever.
Her very first date, once she had returned from St. Louis, was probably the one that I remember the most as it still holds a certain erotic appeal to me. I was completed enraptured by her, my wife, my sweet and loving Jan being an escort right here in our home town. It was a Wednesday evening and I was home working in my office at about 5:00 p.m. Jan had called me at 4:30 to tell me that she had left work early as she had been notified by the escort service that she works for that she had a hookup scheduled at a local hotel for 6:30 pm.
Jan rushed into the house from our attached garage and after giving me a quick peck on the cheek dashed up the stairs towards our bedroom. Startled by her sudden entrance and just as rapid departure, I slowly toddled along behind her. When I finally topped the stairs and made my way into the bedroom, I was able to watch her as she swiftly removed her clothing and rather than carefully folding them and putting them on hangers, as she usually does, she tossed them in a pile atop our king-sized bed. Without uttering a word, she made her way into the En suite bathroom and turned on the shower. After using the toilet, I heard her enter the shower. The sound of the water splashing off from her nude body was all that I could hear from her at that point.
Being the dutiful and supportive husband that I am, I began by picking up her blouse and skirt and hanging them on hangers in our walk-in closet. I then separated her panties from her pantyhose and went to toss them into the laundry basket in the corner of the closet but before I did, I examined the crotch of her undies. They were damp and still warm from her body. I put them to my nose and gave them a sniff. Umm, they smelled musky just like her heavenly pussy.
I heard the water shut-off and quickly dropped the fragrant treasure onto the pile of dirty clothing already in the laundry basket. I hustled out of the closet and walked into the bathroom. Jan's naked and wet body was partially wrapped in a bath towel and she was drying her long dark tresses with another one.
"Hey you!" She said cheerfully while giving me a smile.
"Hey yourself, sexy." I replied returning it. I watched her drying and primping for a few minutes with a feeling of deep desire and lust surging through me.
"If you want to be useful help me get dressed." She said.
"Ok, what do you need?" I replied
"Go into my closet and find my little black dress, you know the one, the one I wore the last time we went out after work." She said as she removed her towel and used it to dry the remaining water droplets from her lovely and nicely tanned body.
I walked out of the bathroom and rummaged through her closet until I found the requested dress. I pulled the hanger off from the rod and turned it and gave it a good scan. It was clean and still nicely pressed. I walked out and laid it atop the bedspread.
"Yes, my lady." I said teasingly as I walked back into the room and watched as she began blow-drying her hair. When she finished that task, she climbed on top of the vanity top, so that she could get close to the mirror, and began applying her makeup. Her first task was affixing the long and delicate artificial eyelashes to her own. I could not bear to watch and asked her if I could fix her a drink.
"A g & t would be really nice baby; thanks." She replied and I walked out of the bedroom and back downstairs. After preparing her an icy gin and tonic with a slice of lime I returned to our bedroom where she was now partially made up and was standing nude sorting through her underwear drawer. She was standing with her back to me and I admired her shapely bubble-butt.
"Here Hun." I said as I offered her the drink. She turned and took it from me and took a large gulp.
"Thanks sweetie that tastes really nice." She said giving me a warm smile and then setting her glass atop the dresser; she went back to her search. I watched as she would remove a pair of her panties, spread them out, examine them, and then put them back into the drawer. I always appreciate a good lingerie show. Finally, after sorting through a dozen pairs she settled on a simple pair of black silk, French-cut bikini panties. Nothing too sexy.
"What no thong? No lacy G-string?" I asked with surprise.
"Oh shit. I need to call my date." She said somewhat annoyed. She grabbed up an unfamiliar cell phone from the bedspread and looked at the screen. Finding what she was looking for she entered a phone number and depressed enter. I could just barely hear the phone ringing in the background.
"Hi is this Michael?" She said in a neutral voice. I was only able hear her side of the conversation so I sat quietly and listened as my cock became harder.
"Hi Michael, this is Krystal from Distinction; how are you this evening?"
"That's great to hear. I am doing well thanks. So, Michael do you have any special requests for this evening's date?" She listened to her phone.
"Um...yes, yes I can do that. No, that's not a problem at all." Then she listened some more.
"Okay, black leather mini skirt, thong panties, no bra, sexy top. Oh, and heels."
"Yes, I can do that. One hour? Okay. In the bar? Yes, I'll text you."
"Bye, Michael I look forward to meeting you." Then she ended the call. She tossed her phone back onto the bed and gave me a disgruntled look.
"Well I guess that settles that." She said as she went back into the closet and began sorting through her clothing again.
"So, what's the deal?" I asked.
"The deal is I meet him in the lounge at the airport Hilton. I am to wear no bra, an accessible, red, and revealing top, a thong, thigh high stockings and my black leather mini skirt with heels. He wants easy access to my body and he wants me looking hot when we meet in the bar for a drink." She explained as she began getting dressed again.
After 15 minutes of getting dressed she walked back into the bathroom one final time to spritz herself with cologne and a final spray to her long nicely styled hair. She looked so beautiful that is almost broke my heart. She did all of this for another man. I walked over to her and went to kiss her.
"Ah..ah..ah." She admonished me. "Paying customers only; I don't want to muss my makeup." She emphasized with a wag of her finger. I had not noticed before that she appeared to have just had a fresh manicure as her nails were longer and were in a French-style that made her look even more desirable to me.
Jan finally went into the closet and retrieved her bright red high-heeled shoes and sat down on the bed to put them on. For some unexplained reason I sunk to my knees before her and helped her into her shoes. I was able to lightly caress her shapely calves through the silky material of her stocking as I assisted her; Oh God!
With a final look at herself in the full-length mirror attached to the back of our bedroom door Jan was ready for her first official escort date. She gave a cheesy smile to the image in the mirror, to check her bright pearly whites, and then glanced over at me. She cocked her hip to the right.
"So?" She said while looking me directly in the eyes.
"Oh my God Jan you are so beautiful. I wish that you did not have to do this." I replied sadly.
"Me either babe but I have to go." She said and then she grabbed up her small clutch purse and headed downstairs. Just before she walked out of the door and into our garage, she looked over at me with a quizzical look on her heavily made-up but lovely face.
"Call me please; to let me know that you are safe." I said as I looked her over one last time.
"I will. Love you." Jan said quickly and then she went out the door leaving the sultry scent of her perfume in her wake.
I was a bundle of nerves waiting for her to call to tell me she was coming home from her date. I paced the room for a while but that only made me more agitated. So, I attempted to eat dinner but nothing sounded good. I finally made myself a sandwich and choked down half of it dumping the remaining portion into the sink. Then I tried watching TV but as I sat staring at the screen all I could do was imagine Jan fucking some unknown man in a fancy hotel room. Finally, 2 hours after she left my cell phone rang.
"Hey." I answered cheerfully.
"Hey." She replied.
"So how was it? Are you coming home?" I asked anxiously.
"It went ok; in fact, it was pretty easy but kind of kinky." She replied.
"So, are you coming home to tell me about it?" I asked attempting to sound cheerful.
"No, you see I got another call right before I called you." She replied.
"O-k-a-y." I said drawing out the word.
"I have another appointment in just a few minutes at the Holiday Inn Express Northside; you know across town."
"What? When?" I replied somewhat startled by her words.
"As soon as I can get there; I should be home after that." She replied.
"But-but-but it's a work night." I said with a stutter.
"Yeah, I know. I'll call you when I am on my way home. Love you." Then the line went dead.
I decided that I needed a drink and went to the kitchen for a local craft brew. It was one of my favorites but that night it tasted kind of bland and flat. I forced myself to sit down in front of the TV and watch a baseball game while eating another ham sandwich and drinking the beer. Somehow, I managed to consume both and I fell into a fitful slumber while watching the game. About two hours after our last phone conversation my cell phone rang. I looked at the screen and it was Jan.
"Hey." I answered cheerfully.
"Hey. I am on my way." She replied and the phone went silent.
I knew that the Holiday Inn Express was only a few minutes away from our home so I cleaned up my dinner residue and went in to clean myself up a bit. I heard and felt the vibrations from Jan's car entering the garage and the large double door closing. I quickly made my way downstairs from our bedroom into the kitchen. Jan entered from the garage and walked slowly into the mudroom that adjoined the kitchen with the garage. She barely resembled the sexy woman who had left 4 hours ago.
She shuffled in with her high-heeled shoes dangling from her fingers and a defeated look in her eyes. Her makeup was smeared, her lipstick was missing, and her hair was disheveled. She looked like she had been through the mill. I wanted to hear every last detail but from the expression on her pretty face I knew that I needed to tread lightly. I went to embrace her but she held up her hand as a stop signal.
"Oh honey, how are you?" I asked as warmly as I could.
"Beat, exhausted, sore and I sure could use a shot of tequila right now." She replied wearily.
I went to the pantry and removed a bottle of Cuervo Gold from the shelf. I located two shot glasses and brought them to the kitchen counter. I poured two full shots and slid one over to her. Jan eyed it for a second and lifted it to her lips. She poured the entire shot into her mouth and swished it around like mouthwash. Then holding it just a second longer she swallowed it all down. She grimaced as she felt the fiery liquor burn its way down her throat.
"Again." Was all she said so I poured her another shot glass full of tequila. She repeated the exact ritual and demanded another shot as soon as she was able to speak. Then she quietly sat down on the kitchen barstool and stared off into space.
I finished my one shot and put the bottle away. I watched her closely for some sign, some clue, as to her state of mind but she maintained her stoic stare. I felt my throbbing erection begin to subside. Her eyes appeared to tear-up but she took a deep breath and remained silent.
"I need a shower." She said as she went to stand up.
"I really wish you wouldn't." I said as I gave her a lusty smile.
"Believe me; you want me to take a shower." She said as she got up and began walking away. I knew that she would need some time to decompress and regroup so I allowed her to walk away without any further discussion. I heard her ascend the stairs to our bedroom.
Finally, after a few minutes I heard the shower come on. I waited until I felt that she was underneath the hot spray before I made my way upstairs to our bedroom. I looked into the bathroom and saw the nude shape of Jan beneath the steamy water. I watched through the frosted glass as she obsessively washed herself over and over using the body wash, a loofah, and a wash cloth. Then I saw as she slumped into the corner and I heard her begin to sob. I was conflicted as to whether I should go in and embrace her or to just leave her alone to cry without intrusion. Heading back downstairs I left her to cry alone.
It was a long 15 minutes before a wet-haired Jan made her way down the carpeted stairs and into the den where I sat perusing the newspaper. She had a towel tightly wrapped around her body covering her from her neck to mid-thigh. She gave me a wry smile.
"Men suck!" She said as she approached me and wrapped her arms around me in a tight hug. "Except you." I wrapped my arms around her and simply held her.
"Do you feel better?" I asked the top of her head.
"Much but I still feel dirty." She said as she snuggled against me.
"Want to tell me about it?" I asked cautiously as I led her to the couch and sat down pulling her onto my lap. I could feel her body heat through the damp towel and through my clothing.
"I hope that you will still love me when I tell you what I was made to do tonight." She said as she turned and looked me in the eyes. I pulled her in for a kiss but she held back.
"You might not want to do that after I tell you about my night." She said flatly.
"No matter what baby I will always love you and will always want to kiss you." I replied giving her a smile. She returned it blandly.
"We'll see about that." She replied and then she began her tale.
"When I left here, I was so nervous that I was not sure that I could go through with this even with the dire consequences that Steve had threatened me with if I did not do it. I mean seriously, I have a Master's degree in information technology, I have a well-paid position at a prestigious law firm, I am married, I have many friends and family who love and support me, I am well-educated, and reasonably attractive, and I do not have to sell myself on a fetish escort website for money, love, or sexual pleasure.
"With that being said however, I was still dressed as if I was going on a date, driving my year-old Toyota Rav4 to a rendezvous, with a complete stranger who contacted me through a fetish escort website, in an upscale hotel cocktail lounge. I was heavily made-up with large and full artificial eyelashes and my hair styled and curled as if I was going out with my loving husband who instead was waiting patiently for me at home. I was wearing a tight little leather mini-skirt that was long enough to cover my butt but was short enough to show off my goods. I was dressed to impress and I hoped that that would be enough to impress my first paying customer.
It was easy finding the airport Hilton hotel as I had driven by it hundreds of times and it was built along-side the most heavily traveled thoroughfare in our town. I was sweating and my stomach was doing twists and flips inside my tummy. I felt sick but for some odd reason I had feelings of excitement and lust as well. I parked my car in the large and unattended parking lot and checked my appearance in the SUV's mirror and noted my lips and hair were still looking good. I opened my clutch purse and made sure that I had an assortment of different sizes of condoms, a tube of K-Y jelly, my two cell phones, and my pepper spray; just in case.
