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 Fantasy Talk 
 
    My Wife Laura and I have been married nearly 15 years now.  I think she is very pretty, with medium breasts, a pretty face, and short brown hair.  Her figure is still great, and I’m still as attracted to her as ever to her. 
 
    Laura, however, is very critical of herself, and has been getting more and more down on her looks and appeal as she approached her 40th birthday.  I try to convince her that she is still attractive, but she always rebuffs me, telling me that I have to say that because I’m her husband. 
 
    Of course, I protest, and assure her that other men would want her if she just paid attention.  I assured her that I watched other men eying her up, and that I was certain she could have as many of them as she wanted. 
 
    At that, she usually attacks my often-voiced fantasy, with “And I bet you would want that, wouldn’t you?” 
 
    “Yes, of course I would!” is my usual response. 
 
    “I don’t think you’d be so happy if I actually went through with it!  Have you really thought this through?” is her typical response, followed by some exasperation. . 
 
    * * * 
 
    The week of her birthday was particularly tough on her, so I tried to help by sending her for a manicure and pedicure, and we went out and bought her a sexy new dress for a special dinner.  She protested that it was *too* sexy, with the bright red color, but I insisted, and thought she looked very hot in it. 
 
    We arranged to meet at a nice restaurant with a little bar where we have drinks occasionally.  It is a nice upscale place, usually composed of couples on special nights out and businessmen. 
 
    The night of our dinner, I got unexpectedly held up at the office, and arrived about 30 minutes late.  I texted my wife to let her know, but didn’t get a reply so assumed she was fine waiting. 
 
    When I arrived, I checked the bar and saw her there, but not alone.  I stopped to watch her chatting with some guy in a suit, who was laughing and obviously flirting with her.  I could see from their body language that she was interested in him, and I could certainly tell that he was interested in her, and kept touching her hand or shoulder as he tried to move closer to her. 
 
    I took a seat at the end of the bar and ordered a drink, so that I could watch.  I was excited and jealous, with my stomach clenching as I watched her flirting back with him.  He was probably about five to ten years younger than my wife, and definitely her type. 
 
    I watched them for several minutes, as they continued to talk and drink, and watched him write something down and pass it to her.  She laughed and looked at it, then tucked it into her purse.  After she finished her drink, I saw her look around and spot me.  Our eyes met for a moment and I winked at her, lifting my glass.  I texted her that I would get our table, and to meet me in the dining room. 
 
    I watched her say something to the guy, then stand up and grab her purse.  He leaned forward as if to kiss her and I saw her say something else, which caused him to pull back and reach his hand out for a shake.  I made my way to the host, who seated me - I noticed my wife going to the restroom first. 
 
    As we sat at the table and ordered more drinks, I noticed Laura seemed very animated but wouldn’t really make eye contact.  After the waitress left, I decided to break the ice. 
 
    “Looks like that guy was flirting with you.”  She looked up at me, a little surprised and possibly scared, so I added, “I liked watching that.” 
 
    “Well,” she explained, “He came right over to me and started talking.  It’s no big deal, some other guy did the same before him.”  I could tell from her speech that she had already had a couple of drinks. 
 
    “It looked like he was *very* interested in you…”  She met my eyes, as I continued, “See, I told you guys think you’re hot.”  She blushed as I asked, “Did you like the attention?” 
 
    “Um, well,” she tried to find words, “yeah, I guess.” 
 
    After the waitress returned with our drinks and we ordered dinner, I started again by raising my glass, “Here’s to hot wives on their birthdays!” 
 
    Laura gulped about half her drink, then asked, “Do you really think he was hot for me?” 
 
    I laughed a little as I answered, “Yes, of course!  Whenever he touched you, he was telling you he wanted to touch you more.  He was already undressing you with his eyes.” 
 
    “Oh!  Uh, sorry,” she stammered, her throat and cheeks turning red. 
 
    “Hey!  Don’t be sorry.  I liked watching, and could tell you liked the attention.  I’m sorry it ended before he kissed you.  Why didn’t you let him, at the end?” 
 
    She seemed a little indignant as she said, “Because you were right there looking at us!” 
 
    I leaned forward and asked lowly, “Would you have let him if I wasn’t here yet?” 
 
    She just stared at me with a blank expression as her cheeks continued to flame, and her breathing got heavier.  I could see that she was thinking about it. 
 
    We finished dinner, and headed home.  Laura was a little tipsy, so I drove and watched her sprawled in the passenger seat, feet on the dashboard.  I watched her reach between her legs and gently rub herself, as she asked, “Do you really think he wanted me?” 
 
    I kept my eyes forward as I said, “Yeah, baby.  I know he did.”  I watched her rub herself a little harder then added, “I think you should text him for a lunch date.” 
 
    I was expecting some reaction from her, but she only said, “Umm, you think so?” 
 
    I urged her on, saying, “Yeah.  Send him the note now while you are fresh in his memory.  You could see him tomorrow.” 
 
    She was rubbing herself harder, making no attempt to hide it, as I watched her reach for her purse and pull out her phone and the slip of paper.  I watched as she worked the phone and sent a message.  She stared at the phone for a while after hitting send, obviously trying to think through what she had done. 
 
    She dropped the phone and paper in her purse, and resumed rubbing herself as she moaned, “It should be OK.  I’ll just see him for lunch, nothing more.” 
 
    When we got home, we nearly ripped each others’ clothes off as we rushed to the bed.  Neither of us lasted very long, and no words were spoken as we went at it like animals, getting off as quickly as we could. 
 
    * * * 
 
    The next day, as I was getting ready for work, I noticed that Laura had two napkins with phone numbers sitting on her bedside table.  I asked her through the shower curtain why she had two numbers, and she replied that both men that had approached her while she was waiting had given her their numbers. 
 
    She then told me that she was probably going to cancel the lunch she had scheduled with the second guy.  I encouraged her to keep the date - that at least she would get a free meal.  I reminder her how she felt when the guys were flirting with her, and told her I loved the way she was so energized after that.  I told her that I thought it would do her self esteem some good, and that I was selfishly hoping that it would have the same effect on our sex life as the previous night!  She told me she would think about it. 
 
    With that, I headed off to work, wondering whether she would go through with it and whether she would go any further.  I was distracted nearly the whole day thinking about her, and rushed home early to see her. 
 
    When I got home, she was in the kitchen preparing dinner as if nothing went on, so I was prepared for her to tell me that she had canceled. 
 
    I approached her from behind and gave her a little kiss on the neck, and asked, “So, how was lunch.” 
 
    She kept stirring the meal on the stove as she said, “It was OK.” 
 
    I was shocked and excited that she had gone through with it.  “Just OK?  Tell me the details!” 
 
    She set the stove to simmer and turned, “Well, we met up at the Italian place downtown.  It was an OK time, but he was as boring as could be.  It turns out that he is an accountant and was meeting a client for dinner last night.  I honestly think the drink made him brave last night but he didn’t know what to do when I agreed to lunch.” 
 
    She turned back to the stove and said over her shoulder, “Sorry to disappoint you.  He didn’t even try to kiss me or ask me out again.” 
 
    I got her some wine while she finished cooking dinner, then refilled her glass when we sat down.  I waited until she finished that one and I had her working on a third glass as we cleared the table, before I broached the subject again, “So, what about the other guy who gave you his number?” 
 
    She looked up at me and said, “I don’t know.  I’m not so sure these guys were into me.” 
 
    I smiled and laughed a little as I responded, “I’m pretty sure these guys wanted to *get* into you.” I winked and continued, “Well, was the other guy handsome too?” 
 
    She looked away slightly, “He was very cute.  And younger than me.  He made me hot just looking at me.” 
 
    “Wow,” I responded.  “Then definitely call him.  Even if nothing happens, I will be the recipient of great sex that night!” 
 
    She looked at me and raised an eyebrow, “Are you *sure* you want me to do this?  What if we end up kissing.” 
 
    “That’s ok!” I moaned a little. 
 
    “And what if we want to go further?” she prodded.  I think the drink had emboldened her. 
 
    “Then I hope you would!” I felt myself getting hard at the thought. 
 
    “You’re seriously telling me you would be OK with me spreading my legs for another man?” she challenged. 
 
    “Baby, I’ve told you before - that is my biggest fantasy.  I’ve imagined how it would feel to see you doing that or have you tell me about it.  I am more than OK, I want you to do it!”  I felt like this was the first time she truly heard me. 
 
   
  
 

 She Gives Up First Base 
 
    Later that week, Laura called me at work to tell me she was going out for a drink with the other guy that gave her his number.  I couldn’t talk much, so asked her where, and whether I could come watch.  She told me the name of the bar, but was insistent that I not go.  She didn’t want me watching. 
 
    I hurried home afterwards, resisting the urge to stop by the place and watch.  I made myself a drink and wondered how long before she returned home.  I even wondered if she would come home at all, or end up spending the night with him. 
 
    She returned home a few hours later, and acted a little shy when I met her at the door.  I was so excited and a little jealous, wondering what she had said and done.  I tried to kiss her when she came in the door, and she turned her head so I kissed her cheek instead. 
 
    She seemed surprised that I was in such an agitated state, and said, “Are you really this excited about me going out?” 
 
    I smiled and said, “I’m excited that you went on a date” 
 
    She looked a little irritated and said, “I wouldn’t call it a ‘date’” 
 
    I smiled a little and asked, “Well, you went for drinks with a man, didn’t you?” 
 
    “Yes, obviously,” she responded. 
 
    “And he asked you to go out with him?” I continued. 
 
    “Yes,” she said. 
 
    I paused a little before I said, “And you kissed him, didn’t you?” 
 
    She looked at me and lowered her eyes as she said quietly, “Yes.” 
 
    “Oh God!  That’s awesome,” I blurted out before I said, “So that was a date.” 
 
    She looked up at me, surprised by my excitement, apparently unsure what to say next.  I asked, “Did he slip his tongue into your mouth?” 
 
    She nodded ever so slightly, waiting for my reaction.  I pulled her close and put my mouth on hers, grasping the back of her head, and forcing my tongue into her mouth as we kissed.  After a few moments, I pulled back and said, “Like that?” 
 
    “Yes!” she said, obviously aroused. 
 
    “What else?” I asked, as she started unbuckling my belt. 
 
    She looked up at me, a little shy and surprised, but also aroused and said boldly, “He put his hands inside my shirt.” 
 
    I could feel my hard-on raging as I said, “You let him play with your tits?” 
 
    “Yes!” she said, as she pushed my pants down, and began unzipping her skirt.  She said, simply, “I am so horny!” 
 
    I helped her pull her skirt off, and take off her blouse and bra, pushing her back onto the living room sofa, and watched as she spread her legs for me.  I put the head of my throbbing erection against her pussy, and could see how wet and hot she was.  I looked her in the eyes as I asked, “Did you let him do this to you?” 
 
    She was grabbing at my sides, trying to pull me into her as she said, “No!” 
 
    I nudged the head of my cock into her folds, just barely pushing into her as I asked, “Did you want him inside you?” 
 
    “Yessss!” she said as I pushed myself deep inside her.  We fucked like crazy for the next several minutes.  She came almost immediately, and again shortly after that.  I was so turned on thinking about her kissing the other man that I didn’t last very long before I came too. 
 
    As we lay there catching our breath, she asked, “You’re not mad?” 
 
    “Mad?  About what?” I asked 
 
    “About me kissing him?” she asked. 
 
    “No.  I think it’s hot.” I kissed her cheek.  I them moved down to kiss her breasts, and licked her nipples as I looked up and said, “And I like that you let him play with these.”  I sucked one nipple hard then released it as I added, “You should open your shirt next time so he can suck on them.” 
 
    “OK” was all she said. 
 
   
  
 

 First Real Date 
 
    The next week, I received a call from Laura after lunch.  “Hi.  I’m having an early dinner with him tonight.” 
 
    “Oh,” I was surprised.  She hadn’t wanted to talk about him or her date all the past week, even when I asked. 
 
    “Are you OK with that?” she prompted. 
 
    “Sure.  Are you going to ‘put out’ this time?” I asked, my erection growing. 
 
    “I wasn’t planning on it.  Why, do you want me to?” she asked. 
 
    “Yes, of course.” 
 
    There was a pause, then she said, “Oh.  I’ll think about it.  I’ve gotta get ready.  See you tonight.”  Then she hung up. 
 
    I was so excited and agitated the rest of the day, I couldn’t get anything accomplished at the office.  I wanted to go home and help her dress.  I wanted to see my wife one more time before she let another man have her.  I wanted to see if she was going to wear panties, or go without so he could take her more easily.  I decided it was better not to see her in my excited state, in case I scared her off. 
 
    I went to a sports bar on the way home, so I could get a burger and beer, and decided against any food - my stomach was in knots as I thought about my wife with him.  I stayed to try and watch a game, and had a couple of beers, then headed home to wait for her. 
 