I got out of my car feeling self-conscious as if everyone around knew I was an escort coming there to meet a customer. The parking lot, though nearly filled with cars, did not really have any other people in it at that time but me. I locked up my car and throwing my shoulders back and holding my head up high, as the legal professional that I am, strode across the lot and in through the revolving glass entry door. There was a small sign on the wall with an arrow pointing towards the elevators and I walked past it towards the restaurant/lounge that was indicated on another sign placed directly above the first one.
The lighting in the hallway to the lounge was subdued and gave off an air of sophistication and comfort. I felt myself relax just for a millisecond before I remembered why I was there. I took out my work cell phone and texted Michael that I was there. He immediately replied back that he was sitting in a booth on the back wall of the lounge in a dark blue suit and light blue shirt without a tie. He knew what I looked like and would welcome me when I passed near his table. Okay was my response.
It was now or never. I pulled on the door handle and walked into the immaculately clean and highly polished, modern motif, cocktail lounge. There were several groups of men sitting together at tables in the bar. I walked in and their eyes immediately glanced in my direction and I attempted to ignore their stares. I walked past their table and saw a man of about 40 sitting alone at a booth facing in my direction. When he saw me, he immediately stood and as I neared, he held out his hand towards me. I took his hand and gave him a firm handshake. He gestured, using his hand, to indicate that I should slide into the booth where he had been sitting, so I did. The leather of the seat felt warm against my butt from where he had been sitting.
"Hi Krystal, I am Michael." He said with a friendly smile to go along with the friendly handshake that he had given me.
"Hi Michael it is nice to meet you." I replied as I turned to look at him closely.
A waitress approach us almost as soon as I had sat down, so I ordered a Tanqueray and tonic with a lime; my usual go to cocktail. Michael ordered another beer and we sat and attempted small talk until she arrived with our drinks. He told her to put them on his tab. As she walked away, he lifted his glass and took a drink while I politely took a sip of mine.
"So, Krystal, how are you doing?" He asked.
"I am good Michael, yourself?" I replied.
"I am excited about meeting someone as beautiful as you." He said.
"You are so sweet Michael." I replied giving him a wide smile.
We sat and talked for a few minutes while we tasted our drinks. He appeared to be genuinely interested in talking with me and at times I forgot that I was not on a regular date. After we finished our drinks he asked if I was ready to see his room. I told him that I would like that.



We took the elevator up to the third floor and he had his hand on my lower back in a possessive manner as he guided me into the elevator as well as during the ride. He slipped a few times and I felt his hand slide to my ass and he would pat it gently. I gave him a sly smile when he did that. When the doors opened, we walked down the hall towards his room again, with his hand on my lower back. He scanned the keycard in the lock and then he swung the door wide ushering me inside like a gentleman. The room was well-appointed with a king-sized bed, a settee, a desk and a chair as well as two televisions. There was of course a luxurious bathroom as well with a jetted tub.
I took in the features of the room as Michael closed the floor to ceiling drapes darkening the room considerably. I set my purse atop the dresser and turned to face him. Michael's pleasant demeanor appeared to slip and a different, more severe, look filled his face.
"Take off your clothes Krystal." He ordered in a firm voice.
"Yes, sir." I answered as I began unbuttoning my red silk blouse revealing my braless breasts. I heard him take a sharp intake of air. I assumed he liked what he saw as I removed my blouse and hung it over the desk chair. My nipples were beginning to stiffen and I felt self-conscious. The entire time I was looking Michael in the eye as he scanned my naked torso.
"Keep going slut." He said with a hiss and the change in tone and his use of the word slut caused me to stiffen slightly. I slipped the button at the waist of my skirt and giving a little hip shake I allowed it to slide down my legs and puddle at my feet. I bent to pick it up and placed it atop my blouse. I was now standing before my first real customer clad in only my thong underwear, thigh high stockings and my high-heeled shoes. Michael must have liked what he saw as he gave me a wide but creepy smile.
"Do you like?" I said with a seductive smile. Michael nodded and then indicated that I should remove my thong. Moment of truth time I thought to myself as I hooked my finger in the elastic band at the top of my undies and pulled it down, over the globes of my ass, and let them drop to my ankles. I stopped, removed them, and Michael held out his hand for them. I handed them to him hesitantly as I really did not want to give away my expensive undies. He held the material to his nose and gave a deep sniff. His eyes seemed to cloud over for a second.
"Nice." He said while still holding them to his nose. "Now get down on your knees in front of me and take off my clothing." I hesitated for a second and he appeared to glare at me. I walked slowly over to him and sank to my knees. I unbuckled his shiny black leather belt and undid his dark blue, dress slacks. As soon as I unzipped them, they began to slide down and I realized that he was still wearing his shoes.
"Oops, sorry." I said as I untied his shoes and removed them noting the slight odor of warm leather from them. I removed his socks as well and noticed that he possessed well-manicured and maintained feet. I removed his trousers and pulled down his plaid cotton boxers. A nice thick cock of decent length bobbed in front of my face. The well-defined head was smeared with his pre-cum. I was tempted to lick the tip so I opened my mouth to allow my tongue to taste his secretion but he stopped me.
"Not yet, remove my clothes; are you deaf?" He said angrily. Not wanting to disappoint him I stood and still looking into his eyes removed his suit coat, shirt, and undershirt. He was now standing before me completely nude. He had a fairly nice body with a bit of a belly and just the beginning of a spare tire around his waist. His legs and chest were blessed with wiry black hair but his entire crotch was shaved clean.
"That is a really sexy look Michael." I said pleasantly as I now scanned his body openly.
Michael sat back on the edge of the bed and told me to get down on my knees and crawl over to him. His cock was lying flaccid between his open thighs and I noticed that his shaved ball sack was wrinkled and hung down as well. I crawled over to him and he ordered me to begin licking his balls. They smelled clean and I began to kiss and lick his entire scrotum paying close attention to his balls. I took them into my mouth and gently bathed them with my tongue. He moaned. I then began to kiss and lick his cock that was no longer slumbering. It had begun to lengthen and stiffen from my actions.
"Now my feet; get down there and begin kissing and licking my feet." He commanded and I moved my face down towards his feet praying that they were as clean and odor free as his cock and balls had been. They were.
I began by kissing the tops of his feet and next he had me kiss his toes. Then he had me lick between each toe of both feet. It was an odd feeling to be licking and cleaning a stranger's feet with my tongue and mouth. This progressed to me sucking each of his toes into my mouth and slobbering on each of them. Soon he had me giving his big toe a blowjob that he referred to as a toe-job.
Moving on to his other foot I repeated my blowjob action and he appears to like that as well. Then he stuck the big toe from both of his feet into my mouth and stretched and pulled my lips at the corner of my mouth with them. It felt so weird. He pulled harder and it began to feel uncomfortable.
"Suck those toes whore." He demanded and I attempted to suck on both of them at the same time. He then attempted to put the entire top of his right foot into my mouth. It fit but just barely.
Things were still within my comfort zone and I complied with all of his requests. I looked his feet over completely as I bathed them with my mouth. He must be a practitioner of regular pedicure treatments as his toenails were cut and filed perfectly and his feet overall had no unsightly calluses or bumps. He could have been a male foot model.
Things then took a weird turn and I knew at that point I was into a true fetish scene. He ordered me to heavily lubricate his right foot especially his toes with this very slippery silicone lubricating jelly from a tube that he provided. I worked his feet over for 10 full minutes until he was satisfied that they were greasy enough. Then the weirdness began in earnest.
"Lay right there on your back bitch and spread those skinny legs of yours open as wide as you can while pulling them up towards you." He said with a particularly nasty tone. I complied and opened my pussy up wide for him.
"Now take some more of the lubricant and grease up that nasty slut cunt of yours." He ordered and I began greasing up my already naturally lubricated pussy. When he was sure that I had greased myself to his satisfaction he pushed his greasy foot into my crotch.
"Put my toes into your fuck hole. Yes, all five of them." He commanded and I took his offered foot and began to slide his lower digits into my widely splayed vaginal opening. He pushed it into my pussy as he pulled his toes into a narrow-compressed way.
"I can't; your foot is too big baby." I said trying to get him to ease up on me but this only caused him to shout at me as he forced more of his foot into my pussy.
"Fuck it, fuck my foot!" He shouted and all five of his toes slipped into me. It hurt badly as they stretched my poor pussy in an unnatural way. I moaned as I felt tears spring to my eyes. This caused him to jam his foot into me harder and with searing pain my poor battered vagina opened up and engulfed the entire top of his foot. This caused him to smile.
"Damn that hurts." I said through my tears. This seemed to spur his abuse on and he pushed his foot into me further.
"Fuck it, fuck it you sleazy whore." He said with glee as he forced me up on my knees and had me ride his foot. I hate to admit this but I felt myself becoming more and more sexually stimulated as I rode his foot towards an orgasm. I looked up at him and his cock was now completely engorged and he was stroking it furiously. I groaned as I watched this lewd act.
Finally, with a shudder I came on his deeply implanted foot and this triggered his orgasm and he began spewing cum into the air and all over his stomach. He slumped back onto the bed as I slumped forward on his foot exhausted from my efforts and my own release. His foot slipped out of me as I fell face first onto the carpeted floor. We laid there in sexual bliss for several minutes before he finally stirred.
"Liked that didn't you whore?" He said excitedly as he saw me in my prone position on the floor. I didn't feel his comment deserved a response so I pretended not to hear it. This appeared to anger him as he jumped from the bed and landed on the floor beside me. His fingers wound into my hair and he lifted my head up by it so that he could look into my eyes. His eyes resembled those of a madman; bloodshot but wide open and unblinking.
"I asked if you liked that?" He said loudly into my face while continuing to glare at me.
"Yes-yes sir, I liked it." I replied as I attempted to straighten myself up.
"I knew you would. Now clean my feet. Go get a wash cloth." He ordered loudly.
I washed the lubricant from both of his feet and then he made me lick them entirely from top to bottom. It was a humiliating experience. He was again erect but this time instead of stroking himself to release he had me grease up my own feet and masturbate him with them. He came after fifteen minutes of stroking and massaging his cock and balls with my feet and toes; covering them with his warm white slime. Again, I was ordered to bathe his feet and then clean them with my tongue afterwards. He did not become aroused again however and with a $200 cash tip in his hand he promised to ask for me again. I dressed both of us and then gathering up my tip and my purse I exited his room feeling nasty and unsettled. That feeling was soon replaced with fear and anxiety as I made my way back through the lobby and out to my car dreading the thought of being seen by someone I knew. Thankfully I wasn't.
I was thinking that it would be nice to just go home and shower off the nasty feeling I had from the foot-fetish date when my escort phone rang. I looked at the screen and saw that I had two missed calls. I answered the ringing cell.
"Hi this is Krystal." I said into the burner phone wondering what this was about.
"Hi Krystal this is Rayleen from the service. Can you talk?" She asked with a pleasant voice.
"Oh, hi Rayleen. Yes, I can talk; what's up?" I asked while buckling myself in and starting my car.
"Krystal, how was your date?" She asked.
"Fine, a little weird for my tastes but fine." I answered honestly.
"Good, good." She said. "I have another date for you right now."
"Another date? Right now?" I parroted back to her feeling overwhelmed.
"Yes, a high-roller. At the Holiday Inn Express on the Northside." She replied.
"Okay, sure, I can do that, when?" I asked as I opened up my purse.
"Right now, in fact you're late." She said. She then gave me the details and the number to call. I looked at myself in the car's mirror and noticed that I had done a pretty good job with my makeup and hair in the hotel bathroom right before I left. I gave myself a fake smile in the mirror. I dialed the number that Rayleen had given me. I was thinking that two dates on a Wednesday evening was pretty good as I might not have to work Sunday if I met my $3500 weekly quota. The cell finally connected and I heard the ring.
"Hello." I heard a masculine voice through the small device.
"Yes, this is Krystal is this Davide?" I asked with my friendly telephone voice.
"Yes." He replied hesitantly.
"Yes, this is Krystal from the Escort service; you called for me." I said.
"Ah yes, Krystal. How are you?" He asked.
"I am doing well thanks." I replied. "How are you?"
"I am doing well also. When can you be here?" He asked forcefully.
"Um...I am across town so about 30 minutes." I replied.
"Okay, Holiday Inn Express, Room 541." He said curtly and then he abruptly hung up.
Traffic was light at that hour and I was able to make it to the hotel in 20 minutes. The drive had improved my attitude as I went from feeling humiliated, dirty, and creeped out to feeling excited and a little anxious about my next date. Hopefully this one would be a straight suck and fuck I thought to myself as I drove into the parking lot and parked in an empty space.
I rode the elevator up to the fifth floor and went down the hall to room 541; it was at the very end of the hall. I stood before the tiny peephole and knocked on the door. I rapped loudly and more firmly than I had wanted to and the sound startled me. First, the peephole went dark as someone examined me from inside and then, within a few seconds, the door swung open. I was greeted by a smiling dark-skinned man with dark black hair who I assumed to be Middle Eastern from his features. He ushered me quickly inside and shut and double bolted the door. He then turned to face me.
"Hi I am Krystal." I said as I held out my hand to shake his.
"Ah Krystal." He said ignoring my hand. "Davide."
He led me into the room and I noticed that the duvet cover had been pulled back exposing the gold colored blanket and the top of the stark white bedsheet. He sat down on the bed and motioned for me to stand before him. I set my purse down on the desk that was off to the side and stood before Davide giving him my sexiest smile.
"Well? Get naked girl." He ordered and I had a strange feeling about this date even though the service vetted every one of their clients for us ahead of time.
I quickly stripped off my clothing without a bit of seduction; piling them on top of the desk as I did so. Davide nodded as I did this and I was soon standing naked before him. I felt somewhat shy and embarrassed like this but I did keep eye contact as I had been taught by Steve.
"Very nice Krystal. Now on your knees and take out my cock." He commanded and I slowly sunk to my knees and began to unfasten and remove his pants. While I was doing that, he removed his own shirt revealing a dark brown chest with sporadic sprouts of hair. He had a bit of a potbelly but nothing too large or grotesque.
Davide's cock was limp and uncircumcised and this surprised me at first as I was used to men with cut penises. I grasped his soft member with my hand and gave the head a tentative lick. His skin was soft and relatively tasteless. I open my mouth and took his entire member inside of it. I began to suck on Davide's cock and I felt it start to grow from my actions. He placed his hands on my head as I began to move my mouth up and down on his now erect cock.
"Kiss my asshole bitch." He ordered as he pulled his legs back exposing his wrinkled anal passage to me. I shivered inside as I peered at it. It appeared hairless and clean. I stuck my tongue out and just touched the tip of it to the dark-skinned area between his scrotum and his anus. He moaned.
"I said kiss my asshole you stupid whore; use your lips." He shouted at me.
For some reason this felt more personal, more intimate, to kiss a man's anal pore with my lips as I would my lover's mouth. I pursed my lips and gently kissed his wrinkled brown hole. He moaned so I did it again. He must have approved as the verbal abuse stopped and the room was filled with his sounds of pleasure every time that I kissed his anus.
"That's nice. Now use your tongue and French kiss it. Slip your tongue inside me." He ordered and swallowing back the bile that rose in my throat I hesitantly complied.
"Oh yeah, that's it. Use your mouth to make love to my ass." He said through his sighs and moans. Giving up my pride I ate out Davide's ass. The taste was earthy and musky and several times I had to choke back my sobs and hold back my tears. I felt so dirty and nasty about the obscene act I was performing on a complete stranger; for money.
After a while Davide's sphincter seemed to relax and it opened up to allow me deeper and deeper access to his rectum. This appeared to arouse him as his cock was now fully erect and he told me to reach over and stroke him.
"Keep kissing my hole like that. Now fuck me with your tongue." He said as I performed both acts at once. I cringed at his words and prayed that he would come soon.
I continue to lick, suck, and tongue his asshole while stroking his precum leaking cock, He appeared to be coming closer to an orgasm when he ordered me to stop and lay down on top of the bed on my stomach. I wondered if he was going to reciprocate and lick my ass but that was not his intention at all.
Davide climbed up on the bed behind me and pulled me up into a doggy position. I turned to look back at him over my shoulder and inadvertently wiggled my ass invitingly at him. He then roughly forced my head and shoulder downward onto the mattress. I felt one of his fingers probing at my pussy until he found my vaginal opening. He pushed the digit roughly into me causing me to wince. His finger slipped around inside my well lubricated and loose pussy. I heard him muttering to himself about that will never do.
He slid his finger from my opening and then began to search for my anal pore. Davide's finger slid around my crinkly opening a few times before he located the tightly clenched hole. He pushed against it and I felt myself reflexively bearing down against the intruding digit. The finger entered me up to the first knuckle. He turned and twisted it which caused some discomfort to my anus.
"Do you have any lubricating jelly?" Davide asked as he removed his finger from me.
"Yes, it's in my purse; let me get it." I replied lifting my upper body from the mattress surface.
"No!" He shouted as he jumped off from the bed and walked over to the dresser where I had set down my purse. To my chagrin he opened it and began rummaging around inside of it. With a sound of joy, he returned to the bed and I knew that he had located the KY.
Davide use a good-sized dollop of KY gel to lubricate his fingers and my anal opening. He pushed one, then two, and finally three of his thick and stubby fingers into my ass. He then twisted them around inside of me to lube me up and to stretch my tight hole. It felt uncomfortable at first but I adapted to his actions and soon he was finger fucking my ass. It felt fairly pleasant but nothing like what Steve had done to me in the past and I knew from that experience that I would not be orgasming this time.
When Davide was satisfied that I was ready he removed his fingers and replaced them with his cock. He took his time and within a few minutes he had stuffed his entire manhood into my ass; I felt full. Davide then proceeded to fuck my ass with his condom-clad cock. He actually stood above my kneeling form with his legs spread above me. He was able to establish a solid rhythm of deep strokes into my ass. He grabbed a hand-full of my hair from the back of my head and using it as a rein proceeded to literally ride me hard while pounding his cock into my ass. He seemed to be experienced in this type of coupling as he stroked in and out of me deeply while moaning and grunting pleasantly.
Knowing that I needed to encourage his orgasm if I wanted this to end quickly, I began softly moaning in time with his stroking. Every time Davide would bottom-out inside me I would give out a little moaning sound. He appeared to like this as he started pumping me with increased urgency. I was beginning to enjoy the ass-fucking that I was receiving and I felt myself pushing back against him when he would push deeper inside my rectum. This spurred on his excitement and I felt the head of his cock swelling up in my sensitive orifice.
"Ah fuck!" Davide shouted as I felt him shooting his load into the latex sheath inside of me.
"Yeah baby, cum for me." I replied with a moan and he grasped my hips harder and pounded his orgasm into furiously. Davide slumped onto my back as his orgasm overwhelmed him. I collapsed face first onto the bed due to his weight. We laid together on the bed for several minutes until his breathing returned to normal and his shrinking member slipped from my ass.



Then it was a matter of removing the used and soiled condom from my battered and gaping anal pore, disposing of it wrapped in tissues into the waste basket and cleaning his slumbering manhood. I gently and carefully cleaned up the remnants of his ejaculation from his soft and sticky cock with a warm and wet washcloth, kissed the head of it and began dressing. He avoided eye-contact as he watched me dressing.
I told him that I enjoyed our sex and he mumbled something in reply. Finally, I realized that there would be no tip this time and saying good night exited the room. I made my way back out of the hotel avoiding any interaction with any other guests or hotel staff.
Once I was safely back inside my locked car, I was able to take stock of myself. I felt absolutely degraded and ashamed of myself. I had a nasty taste in my mouth from licking and sucking a stranger's ass and this added to my shame. Tears welled up in my eyes and began rolling down my cheeks. I hung my head and sobbed. I cried for my loss of innocence. I cried for my loss of control of my life and finally I cried for how low I had sunk.
Fifteen minutes later I had cried myself out and felt the need to return to normalcy. So, I drove home and straight into the garage. I needed to be held and I needed a drink.
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Where Do We Go From Here? Ch. 12.
You often hear that women who are escorts or prostitutes hate men or are lesbians. If you knew what bizarre, kinky, demeaning and dehumanizing things that men inflicted on them you would certainly understand why that could be true. It is as if all the nasty and weird behavior that they could dream-up, or view on the web, they wanted to pay for and act out.
It would appear that money gave men permission to turn women into their own personal playthings that were simply objects for their own pleasure. They were not really people and it did not matter what you did to them because you paid for it. My own sweet Jan was beginning to feel this way as well and it was starting to scare me.
No matter what you may believe, escorting and especially fetish escorting, is far from glamourous, easy, and certainly not often fun for the woman involved. For some reason people believe that fetish means leather and whips and that is far from the truth, much of the time. It is often more of a head game.
Not all of Jan's dates were horrible and demeaning for her in fact some of them were actually enjoyable. In particular were the dates known as the weekend girlfriend experience. Jan had not had any real adventures as an escort being someone's girlfriend but she was excited and looking forward to it. The day before her first weekend date, she took the day off from work and had a full-spa makeover day using the money she had earned from tips on previous dates. She had her long beautiful hair done in a soft perm to give it some body. She had a mani-pedi as well as a full-Brazilian wax as she wanted to look as fresh and girlfriend-like as possible.
She arrived home from the day-spa about the same time I was coming home from work so we decided to just have a date night for the two of us. It actually worked out for us as the service and Steve both knew that she was going on a weekend girlfriend experience date and would be earning more than a full week's amount of money. We had dinner, drinks, and a pleasant conversation and I believe it helped ground and bond her and I again. It was a fun and pleasant evening and we both realized how much we had missed that aspect of our relationship with her and I both working full-time jobs and her escorting 5 nights a week.
Jan returned early Sunday evening and was in a light and happy which was a stark change from her usual demeanor after an appointment. She appeared to have spent the weekend in the sun as her skin tone was darker and the little tiny freckles on the bridge of her nose were a bit more apparent. Jan was dressed in a pair of white shorts that looked great against her long-tanned legs. She also wore a blush-colored embroidered floral blouse with rose-colored sequins. It had a strap over one shoulder and three spaghetti straps on the other shoulder that bared both shoulders but was form fitting across her breasts and torso. It was very pretty and flirty. On her feet she wore a pair of matching almost 5-inch-tall high heels. A pair of delicate 3.5-inch chandelier earrings adorned her ears. She looked desirable and classy.
She came into the house and smiling and relaxed and rushed over to me and gave me a warm and loving kiss. It lingered. I was tempted to grab and hold her luscious ass but restrained myself as I wanted to ascertain her feelings before I just groped her. She smelled as fresh and lovely as she looked and my heart melted as I held her in my arms.
"Gosh you look great!" I said as I held her back so that I could look into her dark and beautiful eyes. She wore long and sweeping artificial eyelashes and that look on her always surprised me as she had never worn them before she met Steve and began escorting.
"Thank you, sweetie." She said with a radiant smile. "So, do you."
"I missed you so." I said as I continued to take in the sight of this beautiful woman in my arms. "How was your date?"
"It was really fun...for the most part." She said lightly. "Want to go up to bed and hear all about it?"
"Yes!" I shouted enthusiastically as we both dashed upstairs to our bedroom laughing and playfully tickling each other.
As I followed her sexy swaying ass in the tight shorts I marveled at her attitude. If this was how she looked and felt after escorting then she could keep doing this weekend girlfriend experience for ever. I wished that this was how all of her dates went. Jan jumped on top of the still made-up bed and we rolled and tumbled atop each other kissing and hugging. Finally, she began to tell me the story of her weekend date.
"Sean and I agreed to meetup at a cozy little bistro over on the West Side in one of those renovated neighborhoods. It was place called Tilly's and had indoor and outdoor seating. There were a few tables available outside under large and colorful umbrellas and he was sitting alone under one of them looking at his I-Phone. As I approached, he got up and giving me a big smile extended his hand. I took it and then reached over and gave him a friendly hug. He had a fantastic smile and is a great looking guy. He is tall and handsome, with a full head of blond and well-kept hair. He is clean shaven and has a fit and trim body. He would be a fine catch for any girl.
"We sat and talked and got to know each other over a bottle of Chardonnay and a chicken Caesar salad. They were yummy. He explained that he was busy and often worked long and late and did not have time for a real relationship; that his new boss was coming up to Saugatuck from Chicago in his large boat that he called a yacht. He expected Sean and his significant other, as his boss called Sean's girlfriend, to meet him at the Marina, where he was docking for the weekend, so he could get to know them both. His boss Daniel believed that it was truly the best way to get to know his employees and their spouses. I was to play the role of the significant other and girlfriend.
I told Sean that I had a few ideas about how we could do a good job at deceiving his boss who had never met Sean before but believed that only men with women could be solid employees. I told him we needed to take some pictures of each other, and many selfies together, on our phones so that if he asked, we could show him us being together. Sean liked the idea and we began right then at the bistro taking pictures of us laughing, hugging, kissing, and mugging for the camera. I also suggested that we change clothes a few times so as to give the impression that we had not staged the pics. Sean agreed and totally liked the idea.
After lunch, we drove to his house, with me following his new looking, blue Beemer with my Subaru Forester. We arrived at his townhouse and he helped me carry my suitcase inside while I carried my little carryon case. His townhouse was in a recently built complex and he owned it and had had it professional decorated. It was impressive. We moved my things into his bedroom which contained a large king-sized bed, a dresser, an armoire, and two bedside nightstands all matching each other. It appeared masculine and solid.
Sean then gave me a tour of his townhouse. It had three levels and all three were tastefully decorated and he finally admitted that he had the saleswoman at the furniture store decorate his entire place. She had done a great job with it. Sean appeared to be a truly nice guy but he seemed shy and unsure of himself and often wanted me to take the lead in our sexual activities.