    At home, all I could think about was what she might be doing.  I stroked myself some, then decided I didn’t want to come - I wanted to save it so I could have sloppy seconds and fill her again.  I wasn’t even sure of she was going to go all the way - she pretty clearly wasn’t considering it, but I kept thinking through all the scenarios.  My mind raced around and around as I thought of all the things that could be happening. 
 
    I jumped up when I heard a car pull in front of the house, but looked out and saw it wasn’t hers.  A while after that, I heard her open our front door.  I caught her as she was walking upstairs to the bedroom, and grasped her hand, causing her to turn slightly and say, “I need to brush my teeth.” 
 
    I thought that kind of odd, as she usually only brushes in the morning and right before bed, so I reached to turn her and hold her in front of me.  She seemed a little stiff and nervous.  I leaned in to kiss her, and she leaned her head back as she said, “I don’t think you want to kiss me yet.” 
 
    I smiled and said, “Oh, if you’ve been kissing him, I want those same lips!”  I reached behind her head and tried to gently pull her close for a kiss, knowing she had his tongue in her mouth.  She resisted again and said softly, “I have cock breath.” 
 
    I felt my stomach lurch with excitement, and my cock immediately got hard as I examined her lips, knowing they had been wrapped around another man’s penis.  I pulled her face to mine and immediately stuck my tongue into her mouth as we kissed.  After a second she gave in and kissed me back, our tongues swirling together as I probed her mouth, imagining how deep she had taken him, and how wide she had stretched her lips to take him. 
 
    After we broke the kiss, we sat on the bed and she said, “Well, could you taste him?”  I could tell from her movement that she was a little tipsy, so knew her inhibitions must have been lowered. 
 
    “No,” I responded, “I couldn’t taste him.  How long ago did you have your lips on him?” 
 
    She giggled a little and leaned forward conspiratorially as she said, “I was still swallowing as I opened the front door.”  She must have seen the surprise on my face as she giggled again and said, “That’s right!  I was sucking him off in his car, right outside our house!” 
 
    I responded by grabbing her and kissing her deeply again, imagining his sperm was still lurking between her teeth and under her tongue.  As we broke the kiss, she said, “I see that you like that… Almost as much as *he* did!” She giggled again. 
 
    I noticed that her blouse buttons were mostly undone, and it looked like she wasn’t wearing a bra.  I motioned to her top and said, “Lose something?” 
 
    She looked down and smiled as she looked back up at me.  “No, I went out this way.”  I must have given her a look, so she continued, “Hey, it was your idea that I open my shirt and left him play.”  She grinned and said, “I caught him looking into my shirt while we were sitting at the bar, and I told him that I wanted him to be able to play.”  She giggled and said, “I thought he was going to fall off the chair!” 
 
    I said, “Well, I guess he got to play?” as I reached to unbutton the last fasteners. 
 
    “Oohhh, yes!  He plays rough!  And I think I like it!” she said as she pulled her blouse back and off, thrusting her breasts out. 
 
    I could see hickeys and bite marks all over her breasts, and gently reached out to touch them.  She gently wiggled them as she smiled at me, saying, “Does it turn you on that I let another man suck on my titties?” 
 
    I groaned, “Oh yes!  I love that he ‘marked’ you like this.” 
 
    “Marked me?” my wife said, a little surprised. 
 
    “Yes,” I answered.  “He marked you so that I would know you were his tonight.” 
 
    She unzipped and pushed her skirt down, and I could see that her panties were soaked, as she pulled them down too.  She lay back, spreading her legs for me. 
 
    I looked at her soaking pussy, thinking there must be his sperm in there, as asked, “Did he fuck you too?” 
 
    “No,” she said, “but his fingers were in me.  I need you to fuck me now.” 
 
    I didn’t need any more encouragement, and was stripped and in her in a moment.  I was rock hard, looking at the marks on her breasts while I pumped at her with the urgency of a high schooler.  She had her eyes closed, probably imagining that I was him, but I was past the time for words.  As she reached her orgasm, wrapping her legs around me, I let loose inside her, ‘marking’ my wife.  It was the first time we had come together in a long time. 
 
    She curled up and passed out after that, so there was no more talk that evening about her ‘date.’ 
 
    The next morning we drove out and retrieved her car from the bar where she met him.  It was a little out of the way, and I asked why she didn’t go to one closer to home.  She said simply, “I didn’t want anyone we knew to see us.” 
 
    I thought about that for a moment, and found myself getting hard, as I said, “So?” 
 
    She turned to me and asked, “You would be OK with one of our friends seeing me on a date with another guy?” 
 
    I said “Yes, I think so.” 
 
    “And what do you think they would say to you?  What would you say to them?” She seemed exasperated. 
 
    “I don’t really think anyone would say anything to me, but if they asked I would tell them I like it when you go out with other guys.”  I looked over at her and grinned as I added, “And I’m pretty sure you’d have a lot of my friends asking for dates.” 
 
    She seemed irritated as she looked forward, crossing her arms, “And I suppose you’d be OK with your friends dating me?” 
 
    I said softly, “And fucking you.  Yes, that would be awesome.” 
 
    She just huffed as she got out of my car, to go retrieve hers. 
 
   
  
 

 New Morning Routine 
 
    Over the next few days, I asked her about when her next date would be, and if she was planning on going all the way.  She gently deflected the questions, saying that he has a busy schedule, and that she wasn’t sure she wanted to ‘go all the way’.” 
 
    I reminded her that she gets to set the limits, that nothing would happen that she didn’t want.  She looked at me with that annoyed look she uses when I suggest something she thinks is ridiculous, and asked, “You really want me to fuck another man?  Your own wife?  Have you thought about this?” 
 
    I smiled a little as I said, “Yes, you know I’ve thought about it - that’s why I suggested it.” 
 
    She persisted, “I mean have you really thought about this?” 
 
    I said, “Oh yes.  I’ve thought about you spreading your legs for him, as he lowers himself onto you. And pushes himself into you.  I imagine you kissing him as you moan like you do when we’re fucking.  I imagine your hands on his ass, pulling him deep inside you as your wedding ring sparkles on your finger.”  I moaned, as I couldn’t help rubbing my hard-in through my pants. 
 
    “Oh my God,” was all she could say, as she turned away to her own thoughts. 
 