"Ah Sean, I was wondering if you might want to have a taste of your girlfriend just to see if we are compatible?" I asked innocently while biting my bottom lip coquettishly and give him my best come-hither look.
"Can we?" He asked as he gave me a wide-eyed look. His expression was so sweet that I grinned at him and reached for his hand. I led him back upstairs to his bedroom.
"No baby it is not can we, it should be let's." I directed as I pulled him to me for a kiss.
Sean and I kissed and held each other as the passion between us built. If I was not married this is the kind of guy I would have dated; he was so much like Justin. He fondled my breasts though my top and it felt nice and caring.
"Oh! Sean that feels so nice." I told him as I lifted my top over my head so as not to wrinkle it. I stood before him in my white satin strapless bra. He looked so adorable at that point.
We tumbled on to the bed as we took each other's clothing off between kisses. Sean was a great kisser and I have to admit that he was warming me up. Soon we were naked and he could not stop sucking and playing with my nipples; he loved my breasts. I got up on my knees and scooted between his legs and went down on him. He seemed to enjoy my actions as his eyes rolled back in his head and he kept moaning mt name. Finally, I took the lead, rolled a condom on to his nice and thick 6-inch erection, and sat down on it with my very wet pussy. I needed no lube for that bad boy.
Sean made up for his shyness with his prowess in bed and he soon had me on my knees as he fucked me from behind. I was on my third orgasm when I felt his cock spasm and grow within me. With a deep manly groan, he shot off his load in me within the latex sheath. It felt heavenly and afterwards we cuddled and kissed like lovers. Soon he drifted off to sleep and I dozed off myself.
We both awoke at a little after 3 and I suggested that we take a shower together. He of course heartily agreed. The bathroom had a large glass walled shower that easily fit the two of us. It even had two shower heads with separate controls. It was heavenly.
"Hey sweetie." I said gently. "You are a great lover." I then leaned up and we kissed and caressed each other in the shower.
"You are so easy to love." He replied as he offered to wash my back. I of course agreed.
"You know Sean we need some more pictures of us for your boss, I mean if he gets curious, right?" I said as we both agreed that we need to get going and though we both wanted to do it, there was no time for additional sex right then.
We both dried off and while I reapplied my makeup he sat and watched me in the mirror. He sat on the toilet clad in a waist high towel while I stood before the mirror nude. I think he liked that look as his towel sported a large tent.
After I was ready, we took some pictures of each other in the bathroom, nude, partially clad, and dressed. It was fun and we laughed and teased each other the entire time. After we were both put together and looked like a typical trendy couple, we packed a few clothes into one suitcase and prepared to leave.
"So, tell me about your boss." I said as I put the finishing touches to myself by spritzing with a light floral scent that I really like.
"His names Daniel Bergin. He just came on board a few months ago and is now the managing partner for this entire region." He said as he picked up our suitcase and began walking out of the room.
"Okay." I said pleasantly. What's he like?"
"Don't really know Krystal as I have never met him. This is our first meet and greet." He replied as we made our way down the stairs and towards the garage. Sean had me park my car in his garage and we loaded our things into his BMW. It was plush.
"Have you ever talked to him? What is he expecting of us?" I asked trying to understand my role for this weekend better so that I could play the perfect girlfriend.
"I have talked with him several times. Rough, direct and no nonsense." He replied as we got into the car and prepared to leave.
"And?" I asked while putting on my seatbelt and adjusting my seat.
"He believes that all of his employees should be married, attached, or in a relationship as that promotes stability in the ranks; his words not mine." He explained as we pulled out of his driveway and began our 1-hour journey to the lake shore.
"That is where I come in, right?" I replied as I looked at his face while he drove.
"Exactly. You are my girlfriend. We have been dating just a few months. Still exploring and getting to know each other better." He said as he drove.
"Got it. How did we meet?" I asked still trying to find things out about us.
"We met through some friends while at a bar-b-que." He replied.
"Okay. Have we met each other's family yet?" I asked.
"Not quite to that stage yet but close, really close." He replied. "My turn?"
"Yeah, sure." I replied off-handedly as I reached over and took his hand. Hey I was his girlfriend, right.
"Krystal, you seem like a really nice woman, and you are so sweet, so beautiful, so intelligent and so sexy. Why are you doing this?" He asked turning serious on me.
"Doing what exactly? Dating you?" I asked teasingly while squeezing his hand.
"No, you know...ah escorting?" He said uncomfortably. I sat and looked at him for a minute.
"Whew! Hm...tough question...difficult answer. Let's just say I have no choice and I like being with sexy and handsome men like you." I replied trying to not reveal too much about my situation or self.
"Like me? How many men like me have you been with? Don't answer." He said with a grin.
"It's okay. You are my very first date like this." I said and gave him my sweetest smile. "I really think you are a nice guy."
"Really? Wow! Why aren't you married? I mean really?" He asked as he continued to hold my hand as he drove.
"Honestly? How many men want to be married to an escort? Hmm?" I asked staying with my story of not giving my real situation away.
"I would love to be married to you but you would have to quit escorting." He replied as he looked over at me.
"You are just so damn adorable but therein lies the rub." I replied.
"I guess so. So, what's your education? Is this your only job?" He asked changing the subject awkwardly.
"I have a BS in information technology. A Master's in data mining and dissemination and a couple of certificates in cyber and info-security. No, it's not my only job." I replied.
"Whoa! You are educated but still you are escorting?" He asked somewhat surprised.
"Hey Sean, don't judge me. You don't know my situation. You're not in my shoes." I said curtly. I released his hand and he took his eyes off the road and looked at me.
"I am sorry Krystal. I didn't mean to judge you it's just that you are so sweet and gorgeous. I'm sorry." He said with a somber look.
"It's okay; besides men like you need dates, right? Hey how about you? What's your education? What's your story?" I asked as I took his hand again and dropped back into my role as his girlfriend.
Sean then took a lot of the trip telling me about himself, his family, and his job that he really liked. He had me laughing and smiling the entire rest of the trip as he regaled me with stories from his past. All too soon we had to leave the expressway and find the marina where we were to meet Daniel and his yacht.
The plan was that the three of us would meet at his boat. Have a drink or two. Go to dinner and then spend the night on his boat. The weather, warm, sunny, and cloudless was expected to remain this way all weekend, so we would be taking the boat out on Saturday and returning to the marina on Sunday sometime. It sounded like a great weekend plan.
In all of my time living in Michigan I have been to the lake shore many times but I have never been to a marina. This one was on Lake Macatawa and was called Bay Yacht Club. We drove up to the gated entrance and Sean gave our name to the uniformed guard who, after checking his computer, allowed us to enter. We were directed to park our vehicle in a paved visitor's lot and how to locate the slip where Daniel's boat was berthed. Just before we got out of the car, I placed my hand directly on Sean's and looked into his gorgeous blue eyes.
"Sean from this point on I am your girlfriend Krystal. We have been together 3 months almost. I will not break character and neither should you at any time this weekend. You can kiss me, hug me, pinch me, pat me, whatever you would do with your girlfriend. Also remember this for when we are alone as well; I will do anything with you sexually that your heart desires, A-N-Y-T-H-I-N-G!" I said softly but firmly.
"Got it Krystal, now kiss me." He said and we had a long French kiss that frankly left me breathless.
We strolled down the floating pier that led to the slip with Daniel's boat while holding hands and having fun. We found the correct slip number and there tied up was a huge Blue and white colored Well Craft boat. It looked absolutely huge and appeared to be new as it was all clean and shiny. A tall and handsome man of about 50 years of age, dressed in navy blue shorts with a white polo shirt, was polishing the chrome railing. He stopped and walked over to the edge of the deck as we approached.
"Sean?" He called as we stopped and stared at the lovely boat.
"Daniel?" Sean replied and Daniel walked down the deck and then leapt onto the pier. The two men shook hands in a friendly manner and exchanged greetings.
"Daniel this is my girlfriend Krystal, Krystal this is Daniel Bergin, my new boss." He said with a smile.
Daniel approached me and looked me directly in my eyes as he shook my hand. I had learned long ago not to give wimpy handshakes and mine was a firm one. His smile was disarming and he was so friendly I felt like we had met and known each other for a while.
"Oh, excuse my manners, welcome aboard Krystal, and you too Sean." He said as he helped me over the side onto to the teak deck of the boat. I was in awe of the luxury accommodations of the lovely yacht.
Daniel then gave us a tour of his new baby, as he called her, she was called Daniel's Quest and he made it clear to us that it was a she. He showed us to our cabin that contained a queen-sized berth, and built-in drawers and a closet for our clothing and stuff, he explained that there was only one "head" on the Quest and the three of us would need to share it.
After we stowed our gear, the three of made our way to the aft deck of the boat where we were able sit out of the sun as the deck was covered by a sunshade. Daniel took drink orders and suggested that we try his specialty of the boat, a sea breeze of course. He handed me my drink first and then gave one to Sean. Sean and I sat side by side and we held hands and stared into each other's eyes at frequent intervals.
The conversation was light and friendly as the three of us got to know each other better. Daniel was definitely the alpha here and seemed to dominate the conversations though he was not unpleasant or rude about it. We had one cocktail and then Daniel asked Sean to do him a favor. He needed Sean to drive his car down the road from the marina to get a few supplies for our weekend on the water. He had called in an order and rather than have them delivered he wanted Sean to get them. I offered to go with him but Daniel said I should stay and talk with him as he enjoyed the company of a beautiful woman.
"Krystal you are a beautiful young woman." He said as we sat sipping our second cocktail.
"Oh Daniel, you are sweet." I said with a flirty smile.
"So, you two have been dating for a couple of months?' He said it like a question.
"Almost three next week." I replied as I looked around at the incredible workmanship of the boat.
"So, are you two exclusive yet?" He asked in a nonchalant manner and he gave me a wink.
"No, not yet, almost. What makes you ask that Daniel?" I said trying to put him on the defensive instead of me.
"Not yet, hmmm. Oh, I was just wondering if you would be interested in dinner sometime; just the two of us?" He said almost seductively as he continued to smile at me with his eyes.
"Oh Daniel, I am with Sean." I replied wondering if this was some kind of test and hoping that this would put an end to this conversation.
"Yes, you are this weekend but if you are not exclusive then there is always the possibility of us dating; you and I." He said almost taunting me.



"I need to use the, what did you call it, head." I said with a little laugh and got up from the seat I was occupying and made my way below to the bathroom. I was hoping to defuse things and keep Daniel off the topic until Sean returned.
I used the toilet and washed my hands. I looked at my reflection and noticed that my makeup was still looking fresh but that my lips needed a little gloss to them. I did my lips, checked my hair and opened the door of the head and walked right directly into the imposing frame of Daniel. It startled me and I almost fell but his arms went around me to hold me up and his lips went swiftly to mine. His lips were warm and inviting and maybe it was the atmosphere or maybe the drinks but I willingly kissed him back.
He attempted to slip his tongue past my lips and his arms went to my back. He hugged me tightly and I suddenly realized that this was so wrong on so many levels and I broke off the kiss. I gently but firmly pushed him away.
"Daniel, that was nice but remember, please, I am Sean's girlfriend." I said slipping back into my role. I broke from his grasp and headed up the stairs and back on deck. I could feel Daniel's eyes on my ass and I don't know why, maybe it's the whore in me, but I gave it a little extra wiggle.
The two of sat back down in the rear lounge area enjoying the wonderful summer evening. Daniel had made us both fresh drinks but this time it was something different; a vodka gimlet. He sat directly across from me and continued to gaze at me; paying particular attention to my legs. There was an uncomfortable silence between us that was finally broken by Daniel.
"You know Krystal you are a desirable and sensual young woman. Sean is extremely fortunate to have such an attractive and intelligent girlfriend." He said with a smile.
"Thank you Daniel and I am fortunate to have him as my boyfriend." I replied while returning his smile.
"You could be very good for his career, you know." He said with a raised eyebrow.
"I am sure that he is good for his own career and I have little to do with it." I replied always trying to keep things about Sean and not about me.
"Krystal, I don't believe you understand the ways of the business world as much as you think. Men like me look at all aspects of a man's life and decide how they can contribute to their growth and to the company's goals." He said seriously.
"I see, and how does that involve me Daniel? I am simply his girlfriend." I replied attempting to be as serious as he was.
"Yes, that is true but you are a part of his life and perhaps a part of his future plans. Your attitude and support of his career will be an important aspect in my decision of his future with the company." He said with just a hint of menace in his tone.
I sipped my drink and carefully pondered my current role as Sean's girlfriend. I was simply hired to be here as his girlfriend. I was not really his girlfriend but I liked him a lot. Sean is a really super nice guy and I did not want to hurt his career when in fact I had been hired to help enhance it for him.
"I believe I understand your meaning Daniel." I said choosing my words carefully. "What can I do to help?"
"Right now, you can begin by sitting your cute little ass on my lap." He said with a leer.
"But what about Sean?" I asked as I sat and pondered my next move.
"We will know when he shows up as the gate guard will text me." He said with a self-assured air.
I sat and stared at him for a full minute trying to come up with a way out of this delicate situation. What would his real girlfriend do? How do I stay in the role? My hotwife and escort emotions were taking over and I felt myself becoming damp at the thought of sitting on this alpha male's lap. Sean's entire career may lay in the balance of my decision.
I got up and walked the two steps across the deck and settled my butt onto the lap of Sean's boss. I attempted to not encourage him but immediately his muscular arms went around me and he held me tightly to his chest. His nuzzled his nose into my hair, taking in my scent.
"Now this feels nice." He said as I felt a stirring beneath my bottom. "You made the right decision Krystal, for Sean."
"I hope so." I said in response as I actually cuddled against him and wiggled my ass just a little to feel his growing erection.
Daniel held me tightly to him and I felt his hand slip down from around my back and onto my ass. He gave it a squeeze and I moved my head to look up at him. He kissed me and this time when he attempted to slip his tongue into my mouth, I opened mine to accept it. We swapped kisses while his hand on my ass slid lower and he moved it between my shorts-clad legs. It seemed to nestle right between my thighs. I felt myself becoming wet from his actions and I was not sure what to do but I opened my thighs just a bit further giving him encouragement and better access to me.
We were startled from our coupling by a tone that was coming from his phone. He pulled it from his pocket and looked at the screen. He released me and with a frown and a sigh he pushed an icon on the screen.
"He's here." He said as he gave me another deep kiss and reached over and caressed my breast through my top.
"Okay." I replied feeling relieved but a little guilty as well.
"To be continued." He said as he helped me from his lap and we made our way to get off from the boat.
"Yes Daniel." I replied and then he told me to remain on board and get myself cleaned up for dinner. He would help Sean with the supply order.
I made my way below and into the sparkling bathroom. I looked at myself in the mirror. My lips were smeared and my hair disheveled. I washed my face, reapplied my makeup and fixed my long hair. I was still feeling guilty but I rationalized that I was making out with Daniel for Sean, as part of the girlfriend experience.
After we stowed the supplies Daniel informed us that we had dinner reservations at 7:30 at the marina's restaurant. He told us that our attire should be a little dressier as it was a yacht club. So, I was glad that I had packed a new sundress that looked dressy-casual and should fit right in. We had about 30 minutes until our reserved time so Sean and I had time to change our clothing. We went into our stateroom, as Daniel called it, and began changing our clothes together; we were a couple, right? I pulled off my shorts and top leaving me in my still damp undies and Sean's eyes were glued to my body.
"Hey mister you like what you see?" I asked seductively.
"You know it." He replied and I beckoned him towards me with my finger. We embraced and began kissing and caressing each other. Soon we were both nude.
"I don't think we have time for that baby." I said and Sean groaned.
"But we do have time for this." I said as I sunk to my knees before him, took his cock in hand, and looking into his eyes I began to lick and kiss it.
Sean has a nice cock; not overly large or too thick. It is about 6 nice firm inches and fits easily into my mouth. After 5 minutes of licking, sucking, and stroking him I was rewarded with a mouthful of his sweet cum. I swallowed it all and after cleaning the few clinging remains got back up from my knees.
"Oh, Krystal that was fantastic!" He exclaimed after he had regained his senses and hugged me.
"Thank you, sweetie, there is a lot more where that came from." I said with a grin as I returned his hug and pulled on a short terry robe to go across the hallway and use the head.
I pulled the door to our suite closed and saw Daniel approaching me from his own suite; he was dressed in a pair of boxers. He nodded to me and as I opened the door to the bathroom, he came up behind me and palmed my ass with both hands. His face went to my neck and he kissed me behind the ear causing goosebumps to break out on my body from the sensation.
"That's nice, real nice." He whispered as he continued to gently massage my bare buns beneath my robe.
"Daniel, what are you doing? Stop it, stop it now!" I hissed as I attempted to pull away from him.
"You know just what I'm doing Krystal and I think you want it too." He said seductively into my ear. He then kissed the side of my face and slid his hand between my bare buns and caressed my pussy from behind. I'm sure he could feel the wetness from my earlier arousal. His touch was electric but I had to stay in my role and I broke free and closed the bathroom door and latched it.
The three of us entered the restaurant together with Daniel leading the way like a true alpha. He had reserved a table near the large glass wall that overlooked the marina and the bay, which gave us a spectacular view of it. We were seated so that I was between the two men. I felt quite proud and almost on display sitting at such a prominent table with two gorgeous men. I could not stop myself from smiling happily.
Daniel, it turns out, had a vast knowledge of wine and wine pairings and he kept us supplied with bottle after bottle of different selections through the meal. The chef was a true gourmet and the food was exquisite. We began with oysters Rockefeller, two apiece and then a course of soup or salad. Not wanting to overeat I stayed with the salad as did Daniel and Sean. The evening's fish selection was pan-seared Walleye with Parmesan risotto accompanied with steamed asparagus. There was a light lemon sauce with capers on the Walleye. It was yummy.
During the meal Daniel laid his hand on the bare skin of my thigh, right at the hem of my dress, which was hidden by the stark white tablecloth. He slowly traced circles on my skin giving me slight chills of excitement. He was such a bad man but my poor "boyfriend" Sean had no idea what was going on as he was too wrapped up in Daniels stories and tales of his worldwide travels. I on the other hand could barely stand the stress of trying to play the dutiful girlfriend and at the same time be somewhat accommodating to Sean's boss.
At about the midpoint of the meal Sean got up to use the restroom and Daniel slipped his hand further up my leg almost to my pussy. He looked me in the eye as he did this and the excitement caused me to part my lips as I felt myself beginning to pant. When I did not resist his advances but also did not part my legs further for him, he continued his exploration until his fingers grazed my pussy through my damp thong.
"When Sean returns, I want you to be a good girl and go to the lady's room and remove both your bra and panties for me. Then when you return, slip your undies discretely into my hand under the table." Daniel said as he leaned over and spoke with me quietly. I immediately looked back at him.
"I can't Daniel, I am Sean's girlfriend." I said as quietly but emphatically as I could without making a scene.
"You can and you will. Here he comes now, go." He ordered as he withdrew his hand from my inner thigh and gave the approaching Sean a wide smile.
"Sean your girlfriend is so delightful and charming. I can see why you two are together." He said as he took a drink from his wine glass.
I stood up just as Sean approached and my sundress fell back into place as I did; no one was the wiser. I gave him a quick peck on the cheek and his hand a squeeze as we passed one another. I told him I would be right back. I so wanted to go into the bathroom stall and call Justin for advice but I purposely left my phone back on the boat.
I entered the luxurious lady's lounge and located the first empty stall, went inside, and shut and locked the stall's floor to ceiling door. I sat down and after completing my business went to pull up my still noticeably damp thong. I then remembered Daniels disguised threat about Sean's job and pulled them completely off and placed them into my purse. A quick maneuver and I had my lacy matching bra off and down my arm. I tucked it underneath my panties inside my purse. I felt more like an escort than a girlfriend as I gazed at myself in the mirror; I felt sad as this was taking a bad turn.
I checked my makeup and hair and after giving myself a tiny spritz of cologne made my way out of the lounge and back into the dining room. Both of the men at my table stood as I approached and gave me welcoming smiles. As I went to sit back down Daniel held my seat out for me. When I was back seated at the table, I noticed the dinner dishes had been removed and the table reset for dessert. The chef created Bananas Foster over homemade French vanilla ice cream for the three of us at tableside. It was elegant and so sinful; kind of like me I thought as I enjoyed the ultra-caloric treat.
Sean must have a small bladder as he left the table again to use the facilities and I wondered if he was a closet smoker; he wasn't. As soon as he was out of sight Daniel looked at me and slipped his hand back under my dress. I gasped in surprise at his intrusion. He gave me a crocodile smile.
"Your panties, hun?" He said with a sly grin. I reached into my purse and feeling the satiny material pulled them out and slid them into Daniel's waiting hand. He grinned at me.
I expected Daniel to spread them out onto the tabletop to totally mortify me but he discretely pocketed them in his sport coat. I had had that done to me before and it is totally humiliating. We went back to finishing our desserts not waiting for Sean's return. When he did return, the three of us decided to forgo another drink, and instead chose to return to the yacht and sit in the rear open deck for a nightcap.
It was a wonderfully warm evening and the three of us sat and talked quietly while sipping our cocktails. The breezes off from the lake blew softly across the deck and kept us nice and cool. Daniel sat across from us sipping a scotch and water while Sean and I, holding hands, sipped scotch and sodas. They tasted a bit strong but were a welcome respite from the sweeter cocktails earlier in the day.
At 11:00 Sean suggested that we turn in as he was feeling sleepy and he knew that I was tired. Daniel bid us a good night and told us that he too would be turning in soon. We went below and after cleaning up and slipping into our sleeping attire; me in silk boxers and a long-tee and Sean in just boxers we slipped into bed. I was hoping that Sean was in the mood for some sex and I found that he was in tune to my feelings as well. Soon we were both naked in each other's arms.
Sean didn't treat me any differently than he would a real girlfriend; lots of kissing, caressing, and gentle lovemaking. He had a nice thick cock just a little above average and it reminds me so much of Justin's cock. He ate me and was surprised at how wet I was. He seemed to enjoy my taste and I reciprocated and sucked and licked his cock until he was at the brink. Sean knew my condoms only rule, after our playtime at his place, so he quickly slipped on a Trojan and entered me. We made slow and gentle love until we both came together. Yes, I did cum twice for him.
After we cleaned up, disposed of the filled used condom, and before we slipped into slumber, I decided I had better have the talk with him. It was difficult as I did not know how he would react and I did not want Daniel to overhear us. Luckily, Daniel had turned on the air-conditioning as the evening was still warm and humid aboard the yacht. I was laying atop Sean's chest and I whispered into his ear.
"Sean, we need to talk; right now." I said to him gently and quietly.
"O-k-a-y, about what?" He asked with concern in his voice.
"It's about your Daniel." I said while lightly rubbing his chest.
"What about Daniel?" He asked defensively.
"He's been coming onto me." I replied while looking into his eyes.
"Oh? Have you two been flirting." He said nonchalantly.
"Not just that; he's been touching me and..." I said holding back for a second.
"Touching you where?" He asked sounding concerned.
"My breasts, my ass, and tonight at dinner, my thighs and between my legs." I replied.
"Ah, I see and what did you say?" He asked in an almost accusatory tone.
"I told him flat out that I was your girlfriend and to stop it." I replied.
"What did he say?" He asked and I thought I felt some movement beneath the blanket.
"He threatened you and your job." I admitted.
"What?" He said almost a little too loudly.
"He told me that your future is in his hands and I need to get along to help your career."
"Oh shit!" He replied as he looked at me.
"He told me at dinner to take off my underwear for him." I admitted feeling embarrassed.
"Did you? Did you take off your underwear for him?" He then asked.
"Yes, I took them off but not for him; for you." I answered.
"Dammit, this was supposed to be about getting to know me and my girlfriend but I never thought he meant getting to know my girlfriend." He said and went suddenly quiet.
We laid there in each other's arms just breathing and holding on and I began to think that he had drifted off to sleep when he startled me as he began speaking.
"I paid you to be my girlfriend and now look what is happening. I think you had better play along with him." He said seriously.
"What? Really? You want me, your girlfriend, to fuck your boss?" I asked incredulously.
"What other option do we have? Hm...?" He asked answering my question with his own question.
"None, I guess." I replied sadly and rolled over away from him.
"Hey Krystal, don't be that way." He said as he pulled me to him for a spooning hug.
I laid there fuming and pondering for a few minutes. I was really falling into the role of being Sean's girlfriend and I liked it. It was so different; so fun. I enjoyed the excitement that comes with a new relationship. It felt like a real relationship but then, now, the mood was broken. Then it came back to me; I am just a paid escort and not a real girlfriend, it was time to pull on my big girl pants and do what I am paid to do. I listened to Sean's rhythmic breathing and realized that he had fallen asleep. I still needed to clean up from our coupling and get ready for bed before I could fall asleep. I quietly slipped out of bed and dressed only in a long tee that just covered my butt, opened the door and walked into the hallway.
"You're still awake?" Said Daniel startling me in the semi-darkness of the hallway.
"You scared me Daniel." I replied attempting to calm my breathing. He walked up to me.
"Sorry" He said flatly with no feeling. "Sean asleep?"
"Yes." I replied softly.
"Have you reconsidered my offer?" He asked with a leer.
Daniel pushed his body up against me and his hand slid under my tee and touched my bottom. His lips grazed the nape of my neck giving me chills. I turned my head to look at him and our lips touched. He pulled me into an embrace and our lips met. His tongue began to probe my open mouth. His kiss filled me with electricity and desire.