    Early that next week, I was in the shower when I heard her come in, then was surprised when she pulled back the curtain and turned off the water, leaning toward me and saying, “Kiss me.”  It was completely surprising act, so I kissed her, feeling her tongue immediately slip into my mouth.  I could feel myself getting hard as we continued swapping spit and our tongues explored each others’ mouths.  It was a little gross, as it tasted like she had some morning breath, but I was too turned on by the surprise to say anything. 
 
    She broke the kiss and stood in front of me as I said, “Wow.  What was that for?” 
 
    She looked down at my hard-on before she answered, “I know you like to kiss me when I have cock-breath.”  She smiled as she saw the surprised look on my face.  So she continued, “Yes, he was just over here - I asked him to stop by on the way to work, and I sucked him off while he stood at the front door.” 
 
    I was shocked and excited at the same time, as I watched her open her robe and let it fall to the floor, exposing her naked body.  I noticed the hickeys on her breasts as she smiled and said, “Of course, I let him suck my titties first.” 
 
    She lowered herself onto her knees in front of my erection and said, “Well, I never imagined I would suck two cocks within 5 minutes, but I think I could like this.”  I felt her mouth engulf me, and braced myself against the walls as I felt my excitement build. 
 
    She pulled her mouth off of me for a moment and said, “Oh yes, I made sure not to swallow him.  So you’ve officially tasted another man’s come.”  I looked down at her, to see a big smile as she said, “In my mouth!” 
 
    She continued to suck me and hold my balls, but I didn’t last more than a minute or two as I imagined her kneeling in front of him downstairs just a moment ago, as he pumped himself into her mouth.  In our house!  In my wife! 
 
    After I finished coming, she sucked me clean and started the water again.  As I began to pull the curtain shut, she said, “Mmm, you two taste different.  I like the variety.” 
 
    I finished showering and went downstairs for my travel cup of coffee for the ride to work, and she was sitting at the kitchen table, her robe open displaying her nakedness.  She looked up and asked, “Everything OK?” 
 
    I must have had the biggest grin as I said, “Oh yes, it was awesome.”  She smiled at me and took a sip of coffee.  I knew I had to get going to work but had to say, “I wish you would do that every morning.” 
 
    She smiled and rose to walk me to the front door, as she said, “Funny.  That’s what *he* said too!”  I walked out to my car, my mind racing with all kinds of thoughts.  I looked back to see her still in the doorway, coffee cup in hand, her robe still open exposing her naked self to the neighborhood.  As I got in the car, I saw her shut the door. 
 
    I had a hard time concentrating at work as I thought about the morning. 
 
    * * * 
 
    That evening, and most of the rest of the week, I prodded to see if she was planning another date, or if she was going to have him come over again for a morning replay, but she would never give me a firm answer.  I was beginning to wonder if she was getting cold feet, or had decided to stop things where they were. 
 
    That Friday, I was in the shower and heard her come in, then open the curtain again.  Instead of reaching to kiss me, she looked at me seriously and said, “I need you to stay in here until I get back.” 
 
    I was a little surprised, then realized what she probably meant, and asked, “Can I watch? Or even maybe listen?” 
 
    She said sternly, “No!  If you want this to happen, you have to *promise* me you will stay in here.  I won’t be that long, but if you don’t keep your promise, no more fun.  I swear.” 
 
    I was a little surprised at her response, so asked gently, “Uh, OK.  What are you mad about?” 
 
    She looked at me a moment before she said in an even tone, “I want to suck this man off while you wait for me.  Is that OK with you?” 
 
    I was quiet for a moment while I processed what she was saying, then said quietly, “OK Baby,  I’ll wait while you get him off.” 
 
    I  waited in the shower as the water ran over me, gently stroking myself.  I didn’t want to come, but it was tough, knowing my wife was downstairs on her knees with another man’s cock down her throat. 
 
    It seemed like forever, but was probably only ten minutes before I heard the bathroom door open, then the shower curtain thrust to the side.  Laura reached for me and immediately pulled me into a kiss, pushing her tongue into my mouth.  I could taste her pushing her saliva into my mouth, then realized with a start that she was pushing his come into my mouth. 
 
    She had her eyes open, looking into mine for a reaction as she pulled away for a moment as his come remained in my mouth.  I swallowed the liquid, thinking how it had been in another man’s balls just moments earlier, and gave her a smile. 
 
    She stood looking at me as a smile grew on her face.  “Wow!  He said you would like that, but I wasn’t sure.” 
 
    “Who said that? Does he have a name?” I was beginning to wonder who her anonymous ‘friend’ was.  I was also trying to process the fact that he obviously knew that I knew about him. 
 
    She paused for a moment and said, “Well, I’m not going to use his real name, so what should we call him?” 
 
    We looked at one another for a few moments, while I tried to imagine what name would be fitting.  Finally I suggested, “Dick.  We should call him Dick.” 
 
    She giggled at the name, but said, “OK.  That is funny and appropriate,” 
 
    I asked for confirmation, “So Dick knows that I know?” 
 
    “Uh huh,” she said as she opened her robe to show me her breasts, marked with hickeys like last time.  “That’s why he ‘marks’ me - so that you would know another man was having me.” 
 
    “Mmm, yes, I like that.” I agreed. 
 
    She put her arms around me and kissed me again, then said, “Do you really like kissing me after I have been sucking him?” 
 
    “Oh yes,” I groaned.  I was getting aroused.  “Why won’t you use his real name?” 
 
    She paused for a moment and then said, “Because you know him.”  My body must have betrayed my surprise because she continued. “What?  You said after that first time that you would be OK with your friends knowing that i was dating other men.  Were you lying?” 
 
    “No,” I said, still holding her. 
 
    She looked me in the eyes as she said, “Will it be a turn on for you, knowing as you see your friends and coworkers, that one of them has been kissing your wife?” 
 
    I just groaned, as a parade of my friends and co-workers faces went through my mind. 
 
    She reached for my hard cock and continued, “Will you imagine who has been sucking my titties?”  She gave me a little stroke, “and whose come you just tasted?” 
 
    She fell to her knees and started sucking me.  Her mouth felt wonderful on my aching penis, and it wasn’t long before I was releasing myself into her mouth. 
 
    She smacked her lips as she rose and gave me a smile.  “You two definitely taste different.” 
 
    I smiled at her and said, “Maybe you should try more variety!” 
 
    She looked at me seriously and said, “Maybe.”  She was lost in thought for a moment then added, “You know, I’m getting to like this ‘slut’ thing.” 
 
    I said, “I don’t know if you’re a ‘slut’ until you actually sleep with other men.” 
 