"Not out here." I said when we broke apart. He looked at me for a few heartbeats and then grabbed me around the waist and pulled me into his suite. As soon as we cleared the doorway, he shut the door and locked it. His hands slid all the way under my tee and up to my breasts that he took into his hands. We began to kiss and as our passion increased so did the urgency of our kisses. I raised my tee over my head and I was now standing nude and ready before Daniel.
He pushed on my shoulders and I knew the drill. He wanted me to get on my knees and suck his cock, as I had done for many others, many times before. I sunk slowly to my knees on the soft carpet of his bedroom. His erect manhood tented the front of his boxers. I grasped the elastic material of the waistband and tugged them down. His thick cock popped up and the soft skinned head of it struck my chin on its way to full erection. Daniel was sporting a truly impressive piece of meat.
I began planting kisses on the head and shaft of his beautiful organ and he gave out a pleasant sigh as his hands went to the top of my head. I then began licking up and down on his strikingly hard cock. He made little sounds of enjoyment as I tended to my oral duties. His hands slid to the back of my head and his finger wove their way through my dark tresses. His fingertips massaged my scalp at the same time. It was a wonderful sensation.



I opened my mouth and took the tip of his cock into my mouth for the first time. He had a very nicely defined ridge at the top of his dick. I circled it with my tongue and I felt him grip my head more firmly. I began to suck his cock as I took more of it deeper into my mouth. My mouth flooded with saliva which I allowed to drool slightly out of the corners of my mouth to further lubricate his cock. I soon had my mouth filled with his cock and it pressed against the back of my throat. I swallowed and it went further into my throat overriding the impending gagging sensation. Daniel must have liked that as he gave out another groan as his hands grasped the back of my head and he forced more of his thick cock into my throat. Soon I had his entire length fully engulfed in my throat. I made an involuntary gack-gack-gack sound as he began to fuck my throat.
My mind was cleared of all thoughts except for pleasuring the man who had his entire cock deeply wedged in my throat. I continued to swallow his cock as I bobbed my head on it and he thrust himself firmly into me. My right hand fondled his large swollen balls as my left hand went around him and squeezed and caressed his muscular ass. His butt was firm and manly in my hand. Soon I could feel the telltale signs of his impending orgasm and I increased my sucking as his thrusts became more and more insistent. His cock seemed to inflate further in my throat as he began to shoot jets of his thick cum down my throat and into my tummy. His grip relaxed and he pulled his shaft from my throat and he proceeded to flood my mouth with his creamy essence. The man must not have cum in a while as he had 5 strong shots into my mouth before his hands completely released my head and I felt his knees buckle slightly from his orgasm.
After he was finished, he slowly withdrew his still fully erect cock from my mouth and I held his nut without swallowing. I opened widely to show him his pearly load that coated my tongue, teeth, and gums. He looked down at me with a smile and I closed my mouth and swallowed. There was so much thick cum in my mouth that it took three tries to completely swallow his entire load. I then began the task of cleaning his wonderful cock of all traces of his ejaculation. Soon I had his entire length spit-shined. He grinned down at me as he helped me to my feet.
"God Krystal that was the absolute best blow-job I have ever had." He said with a growl.
"Thank you, Daniel." I replied submissively. "You have such a large manly cock."
"Bigger than Sean's?" He asked as he held me and looked into my eyes.
"Oh yes, much bigger." I said which was a half-truth but knowing men I knew that I had to say that. He gave me a big wide satisfied smile.
"Of course; you will remember my big cock in your mouth every time you suck Sean from now on." He gloated as he looked deeply into my eyes.
"Yes, Daniel and your big and tasty load of cum." I replied as I stared back at him.
"Our secret Krystal. Now off to bed before Sean finds you missing from his bed." He said with a smirk as he reached down and picked up my tee that he then handed to me. I pulled it over my head and went to leave his room.
"Our secret Daniel." I replied as I turned away from him.
"Tomorrow I want to fuck that sexy ass of yours." He said with a taunt in his tone.
I went into the head and cleaned up, making sure that I brushed my teeth to remove all traces of Daniel's cum from my mouth. I slipped into bed with Sean and we snuggled up together and I drifted off to sleep with his arms wrapped around me. It felt so good to be held by him.
Saturday morning dawned bright and sunny and the incoming rays of light awoke us both fairly early. Sean carefully turned to his side and I opened my eyes to find him gazing affectionately at me. I wondered how long he had been watching me sleep.
"Good morning baby." I said sweetly to him as I gave him a smile.
"Morning Krystal." He replied as he returned my smile. My hand was beneath the covers and as I went to pull it out, I brushed it against a warm and hard tubular object.
"Oh, morning wood Sean?" I asked with a raised eyebrow.
"Yeah." He said softly. "Want to take care of it?"
"With pleasure sweetie." I replied as crawled beneath the bedcovers and located his masculine hardness with my hand. I soon had his long cock in my mouth. Within a matter of minutes, I had Sean cumming in my mouth. He tasted nice but I could have used a morning fuck instead; my loss.
The shower on Daniel's yacht while sparkling and elegant was not large enough for two so he went in and showered first while I lounged in our bed. As soon as I heard him get into the shower Daniel slipped into our room and got into bed with me. He was immediately on top of me and as we went to kiss, he pulled back and looked at me with distaste.
"You have cum breath." He said as he turned his face away from me.
"Oops sorry." I replied with an impish grin.
"Never mind. We have time for a quickie." He said as he spread my legs and climbed between my splayed thighs. His thick manhood nudged against my slick opening.
"Ah-ah-ah, we need a condom." I said in a friendly but firm tone as I went to push his erection from my vaginal crease.
"Don't have one and I don't need one. I'm clean." He said as he began again in his attempt to enter me.
"But I do and yes you do." I said as I attempted to turn to get a condom from the nightstand beside the bed where Sean had secreted the box of Trojans.
"I'll pull out, we don't have much time. He said as he held me down from turning over and I relented and let him enter me. His large and insistent cock slid along my labia as he slipped the tip of it into my pussy. He felt huge but I was quite wet from having just given Sean a blowjob; he easily went all the way into me. His cock felt nice and his balls slapped up against me as he began to stroke into me.
Daniel is a skilled lover and he soon had me on edge as he continued to thrust and withdraw his large cock from my slippery cunt. I came and as I did, I felt him release his load into me. It felt great to feel a man's cum squirt deeply onto my silky walls as it had been so long. After I came down from my orgasm it dawned on me that Daniel had cum in me, which was totally against the rules.
"Get off you shit; you came in me." I said angrily as I heard the water shut off in the shower.
"My bad." Daniel said with a smirk as he quickly withdrew his cock from my creamy pussy. "Got to run." He said as he got out of bed and left the room quickly leaving me lying in bed with his sperm beginning to seep from my vagina.
"Well fuck me." I thought to myself angrily as I pulled myself from the bed and hurriedly tugged on a pair of cotton panties to contain the coming flood of cum.
I quickly made up the bed and grabbed up a short white terrycloth robe and put it on. I then made my way across the hall to the bathroom which was separate from the shower. As I sat on the commode fuming, I wondered who I was angrier with, myself for not insisting on a condom or Daniel for lying to me about pulling out.
Daniel and Sean got the large powerboat underway while I was still putting myself together in the head. I could tell by the angle of the yacht and the increase in engine noise that we were headed out towards the big lake. I dressed in a pair of crisp white shorts and a yellow strappy cold shoulder top. I tied up a pair of cute yellow cross-fit shoes and hurried up the stairway to the rear deck as I wanted to view our departure from the marina.
Daniel skillfully piloted the boat across the bay, through the channel and out into Lake Michigan. Sean and I held hands as we watched from the cockpit, standing behind Daniel who had everything under control. We kissed and teased each other while we viewed the changing shoreline.
After cruising for about an hour Daniel anchored the boat several hundred yards off shore and cut the engines. The water on the big lake was flat and calm and the mild morning temperatures made it a perfect day to be on the water. We had left the dock early and it was now a few minutes after nine. I was beginning to feel some hunger pangs and wondered about breakfast. Daniel, being the consummate host that he is, informed us that he was going to make a breakfast for us using the small grill that was attached to the railing at the stern of the yacht. It resembled a small stainless-steel Weber grill and included a matching lid. After he lit the grill, he provided the three of us with freshly brewed coffee and mimosas that we enjoyed while seated in the aft lounge area. The sunshade provided welcome relief from the bright morning sun.
Breakfast consisted of a scrambled egg mixture with fresh mushrooms, onions and diced ham. Warm bagels with cream cheese and fresh fruit salad completed the meal. Daniel's skills on the grill proved to excellent and we enjoyed our morning repast immensely. Sean and I cleaned up after breakfast while Daniel got the yacht underway and we headed out across the lake in the westerly direction of Wisconsin.
After 30 minutes of cruising, we were well off shore and could see no traces of land. The boats navigation radar showed few boats in our general vicinity. Daniel claimed that this was a good sign.
"Hey Krystal, you want to put your bathing suit on and lay out on the front deck?" Daniel asked after he throttled the large craft down to a gentle cruising speed.
"That sounds wonderful Daniel." I replied as I stood up and looked over the cockpit at the large area that comprised the front deck. I had to wait to go downstairs as Sean had gone down to use the head and I needed to do that myself.
"Krystal why don't you put on the tiniest and sexiest suit that you brought with you so you can get a better tan?" Daniel said with a wink and a grin.
"I am not sure you can handle that and besides what would Sean say?" I replied as I returned his smile.
"I'm sure that he and I would enjoy the view of you strutting around in your bikini; maybe topless?" He said with a leer.
"Daniel! I don't think so." I said with mock peevishness.
"How is Sean's job review going?" He said as a coded but thinly veiled warning to me.
I chose to ignore his comment even though it had an impact on me and my job this weekend. As soon as Sean came back upstairs, I went below and rinsed off in the shower slightly without wetting my hair. I checked and the Brazilian I had received was effective and I was still hairless from my shoulders to me toes with no stubble. I was feeling kind of naughty and I had packed one of the Wicked Weasel bathing suits that Steve had given me during my first time in STL. I held it in my hands and looked it over carefully pondering my next move. I put it on.
I came up on deck wearing the baby blue Daisy print WW suit with a white mesh beach cover-up; they both left little to the imagination. The top of the WW suit was of a thin, unlined, and nearly transparent material and had just enough to cover my areolas and nipples leaving the rest of my 34b breasts completely exposed. The bottom was a tiny cheeky type that was so small if barely covered my pussy and exposed most of my butt. I would definitely require lots of sunscreen.
When I returned to the deck Daniel showed me how to get to the front deck and he had already attached large sunning pads, as he called them, for me to lay-out on. He helped me spread my towels and offered to put lotion on my back for me. I was about to tell him that Sean could do that for me when Sean mentioned that he was going below to put on his bathing suit also.
"Okay Daniel, would you please rub sunscreen on my back for me." I asked coquettishly.
"With pleasure." He responded and I laid down on my tummy and lifted my ponytailed hair up from my back and neck.
Daniel began gently applying sunscreen to my neck in a manner that felt more like a massage. He undid my bathing suit ties and continued to coat my back and then skipping my butt be moved on to my legs. He paid special attention to the area of my inner thighs almost to my pussy. Then he squirted additional sunscreen in his hands and began working on my bare butt cheeks and even moved the little amount of material from the bottom of the suit right into my crack which basically exposed my entire ass to the sun. He spent a lot of his time caressing, massaging, and stroking my butt. It felt really nice and I was becoming aroused.
"I think that is enough Daniel, thanks." I replied with a slight moan of pleasure.
"Turn over." He ordered. "Let me do your front."
Without hesitation I rolled onto my back leaving my tiny bikini top laying on the towel. My bare breasts were now exposed to the sun as well. Daniel took his time massaging lotion into both of my breasts and concentrated on my areolas and nipples which now stood out proudly from my breasts. Daniel expertly squeezed and pinched them just enough to make them ache with desire. Satisfied he moved downward and did my tummy and slipped his fingers inside my tiny bikini bottoms and rubbed my moist slit.
"Daniel!" I squealed.
"Oh sorry, I did not want to miss any spots. He replied with a grin and stood up and looked me over.
"Hey you're standing in my sun." I called to him teasingly. He laughed and just before he moved on, he reached down and whispered in my ear.
"I want your sexy ass tonight Krystal." His words shot right to my core and I felt my pussy immediately become flooded with desire and additional fluids.
Sean soon joined me on the sundeck and he seemed very happy and excited to see me laying out atop the deck topless and in just my tiny bikini bottoms. I could see the beginnings of a tent arise within his swimming trunks. He leaned over and gave me a deep kiss and his hand seemed to automatically come up and caress my oily boob. I sighed with contentment while giving him a warm smile.