    “Hmm, “ she said as she turned to go get coffee. 
 
    * * * 
 
    That weekend, I bugged her about getting together with Dick again, but she told me that he had a busy schedule, and that she wasn’t sure she wanted to go ‘all the way’ with him.  I tried to find out more about him, secretly wanting to know which friend she had sucked, but she was careful about sharing details.  I did find out that he was married, and that was why he had a hard time meeting her. 
 
    That next week, ‘Dick’ stopped by three mornings, and I quietly crept out of the shower to listen at the top of the stairs, hoping to hear them.  The angle was not right to see anything, but I could see the light as she opened the front door, and realized that she really did suck him ‘at the front door’ and left it open while she did so.  I was beginning to suspect that she liked to show off, although the only one that would be able to see her was the neighbor straight across the street, plus anyone walking by. 
 
    They were quiet, so I could hardly hear anything, but I did her her say, “Ouch!” once, as he was sucking her breasts, followed by his low voice, which I couldn’t make out.  She then said clearly, “No, that hurts good.  I want you to mark me!”  I could also hear him groan loudly as he came - which was a turn on and handy because I knew when to sneak back into the shower. 
 
    Each time, she would open the curtain and kiss me, swirling her tongue into my mouth, then break the kiss and say with a smile, “Dick says Hi!” 
 
    A couple of those mornings she didn’t kneel to suck me, she hopped onto the counter, spreading her legs and said simply, “I need to be fucked!”  I happily obliged, turned on by the marks on her breasts left by another man, knowing she had his cock in her mouth just minutes earlier. 
 
    One morning as we were screwing, I asked when she was going to let Dick have her?  This must have struck a chord, because she started her orgasm just a moment later.  As she was recovering, she said, “I like it like this.  I like that he comes over just to use my mouth, then leaves.”  She paused then continued, “I’m a little worried that if we go all the way, it will change things.” 
 
    I was close to coming, but managed to say, “Well, he’d just be using a different part of you, no?”  I could barely hear her say ‘I guess’ as my orgasm hit and I filled her. 
 
   
  
 

 Closer to Home - Neighbor’s Delight 
 
    The following week, Dick didn’t visit for any of the mornings, and I asked her if it was over. 
 
    “No,” she said, “He’s traveling.” 
 
    “Perhaps you should get another, um, ‘Dick’” I laughed at my wording. 
 
    She gave me a crooked smile and said, “Perhaps.” 
 
    “You already have another prospect?” I pressed. 
 
    “Maybe,” she said mysteriously, thinking for a moment.  Then she said, “I think the new neighbor across the street might be interested.” 
 
    “Why’s that?” I asked.  “She looks like she’s ready to drop a baby in another month or so.” 
 
    “Not her, silly.  The husband.  He’s cute.”  She added quietly, “and he watches me.” 
 
    I raised an eyebrow, waiting for her to continue. 
 
    She began, “The first time Dick came over, I was so excited that I left the door open when he attacked my breasts.”  She continued, “and I noticed that Jim, that’s his name,  could see us.  At first I was scared, then immediately was turned on knowing he was watching. 
 
    “That’s why you stand in the door with your robe open when I leave?” I asked, turned on by this new aspect of her, and a little nervous that this fun was so close to home. 
 
    “So each time that Dick comes over, I make sure the door is wide open.  And open my robe before Dick gets to the walkway.  I can see Jim watching, the last couple of times he even came out of the front door for a better view” 
 
    “Wow,” was all I could manage. 
 
    She smiled conspiratorially as she added, “And I make sure we are turned so Jim can see my head bobbing.” 
 
    “Holy shit!” I added.  I never imagined she would like to have people watch her. 
 
    “What do you think?” she asked. 
 
    “I think you might get a reputation in the neighborhood.” 
 
    “No, I mean about Jim.  Think he would play?” she asked. 
 
    “Are you serious?  I am sure he would!  All he needs is an invitation.” I responded. 
 
    I left for work wondering if Laura would be seducing our neighbor that day.  I also imagined what it looked like to Jim, seeing my wife greet and blow another man each morning, while I was still home. 
 
    I arrived home all worked up and couldn’t wait to hear if Laura hooked up or not.  She was at home as if nothing happened, so I asked her if she was a bad girl. 
 
    “No,” she smiled.  “I didn’t do anything with Jim.”  She paused for a moment as she handed me a beer, then added, “Yet.” 
 
    “Whoa!” was all I could muster, waiting for the rest of her story. 
 
    She smiled and said, “I ‘ran into’ him at the end of the day while we were getting mail.” she winked as she said ‘ran into’.  “He seemed nervous,” she giggled, “So I said, ‘Hi.’  He just looked at me for a moment so I said, ‘Do you like the morning show?  I like having you watch.” 
 
    I must have had a look as she giggled and said, “He seemed just as surprised as you do now.” 
 
    She continued, “Well, he seemed too nervous to speak, so he just nodded his head.  I walked very close to him and touched his chest - he is very fit by the way - and I said, ‘it would be even better if you were one of the performers.  My friend doesn’t stop by every morning.” 
 
    “Holy shit!” I couldn’t believe my wife was that bold.  “What did he say.” 
 
    She grinned and said, “He didn’t say a word, his mouth was open but nothing came out.  So I told him, ‘Auditions are tomorrow morning at the same time.  Be there when the curtain opens.” 
 
    “And by ‘curtain’, you mean robe,” I added, amazed at her boldness. 
 
    She just smiled broadly and said, “I’m a little nervous.” 
 
    “Can I watch?” was my first thought and words. 
 
    “No!” she was adamant.  I must have had a hurt look on my face so she added, but I think it will be OK if you listen from the living room. 
 
    That night, we had sex three times, and I had a hard time sleeping.  I was imagining what she would do with the young neighbor - he was probably 15 years her junior.  I was up very early and made sure Laura was up too - but I could tell she hadn’t slept much either.  Even though it was a Saturday, I didn’t mind not sleeping in. 
 
    I went into the living room, in just boxers and a t-shirt, as she checked her hair and turned off the alarm.  I carefully arranged one of the pictures so I could see the reflection of the front door.  It wasn’t a great view, but I could at least see shadow reflections - about as close to watching as she would let me.  I knew she would be upset if she knew I was doing that, so I did it quickly and took a seat on the sofa, well out of view from the front door. 
 
    I watched the reflection as she opened the front door wide, and could see her open her robe wide as well, displaying herself to the neighborhood, but one neighbor was expecting it.  It was only a moment or two before I saw the shadow reflection of Jim enter the front door, and I could see them embrace as I heard the sound of kissing. 
 
    There was a little motion, and I heard Laura say, “No, no.  We do this right here.”   
 
    I could hear some more kissing, then heard her moan as his voice said, “Oh, you are very wet.”  I imagined I could see his hand working between her legs in the reflection as they turned and he pressed her back against the wall, her legs spread and hips forward. 
 
    I could clearly see his hand working in and out between her legs, and saw his head drop to her chest.  She moaned and said, “Suck them harder!”  There were some wet sounds, and I couldn’t tell if it was him working his fingers inside her pussy, or him sucking her tits.  She moaned again and said, “Harder!” 
 
    I heard him say quietly, “I don’t want to leave a mark.” 
 
    She said, “Yes! Leave a mark.” 
 
    “Really?” was his response - I could see he had stopped working his hand inside her. 
 
    “Yesss!” my wife hissed, “Mark my tits as yours!” 
 
    I was rock hard and stroking myself, listening to my wife urge another man to ravage her like that.  I could see the reflections in the picture as he continued working his hand inside her and bent to the task of sucking her breasts. 
 
    I could hear the sucking sounds and her moans, occasionally punctuated by “Oh!” and “Ow!” and “Yes!”   
 
    After several minutes of this, I heard her say, “OK, I need to suck you!” 
 
    His voice: “But you’re so wet, I want to fuck you!” 
 
    “No,” I could see her reflection push him back, “That’s not the way this goes.”  I watched her reflection kneel in front of him and her hands move to his pants.  After a moment or two of fumbling, I heard her say, “Oooh, yeah.  There we go.”  I then watched the reflection of my wife's head merge with the man standing there as she took his cock into her mouth.  He moaned. 
 
    I could hear the sucking sounds as she worked to get him off, and also watched the reflection as he placed his hands on the back of her head.  After a very short while, I heard a wet plopping sound as she released his cock and said, “OK, as soon as you come, I want you to walk out that door.  Understood?” 
 
    “Um, yeah?  I guess.” he responded a little hesitantly. 
 
    She added, “If you want to be part of the morning ‘blow and go’ show, you *have to* leave as soon as you come.  No lingering, no kisses, no ‘goodbyes.’  Just turn and go after the last spurt into my mouth.  Deal?” 
 
    “Yes. Deal!  We can do this again?” he asked. 
 
    “Oh yes.  Any morning my ‘friend’ isn’t here, and you see me open the door and show you everything, that means I want your dick in my mouth.  OK?” 
 
    “Oh yes!” he answered as she went back to work on his cock.  I could see her head bobbing and heard the sucking while he moaned a little.  After a minute or two, he groaned louder and said, “Oh, here it comes!” then a loud growl as I watched the reflection of him holding my wife’s head tight as he unloaded into her.  It was all I could do to stop from coming myself. 
 
    After a second or two, I saw him open the door and leave, and I met my wife in the doorway as I rushed to see her and she came to me.  She grabbed my head and our lips met as she pushed his come into my mouth.  I was surprised, but shouldn’t have been, as she did this nearly every morning that Dick was here. 
 
    After our kiss, she smacked her lips and said, “He tastes different too.”  She sat on the sofa and spread her legs as she said, “Fuck me now!” 
 
    I didn’t need any encouragement as I dropped my boxers and slid into her sopping wet hole.  She winced and said, “Gently.  I’m a little sore - He almost had his whole hand inside me!”  It didn’t take very long for each of us to come, 
 
    As we lay there, I could see the dark hickeys on Laura's breasts - they were much darker than the ones Dick left.  She saw me looking and glanced down, then pushed her boobs up to show them off better, saying, “Do you *like* seeing your wife marked up by other men?” 
 
    “Yes. Do you like it?” I asked, knowing she would say yes. 
 
    “Uh huh.  I think I like being possessed, and used like an object…” she said, thoughtfully. 
 
    “Really?”  I was a little surprised.  “I thought women don’t like to be treated as sex objects.” 
 
    She turned to me with a smile and said, “They don’t know what they’re missing,” as she gave me a wink. 
 
    * * * 
 
    That next week, she had either Dick or Jim use her every morning for ‘blow and go’ as she called it.  On Friday, she had a ‘double header’ - she giggled as she used the term.  After Dick had left, she waved Jim over and sucked him off too.  She told me she wanted to try sucking off several men in a row, but couldn’t figure out how to manage it.  I realized that I had created a monster. 
 
   
  
 

 Anniversary Present - All the Way 
 
    The following week was our anniversary, so I made nice dinner reservations and told her to get a sexy new dress for the occasion.  I joked and told her she might consider something with knee pads.  She thought it was funny too. 
 
    During that day, I received a text from her with a picture attached.  It was her, dressed in some amazingly sexy lingerie that left her nipples exposed and left little to the imagination about her pussy.  Her message said, “Formula for a special anniversary treat.  More when you get home.  Be here at 6pm sharp, no sooner.” 
 
    I was excited and wondered if we should cancel dinner, or if she was going to wear that under her dress, or what.  I was careful to arrive at exactly 6pm, waiting for the ‘rest of the surprise.’ 
 
    I got home, expecting her to be waiting in the outfit, but she didn't meet me at the door.  I called her name and heard her call back ‘bedroom.’  I raced upstairs and was surprised by the scene:  She was laying on the bed, with the covers rumpled and pushed aside.  She was wearing the same lingerie from the picture, but the panties were missing, which was clear because she had her knees up and legs spread, displaying her pussy to me. 
 
    “Oh,” was all I could muster. 
 
    She smiled and said, “You ready for your anniversary present?” 
 
    “Yes!” I grinned as I moved towards the bed. 
 
    “Good!” she said, “It’s *inside* me!” 
 
    “What?” I was trying to figure out what she meant. 
 
    “I had Dick leave a present inside me for you,” she beamed, obviously pleased with her act.  As I stood there staring, she said, “Well, actually I think he left presents three times, but the most recent was a couple of minutes ago.” 
 
    She spread her legs a little more and said, “Don’t you want to kiss me where another mans’ cock has been?” 
 
    I could feel my stomach churning, as my cock hardened.  I knew this was what I had wanted, but imagined it would be different.  I leaned forward, my face inches from my wife’s used pussy.  I could see her glistening, and she looked a bit swollen and red.  As I moved closer she slid her hands down to open herself and said, “Careful about the rings!” 
 
    I paused and said, “What?” 
 