Daniel went back to piloting the yacht while Sean and I lay in the sun lazily talking and laughing with each other. He appeared to be enjoying himself and that made me happy. The day was perfect for being on the water, with nearly flat seas, and nothing but blue and sunny skies above. I felt the need to pee and looked over and Sean was napping quietly beside me so I silently got up and went to the aft deck. Daniel grinned when he saw my nearly naked body.
"You are looking hot Krystal; do you need a drink?" He said with an eyebrow raised leer.
"That would be great Daniel." I replied cheerfully as I walked past him on my way to go below to the head. He placed his hand on my bare ass cheek and gave it a playful squeeze. I snapped my head around and smiled at him.
I carefully made my way down into the cool shaded cabin of the yacht feeling slightly naughty for flirting with Daniel with Sean napping nearby. I used the head, washed my face and hands while giving myself a quick once-over in the mirror. I was looking hot but the hours in the sun were giving my bare breasts some color and I knew that I needed to be careful.
I opened the door expecting Daniel to be right outside of it and was not disappointed. Men are so predictable. He took me into his arms and pulled my nearly nude body tightly to him. He crushed my breasts to his thick muscular chest while seeking out my mouth with his. We kissed deeply swapping tongues while his large hands roamed down to my barely covered bottom. He stroked, caressed and squeezed my ass cheeks with passion. It felt exciting to be cheating on my date and I softly moaned into his mouth.
Daniel took this as a positive sign and slowly walked me backwards into his bedroom while still kissing and holding me. I felt my heart beating fiercely in my chest and I knew that I was wet for this dominant man. When we were both inside his cabin, he pushed the door closed with his foot as he slowly tugged my thong bottoms down over my hips and I felt them slip down my legs. His hand went between my legs and I felt his fingers gently probing my hairless pussy. It felt so wrong but so good and I reached down between us and fondled his hard erection through his bathing suit. It was Daniel's turn to moan with arousal.
His fingertip found my slippery nub and he slowly stroked it giving me chills as electricity shot through my groin. This man was an expert at digital manipulation and he slipped his finger in circles around my clit, often dipping into my flowing vaginal opening for additional lubrication. He quickly brought me to the point of orgasm and I whimpered while I leaned against his solid body.
"Oh Daniel!" I exclaimed as I felt the waves of pleasure move through me.
"Shh Krystal." He cautioned. "Sean's right overhead." I bit down on my lip to keep from crying out as Daniel brought me to a satisfying orgasm that just seemed to go on and on. His played my pussy like a maestro and I could not get enough. Finally, I felt myself relaxing and slumped backwards onto his bed. I was gasping for breath and my heart was beating out of control.
I expected Daniel to want me to return the favor, but like a true gentleman he was simply meeting my sexual desires, this time. He pulled his wet fingers from my vagina and put them first to his nose and then to my lips. I was not sure what he wanted at first and stared into his eyes.
"Taste yourself Krystal." He said seductively. "Lick your honey from my fingers."
I stuck my tongue out to lick up my own juices from his fingers but as I did, he slowly ran them around my lips, coating them and bringing my desire to a fever pitch. He pushed one, then two of them into my mouth and I sucked them as if they were small cocks, well not that small as he had thick fingers. I moaned for him as I cleaned my juices from his fingers. He gave me a smile.
"Daniel that was wonderful, thank you." I said as I tugged my bathing suit bottoms back up and into place.
"The pleasure was all mine, sugar." He replied while he helped me stand on legs which were still shaking after my release.
Daniel went back up on deck while I went back into the head to clean myself up and get back into the girlfriend mode. Sean appeared to still be sleeping and as I got back on deck and I sat down beside and gently shook him awake. He slowly opened his eyes as he came around.
"Hey baby." I said softly as I laid my hand on his shoulder and let my fingers caress his neck and jawline.
"Um, wow, I must have fallen asleep." He said with a yawn as he appeared to be attempting to clear his head. "Was I out long?"
"Not long." I replied thinking that it was not long enough.
As we were talking Daniel announced that we needed to head in, as we wanted to be back to the marina in time for dinner. He started the engines and hoisted the anchors and asked us to bring in the mats and towels from the foredeck. Soon we were underway and the boat settled into a nice plane. Sean and Daniel were at the helm and Daniel was teaching him how to pilot the large craft. I went below and got dressed back into my shorts and a clean tee. Nothing too sexy however the shorts were small and hugged the curves of my butt nicely; revealing just a hint of my cheeks from beneath. The tee revealed my flat tunny and I wore it sans bra. My nipples were definitely poking at the material enough to catch both men's eyes.
We arrived back at the yacht club and the three of us needed to clean-up before dinner. Being true gentlemen, they allowed me to go first as they knew I might take a bit longer. Daniel went to the main clubhouse and used the shower facilities there so as to allow us more hot water. Sean was all over me the second Daniel left and actually wanted to shower with me in the tiny cubicle. It just did not work. After I was out of the shower, I began putting on my makeup while Sean sat and watched me. His excitement was quite visible.
"Hey Krystal, we still have some time." Sean said with a wink.



"Yes, we do baby." I replied as I let my towel slip and I stood before Sean, nude. He eyed me up and down before pulling me into a tight embrace. His kisses were warm and longing. I could feel his erection poking me through his bathing suit. I dropped to my knees on the floor of the lounge. He sighed deeply and excitedly as I slipped down his board shorts. His hardon nearly poked me in the eye.
"Is that all for me?" I asked seductively as I kissed the tip of his cock.
"Oh Krystal." Sean moaned as he took my head in his hands, gently cradling it. I took the lovely tip of his cock into my mouth and licked it underneath with the tip of my tongue. Sean seemed to shiver as I did this. I hummed and moaned as I gave Sean a loving blowjob, holding his hairless balls in my hand as my other hand went around and caressed his sexy tight buns.
"I'm cumming Krystal." Sean groaned as I felt the head of his wonderful cock swell right before he began spewing his load of manly cream into my eager mouth. I was so excited and so aroused myself that I felt that I could have cum just by sucking his cock.
Sean shot 4 strong jets of his tasty seed into my mouth and I greedily swallowed every shot. It was a nice manly load and I savored the taste and the experience greatly. Finally, Sean released my head which he had clutched tightly to his groin as he orgasmed. I pulled back and let his slimy manhood slip from my mouth. I cleaned him up with my tongue and rose from my knees.
"Oh Sean, that was so nice, I can't wait to get this bad boy into bed." I said lustily as I gave him a sly smile.
"Krystal, you are the best." Sean sighed as I gave him a tight hug.
"That should hold you 'til bedtime tiger." I said cheerily as I turned him around and pointed him toward the shower. "I'm starved, how about you?"
"I'm starved for more of your pussy baby." He said as he went into the shower stall, pulling the door closed.
I continued applying my makeup when I heard the sounds of Daniel on deck. He came down the stairs to find me nearly nude clad in only the towel that I had tied around my hips. I gave him a sexy look as he crooked his finger at me and directed me into his bedroom.
"Damn you are hot Krystal!" He exclaimed softly but firmly as he quietly shut the door behind us. "We don't have much time."
Daniel pulled me into a tight embrace and went to kiss me. I turned my head to the side not wanting to surprise him with my cum breath. He gave me a puzzled look.
"What?" He asked sternly.
"Sorry Daniel, you don't want to kiss me right now." I said giving him a look.
"Oh, OH!" He exclaimed as he got the message. "Come to me tonight after Sean falls asleep. I want you so badly." He held me tightly as he whispered that into my ear.
"I will Daniel." I said as I hugged him tightly. "I need that big cock of yours."
The three of us decided not to go to dinner that night but instead Daniel had a take-out meal prepared at a local restaurant about 15 minutes away. We dressed casually and sipped cocktails on the aft deck until it was time to go pick up the meal. I wore a cute blue Aluna dress that was light and airy and came to almost mid-thigh. The top tied in the back and Sean had tied it for me as we dressed earlier; struggling to keep his hands off my ass and boobs the entire time. Beneath it I wore only a wispy lace thong in blue as well. Daniel and Sean were dressed in nice crisply pressed shorts and resort type shirts. Sean's was gray and black with palm trees and Daniel wore a more colorful one with parrots and tropical scenes. I was proud to be in the company of two handsome and well-dressed men.
We sat and chatted while sipping cocktails until it was time to go pick-up the food. Daniel, of course, sent Sean in his BMW to pick up the food, once again leaving me alone in the company of this strong and masculine man. Daniel wasted no time and as soon as Sean was out of sight, he put down his drink.
"Come sit on my lap Krystal." He said in his deep and manly voice. I got up and slowly walked across the deck to him. I turned and as I went to sit down, he lifted the back of my short dress, his large hands went immediately to my bare ass cheeks. I felt a shiver run through me.
As I sat down onto Daniel's lap, he made sure that my dress was bunched up enough so that my bare buns were against his shorts clad cock. I could feel his hardness beneath me. I felt so naughty, so slutty, still being in the role of Sean's girlfriend. I actually felt my face redden from excitement. I could feel the wetness of my pussy beneath my wispy thong. Daniel's hands came around me on both sides and slid around my thighs and between my legs. He could feel the heat and moisture from my arousal.
"Oh, Daniel, you are such a naughty boy." I said with a giggle and I wiggled my butt further onto his lap. Here we were alone on the aft deck of his boat, in the open air, making out, practically fucking and no one could actually see what we were doing due to the sides of the boat which partially hid us. Our heads and shoulders were visible but nothing beyond that could be seen.
"Sit up a second Krystal." Daniel told me and I raised myself up off from his lap. I could feel him fumbling around beneath me and I wondered what he was doing. Then I heard the sound of the zipper on his shorts being pulled down. Daniel's hands reached for me again and pulled me back onto his lap where I was greeted by a pleasant surprise; he had unleashed his stiff cock and as I sat down it poked between my splayed thighs.
"What have we here?" I said with a sexy laugh as I reached between my thighs and felt his warm hardness.
"Put it in." He ordered, "We have just enough time."
I raised myself up and grasped his tempting manhood using it to push my now soaked thong aside and rubbing it against my slippery pussy lips. I moaned from the sensual feelings. Daniel slowly moved his cock around until I felt him nudging at my vaginal opening. I was more than ready for his cock and I slowly lowered myself onto his magnificent tool. I could not help myself and gave out an animalistic moan. Once Daniel was nestled completely inside me, he held me tightly on his lap. He was so large he truly filled my needy pussy. I felt so slutty and wanton but oh so good.
"Just sit still Krystal." Daniel whispered into my ear as he held me all the way down on his cock. "Wouldn't this make a great scene if Sean were here? Us discretely fucking while he sits across from us thinking that you are simply sitting on my lap."
"Daniel you are so wicked" I exclaimed while reveling in the intense feelings his lovely manhood was giving me without even moving.
"More than you know Krystal." He said with a growl. "Now start fucking me."
I began raising and lowering myself onto his thick instrument of pleasure and I no longer felt like an escort. I was simply a lusty, cheating girlfriend who was fucking my boyfriend's older boss. I was intent on my own pleasure and not his and I could feel my orgasm approaching. Daniel's fingers played with my very tender and very sensitive clit; bringing me closer and closer to orgasm. The sounds of our slippery coupling were quite evident to us.
Daniel was close as I could hear his breathing quicken as he began humping upward with every downstroke of my body onto his cock. His dick felt so good that I came with a moan and shudder and this pushed him on towards his own release. Daniel's cell phone broke us from our intense pleasure; Sean was back to the marina.
"We have five minutes." Daniel remarked as his thrusts became deeper and faster. His hand slid up and he griped both of my breasts firmly as he began unloading his manly deposit deep into my pussy. I could feel the scalding heat of his cum squirting up inside me. This triggered another orgasm in me. I would have cum with a shout if the circumstances were different and I worked hard to keep my pleasure sounds within me.
The nice thing about wearing a short dress is that when you stand up it falls back into place hiding what you have been up to. I went to the side of the boat and gave Sean a big smile and a wave. I could hear Daniel fumbling with his shorts behind me.
One of the advantages of being with a wealthy man is that he can order just about anything and have it delivered right to the yacht. In this case however Sean was able to deliver it right to the boat. We dined on an Italian seafood trio; shrimp, clams, and scallops all prepared in a white wine and lemon sauce. With crusty French bread, a tossed salad, angel hair pasta, and wine, it was a true delight. This was a dream date, not just for Sean, but for me as well, as I was the object of sexual desire for two handsome men and they were plying me with great food, classy wines, and wonderful and fulfilling sex.
After a day in the sun and a scrumptious meal we were all ready for an early night. We sat in the rear lounge area enjoying the night air and an after-dinner Amoretto. The talk was light and just bordering on seductive banter when I noticed that Sean was nodding off during lulls in the conversation.
"It looks like you have better tuck your young man into bed." Daniel suggested noticing Sean's semi-conscious state. I nodded and smiled at him affectionately as I took Sean's hand and led him below.