    She motioned with one hand, pointing to her ring finger, which was missing her diamond engagement and wedding bands. 
 
    “You took them off for him?” I asked, not quite understanding. 
 
    “No silly,” she laughed.  “I kept them on while he fucked me.  He loved looking at my wedding ring while I held myself open for him.” 
 
    “Then where are they?” I asked, starting to realize this was part of the game. 
 
    “Inside me.”  She smiled as she pointed to her pussy.  “Dick thought it would be great to leave my wedding and engagement bands soaking in his sperm.  He shoved them deep inside me before he left.” 
 
    He was right, it was a huge turn-on for me.  I felt humiliated but loved the feeling.  I scooted up and hooked her legs over my shoulders, raising her hips in the process.  “What are you doing?” she asked. 
 
    I patted her belly gently and said, “Making sure his sperm stays inside you and your rings are properly soaked in between every diamond mounting and facet.” 
 
    She smiled crookedly, then wiggled her hips a little back and forth.  When I gave her a look, she said, “I’m making sure they are deep and coated.  That’s the ‘soak’ cycle!” 
 
    I noticed the TV was on and a video was playing - it was our wedding tape.  She saw me looking and said, “We wanted to watch that while he fucked me.  He knew it was our anniversary because I told him why I got dressed up for him.” 
 
    I shot her a questioning look and she said, “Yes.  That picture I sent to you?  I actually bought the lingerie for Dick and sent him a picture so he would get out of work early.” 
 
    “So you watched our wedding tape?” I asked, a little confused about why he would want to see it. 
 
    “Yes,” she replied.  “Actually, we watched the vows.  He rewinded it so that he and I could fuck while we listened our vows.  He rewinded it again so he could be coming inside me at the exact same time you and I took our first kiss after the vows.  It was very kinky.” 
 
    “How did *you* feel?” I asked, getting hard as I imagined the picture of them fucking to our wedding video. 
 
    She gave me a funny look and said in a little girl voice, “I felt like a... slut.”  She smiled sheepishly at her words. 
 
    “Oooh,“ I said as I absently started rubbing her pussy and clit.  “Did you like that feeling?” 
 
    She bit her lip and nodded quickly, saying “Uh huh.”  She looked like she might want to say more. 
 
    “And…?” I prompted. 
 
    She said slowly and seriously, “I think I *love* being a slut.  I can’t stop thinking about letting other men use me.  Is that wrong?  What do you think about me now?” 
 
    I looked at my wife of fifteen years, as I rubbed her slimy wet pussy, full of another man’s come and her wedding rings, on our anniversary, and realized that I loved the idea.  I smiled at her and said, “I think I love you.”  She smiled back and I added, “Especially now that you are a slut for other men.” 
 
    She rubbed her belly, clearly reminding me that her rings were soaking in Dick’s come.  She said, “Well, what now?” 
 
    I sat back slightly and said, “I think you should give Jim the same anniversary present that you gave Dick.” 
 
    She raised her eyebrows as she said, “Oh?” 
 
    I slid off the bed and said, “Text him and tell him to come over.”  She smiled broadly and said, “I’ll try.  Where will you go?” 
 
    I thought for a moment then said, “I’ll wait in the walk-in closet so I can listen.”  I could see her begin to say something but cut her off as I added, “Don’t worry, I won’t make a noise.  Take as long as you like.” 
 
    I watched her grab her phone and send the message, then pull on her string panties.  As she was about to turn and go downstairs, I grabbed her hand and kissed her.  Her eyes sparkled as she looked at me.  I then patted her tummy and said, “Keep the rings inside!” 
 
    She placed her hand above her pelvis and moaned, her eyes fluttering a little, obviously thinking about her act of ultimate infidelity, then she turned to race down the stairs.  I watched from our window, standing back enough that I couldn’t be see from below, and waited, wondering if Jim was even home and whether he could get out.  A few moments later,  I watched Jim cross the street towards our front door.   
 
    I heard his voice downstairs and made my way to the closet, grabbing the TV remote and placing it on the pillow for her before I quickly ducked inside the closet and closed the door.  I heard rustling as they entered the room, and heard him ask, “So you dressed up just for me?” 
 
    “Yes!  Do you like it?” she giggled. 
 
    “Oh yeah, Baby.  You are hot!”  My stomach churned as I heard him call her ‘Baby.’ 
 
    He explained, “I can’t stay long - my wife is in the tub and I told her I was going for a walk.  Why don’t you get down and start sucking?”  I was surprised at the way he spoke to her, but listened for her reply. 
 
    “Wouldn’t you rather fuck me?” she teased. 
 
    “Hell yeah!  But you never let me before.  What’s the occasion?” He asked.  I could hear her settle on the bed as she said, “It’s my wedding anniversary, and I want to be fucked like on my wedding night!  See, I’m even playing our wedding video.”  I could hear the tape begin playing - I could tell from the music that it was the part where she walks down the aisle. 
 
    “Here,” I heard my wife say, “Pull off these panties to get what you want!” 
 
    I heard some motion and a giggle, then heard him exclaim, “Damn!  You are super wet!  Where are the condoms?” 
 
    I heard my wife say, “I didn’t use them on our wedding night, I’m not using them now.  I want to feel your bare skin inside me!” 
 
    I expected him to say something, but just heard clothes rustle and then the bed creaking as he obviously climbed on.  I heard some kissing, then her moan as he said, “Oh God!  You are so hot!” 
 
    I listened to them grunting and the noises of their bodies slapping together, with the sound of our wedding service droning on in the background.  I heard a pause as they probably changed positions slightly, then heard her moan, “Oh yes!  That’s it!  So deep!  Fuck me hard!” 
 
    I could heard the grunting noises speed up, and the creaking of the bed became louder as he obviously was pounding her harder.  I imagined him driving her wedding ring deep into her as he pummeled her married pussy.  It sounded like she was getting ready to orgasm, only this time it was with another man, when his voice drowned out her moans as he said, “Oh Yes!  Here it comes!  Take it Baby!” 
 
    He groaned loudly for a while, punctuated by her whimpering as she softly encouraging him with, “Oh yes!  Come deep inside me!  Fill me up!” 
 
    I listened to them panting for a few minutes, then creaking as they adjusted their positions.  I heard him say, “Hey, I’d better get going.  You OK?” 
 
    “Oh, yessss.” I heard my pretty wife moan. 
 
    “Sorry I have to run like this…” his voice trailed off, not knowing how to finish. 
 