As Sean and I made our pre-bed preparations I could hear Daniel securing the yacht for the night. I went into the head, cleaned up, and got ready for bed making sure that any crusty evidence of my prior coupling with Daniel was washed away. A quick spritz after I brushed and flossed and I was ready for bed. Sean, ever the gentleman, was already asleep atop the covers when I got into our salon. I pulled him close and attempted to interest him in some loving but he was down for the count.
My plan was to make sure that Sean was truly asleep and then make my way to Daniel's room for another tryst but it was not to be. I slowly and quietly snuck my way down the passageway to Daniel's cabin and found him to be flat on his back, snoring. I felt a sense of disappointment as well as relief as I too was feeling the effects of a day on the water in the sun. Guilt crept into my mind as well as I slipped back into the girlfriend mode and back into bed with Sean. He mumbled a few seconds as he pulled me to him. I snuggled against his chest and drifted off into a peaceful slumber assisted by the gentle rocking of the yacht in its slip.
"Hey, good morning, angel." Daniel's voice roused me from my dreams and I noticed that he was standing over me.
"Good morning Daniel." I replied as I opened my eyes and looked at his sexy form clad only in silk boxers. "Where's Sean?'
"He just got into the shower." He said gruffly. "Can I join you?"
Daniel's eyebrows raised as he leered at me lustfully. He was a fine-looking man and in other circumstances I would be attracted to him but I was still being Sean's girlfriend. I considered pulling back the covers and inviting him in beside me but then it dawned on me that we did not have much time. I sat up, turned so that my feet were over the side of the berth, and reached for Daniel's silk covered hips to pull him to me.
"I know what you need baby." I said seductively as I pulled Daniel's boxers down and his thick and manly cock popped out and almost struck me in the face.
Daniel sighed as I kissed the top of his dick. I am always amazed at the texture of the head of men's cocks; so soft against my lips. My tongue slipped out and I licked the large crown. He tasted a bit of salt with a hint of manly muskiness. I savored the flavor of him as I engulfed the entire head into my mouth. I knew that this was not going to be gentle love-making as Daniel's hands went immediately to my head and he pulled it to him as he drove his cock deeply into my mouth.
"Oh yeah! Just like that." Daniel groaned as he began fucking my mouth in earnest. Driving his cock deeply into my mouth and into the back of my throat where it attempted to slip further down. I was immediately glad that I had been trained, just a few short months ago by Steven how to deep throat without gagging.
We could hear Sean still in the shower as I sucked and allowed Daniel to truly fuck my throat. His cock had slid into my throat and he appeared to be reveling in the sensations that it gave him. I looked up and his eyes were close and he drove himself faster and deeper into my mouth. I felt the head of his dick swell in my throat and I knew he was getting close. He truly crushed my head harder to his belly as the first jets of his morning load shot down my throat. He pulled back slightly and I felt his thick cum flood my mouth. I swallowed greedily as he continued to thrust powerfully into my mouth. Daniel's cum tasted so sweet and so manly that I truly enjoyed ever last bit of it as it entered my mouth and slid down my throat. As I was sucking the last few drops out of the very tip of his dick, we heard the shower shut off.
"That was great Krystal." He said with a deep growl. He patted my head like a small pet dog as he withdrew his wet cock from my mouth and I was able to barely catch a glimpse of it before it was quickly covered up by his boxers. I moaned with desire and unsatisfied lust as I swallowed the last bits of Daniel's nut and licked my sticky lips.
"To be continued." He said as he slipped out of the room and back down the hall. I sat on the edge of the bed, feeling more like a cheating girlfriend than a weekend escort providing a girlfriend experience and I wondered why? Perhaps I had grown too attached to Sean or most likely Daniel's behavior towards me had aroused these feelings inside me. I stood up as Sean entered the room.
"Oh, you're up." He said sounding surprised. "I was just coming to wake you."
"Yes. Good morning." I said as I gave him my best smile. "What's up Sean? Why are we up so early? It's Sunday."
"I forgot to tell you but I have to be home and to the airport by 1:00." He said somberly. "I am flying to Denver for the week."
"The whole week!" I said, back to playing the role of his girlfriend. "When were you going to tell me?"
"I know, I know." He said glumly. "Daniel sprung this on me Saturday. I'm sorry"
Sean then pulled me in close to him for a tender hug. He was still warm and slightly damp from the shower. He smelled nice of body wash and aftershave. We kissed as he held me and I asked him if we had time for a quicky. He unhappily shook his head. It was then my turn for the shower. He never mentioned my cum breath.
After dressing, packing up our things, and having a cup of coffee with a toasted bagel that Daniel had ready for us, we began packing the car. Sean took a load of our belongings to the parking area while I continued to dry my long hair. Daniel slipped into the dressing space of the bathroom and right up next to me.
"Krystal, I can't get enough of you." He said with his deep voice. "You're not exclusive yet so call me when Sean leaves."
"Really Daniel?" I replied astonished by his boldness. "He's my boyfriend!"
"Really Krystal. You don't have a ring on your finger and I want you." He replied looking boldly into my eyes. "Maybe come back out to the boat for the evening?"
Our conversation was interrupted by the sound of Sean climbing back aboard and Daniel left the room to go talk with him. I could not believe the cojones on that man and I felt anger rising up that he would think that I would do that to Sean. I finished up and joined the two men on deck.
After some final instructions to Sean about the upcoming trip the three of us walked to Sean's BMW. Daniel gave me a hug and a wink before he opened my car door for me and I slid onto the leather seats. Sean and Daniel exchanged handshakes and with a final glance at the lovely yachts in the marina, we were off.
We rode along in silence for the first few miles as we attempted to deal with the end of our weekend on Daniel's yacht. We stopped at a Mackie Dee's for two breakfast meals and more coffee. I prepared Sean's burritos as he continued to drive and we made kind of a picnic out of it. We were about half-way to Sean's townhouse when the mood inside his car changed.
"I really enjoyed the weekend with you Krystal." Sean said pleasantly as he reached over and took my hand into his. "I could get used to this."
"I enjoyed it too Sean." I agreed giving him a warm smile. "It was fun."
"You know, um, Krystal. If you ever want to make it real..." Sean said and then his voice trailed off.
"Sean, don't start that please." I replied suddenly feeling cold and sad.
"I mean look, you and I get along really well. "Sean began again. "We had fun. We could go out on dates, real dates."
"Sean, you're a great guy and yes, we both had a great time. Let's not ruin it now." I said as I felt shame and sadness creep into me.
"You could get out of the business. Stop escorting. You and I could have a real relationship." He said giving me his best sales pitch. "I thought that we were feeling something."
"Sean, look, I am an escort." I said firmly but gently. "You paid me for this weekend. We both enjoyed it and this is where we part ways, right?"
"Yeah, but we don't have to." He said almost whining.
"Yes, we do. You're going to Denver and I am going to go back to my regular life." I looked over at him and his mood had definitely darkened.
"Can I see you again? For a real date?" Sean asked sincerely as he glanced over at me.
"Sure, anytime." I replied. "Just call the service and schedule me again."
"That's not what I meant." He said angrily.
"That's the only way baby." I said softly. "Want some road head?"
"No, maybe when we get to my place; if there is time." He replied. "Please Krystal."
"NO Sean." I said loudly. "I really like you but there is just no way."
"We could try." He said pleadingly as he continued to hold my hand.
We then rode in silence until we got to Sean's townhouse. I had seen this before with other clients. They have such a good time and the sex is so wonderful that they think that they have fallen in love. It's kind of sweet but men can be so dumb. I knew I needed to let him down gently but firmly.
We unpacked his car, placing my bags into my car and then we carried his into his home. Sean's mood was glum at best and I was feeling that it might be time for me to leave. He was packing his travel bag for his trip to Denver when I walked over to him and hugged him from behind. He turned and pulled me into his arms. His hands slipped down onto my ass and he gave it a nice massage.
"What time do you have to leave for the airport?" I asked in between passionate kisses.
"We have some time." He replied raising his one eyebrow. "Want to?"
"I thought that you would never ask." I said with a happy sigh as we fell back onto his bed. Hopefully this would lighten his mood and end things on a good note.
This time we did not make love; we had hot monkey sex. I don't know if it was pent-up desire or anger but Sean was fully erect before I took his shorts off, leaving him in just his shirt. He pulled my shorts down and I helped by kicking them off along with my panties. He wasted no time as he laid me on my back on his bed and began kissing me. His kisses were hot; filled with heat and desire. I was already quite wet and aroused and needed no foreplay to get ready for him.
"Krystal!" He exclaimed. "You are so hot, so sexy." I was ready to allow him to enter me, bare as a girlfriend would, when it dawned on me that no matter how real this seemed he was paying me for this.
"Let me get a condom." I replied trying not to break the mood. Sean nodded and I reached for my purse that was laying on the bed beside us. I found a Trojan and tore it open while holding the package in my teeth. Sean took it from me and unrolled the latex sheath onto his large red cock.



When it was on, I laid back down and while spreading my thighs apart pulled him to me. His lovely cock nudged my very moist and very ready slit. There was just a hint of resistance until he slipped right in. He immediately bottomed out inside my slick tunnel. Sean moaned, and I moaned, then he began fucking me in earnest.
No matter how much I tried to deny it, Sean was making love to me. He thrusted and stroked into my very horny pussy gently but firmly like a man in love. I moaned as wonderful sensation surged through my body. I came first as my orgasm overwhelmed and I shouted out his name in the throes of passion. This triggered Sean's own climax and I could feel him cumming inside the thin latex sheath, deeply buried all the way in my pussy. He spasmed atop me and I held him tightly as I felt another wave of ecstasy wash through me. I squeezed his cock with my vagina and he shivered and moaned from the sensations.
When we both caught our breaths and finally came down from our sexual high, we rolled over on our sides facing each other. We looked into each other's eyes and softly stroked and whispered to each other. My feelings were all over the place as I felt so deeply for this wonderful man.
"God Sean, that was so great." I said with excitement. "Thank you, I really needed that.
"Yes Krystal, it was the best." He said soberly but with some enthusiasm. "If only we could stay here all day."
We both knew that it was time, that we had to go, that this was the end. We rolled further apart and sat up. I stood up when Sean did and I pulled him to me for another hug, and another kiss. It was so raw and so tender that we just reveled in each other's arm for just a few more minutes. Sean broke the kiss and mumbled something as he went into the bathroom and closed the door.
We both cleaned-up and dressed back into the clothing we had worn home from the lake. Sean decided to travel dressed casually as he had a 3-hour flight. I reapplied my makeup quickly and was running a brush through my slightly tangled hair when Sean came up behind me and held me.
"I have to get going." He said flatly.
"Want me to drive you?" I asked cheerfully. "It's no problem."
"Would you?" He asked in reply. Sean turned me around to face him.
"Hey, it's what a girlfriend does, right?" I said as I gave him a peck on the lips.
We rode to the airport in silence as there was so much to say but we were not sure how to begin. Sean held my hand as I drove my Subaru down the interstate. I knew how he must be feeling and I did not want to make things feel worse for him.
"Krystal, can I see you again?" He asked shyly.
"Of course, Sean." I replied with a smile. "I would like that a lot."
"Really?' He asked astonished by my reply.
"Well sure sweetie." I said as I squeezed his hand. "Just call the service and book me again."
"I meant for a date, not like this." He said sadly as he looked away.
"It is a lot cheaper than a girlfriend weekend experience." I said attempting to keep things light but within my boundaries. Sean reached into his pocket and extracted a white business-sized envelope. He handed it to me.
"For you." He said as I accepted the envelope from him. I did not attempt to look inside as one must always be discrete.
We pulled up to the drop-off point for the airlines. Sean got out of my car and went into the backseat to retrieve his travel bag. I got out of the car and walked over to him as he stood by the curb. I pulled him in for a hug and a parting kiss. He returned the kiss reluctantly.
"Bye Sean." I said with as much of a smile as I could muster. "Have a safe trip."
"Goodbye, Krystal." He said as he returned my smile. "I had a great time."
Sean then grabbed up his bag and headed inside; not looking back at me. I got into my car and slowly pulled away feeling kind of lonely but also relieved. Things had ended pretty well I thought though I felt a bit melancholy about ending a great weekend, with a great client.
As I pulled onto the interstate to begin heading back home, I realized that it was about 6 hours earlier than I had planned to return home. A thousand thoughts raced inside my head as I drove. I could just go home earlier and take the time to reconnect with my loving husband, who I knew would be needing some attention. I could ignore Daniel's words about coming back out to the yacht for the afternoon. I pondered how my not returning to Daniel would affect Sean's career. Was this my issue? I was just a paid date and had no ties to Sean but was this a full-service thing? Was I needed to finish what I started or should I just forget it all and go on with my life, like I knew that I should? Where do I go from here? I pondered as I drove.






        