    Laura said, “Oh, it’s OK.  That’s what I needed.  Remember that I like it this way - use me then go.” 
 
    “Um, OK. See you soon?” he said as I heard him make his way to the door. 
 
    “Sure,” she responded.  “See you whenever you want.  Let me know whenever you want me and I’ll be yours.  Maybe tomorrow morning?” 
 
    “Oh yes!” he said excitedly, then said, “I’ll let myself out, I gotta go.” 
 
    I listened as he went down the stairs, then heard the door close. 
 
    I exited the closet to find Laura with her legs spread, her ass raised on a pair of pillows, holding her hips tilted up.  I imagined her pussy lips were redder and puffier than usual.  I smiled and said, “Wow!  That was amazing?”  I motioned to her spread legs and raised hips, and asked, “Ready for more?” 
 
    She smiled at me and said, “Sure!  Go find me some more men - I’m ready for anyone now!” 
 
    “Oooh,” I replied, amazed and excited by her transformation.  “I’m all out of ideas… Unless you have more ‘friends’ in the neighborhood?” 
 
    She said with mock-sadness, “No, not yet.  But I plan on fixing that!”  She saw me staring at her legs and hips and said, “Oh!  Yes, I’m making sure my rings get a good soak in Jim’s come.”  I raised my eyebrows and she added, “I’m not sure, but I think he may have pushed them into my womb.” 
 
    I dropped my shorts, stepping forward and said, “Well, let me add to the mixture!” 
 
    She reached down and plunged her fingers into herself, effectively blocking me, as she wriggled and rolled her hips and worked her fingers into herself, eventually pulling one, then the other of her rings out.  They were very slimy and completely coated in the men’s juices, which clung and clumped in all the cracks and crevices between her diamonds.  She reached over and placed the messy jewelry on her side table before turning back to me and spreading her legs. 
 
    I looked at the rings, then back at her before I said, “Well, I thought I could add some more to them?” 
 
    She motioned for me to approach her, and pulled me close as I sunk my aching hardness into her.  She was looser than usual, and very, very slippery.  I knew that my cock was getting coated with other men’s sperm.  As she pulled me close, she looked me in the eyes and said, “Only other men can come on my wedding ring, it’s not for you.”  I groaned as the surge of humiliation filled me, and I realized that she truly did want to be a slut.   
 
    It didn’t take me long pumping into her before I started to reach my climax, and was surprised when she pushed me back and started jerking my hard-on with her hands.  I was so close that I couldn’t help it, and shot a long stream onto her chest and some additional spurts onto her face as she smiled up at me. 
 
    It took me a second to catch my wind, as I said, “Whoa!  That was great, but what was that for?” 
 
    She looked at me a little more seriously as she said, “I didn’t want you to come inside me.  I think I might only let other men come inside my body now.  How would you feel about that?”  I groaned as the weight of her words sunk in, and I felt myself getting hard again in her hand.  She smiled as she felt my reaction and said, “Hmm, I thought so.  I’m not saying we don’t have sex, just that you can’t finish inside me - but everyone else can.” 
 
    That night we screwed like crazy, after she had me eat her sloppy pussy.  I was turned on knowing that I was licking the same slick folds of skin that had gripped other cocks just hours earlier.  And true to her word, whether she was sucking me or I was fucking her, she pulled me out just before I came and had me shoot onto her.  I even stood over her after she fell asleep and jerked off, leting my come fly into her face and into her hair. 
 
    * * * 
 
    That next morning I heard the alarm go off, and watched Laura get out of bed and brush her hair.  She stripped naked then put on her flimsy robe.  As she was about to leave the room, she looked back at me and said, “Stay upstairs. I bet Jim wants to visit.”  She turned and held open her robe, as she added with a wink, “And I’m going to let him have anything he wants.” 
 
    I couldn’t believe she was horny again after all of yesterday’s action and the late night.  Then I realized that I was excited and hard thinking about her being with him again, so I crept to the top of the stairs, being carefully quiet. 
 
    I could hear the door open, then after a few minutes I heard voices as the door shut.  I thought I could make out kissing, but then it sounded more like sucking, with the occasional moan from him.  I then heard him say, “When can I have more of that hot pussy again?” 
 
    I heard my wife loud and clear as she said, “Anytime you want.”  I heard some movement then her voice again, “Come on, take me right here.”  I could tell that she was on the stairs just below me, and I imagined her lying back with her legs spread. 
 
    I heard him move, then her moan out, “Oh yes!  That feels so good.  Mmm, fill me deep.”  
 
    I heard more rhythmic motion as I imagined him pumping into her.  Then I heard him moan out, “Damn, your pussy is so hot!” 
 
    “You like my pussy?” she teased him. 
 
    “Oh yes!” he replied. 
 
    “Well, you can have it anytime you want now.” she said, a little louder.  “Your wife’s probably not giving you any now that she’s so close to popping that baby.” 
 
    “Oh baby!  Yes, it’s been weeks since I got any.” he agreed. 
 
    “Well, now you can have it whenever you want!” she urged him on.  I knew she was saying this for my benefit - it felt like she was teasing me. 
 
    “I may be over here a lot, then.  Your pussy is so damned good.”  I could tell from his breathing that he was probably close to coming. 
 
    Laura egged him on, “You have my cell.  Text me and I’ll be ready for you to use whenever you want.” 
 
    “OK,” he gasped, “what about your husband?” He was panting faster as I heard the pace pick up. 
 
    “I’ll worry about that.  Just use me to get off and go, and we’ll be good.”  She gasped and said, “Oh yeah!  That’s it!  Deep just like that!” 
 
    After only a moment more, I could hear him groan as he was coming, and I heard her encourage him quite loudly, “That’s it!  Fill me up, give me everything in your balls.” 
 
    After a moment or two of heavy breathing I heard her say, “OK. Time to go.  Text me next time you need me.”  I heard him pull on his clothing, then the front door open and shut.  I immediately went down the stairs, stroking my hard-on as it poked through my boxers. 
 
    I saw her sitting on the stairs, her legs still widely spread as I stepped past her.  As I stood there, it was like she was waiting for me to enter her, except that a stream of his come was running out of her puffy pussy lips and onto the stair. 
 
    She watched me with a smile as I continued stroking faster, and she encouraged me with, “Oh yeah, here you go.  Let’s see!” 
 
    I stepped forward as I reached climax and shot my sticky load onto her stomach and thin strip of pubic hair, then another onto her belly.  I let the last drops fall onto her leg.  She seemed quite excited by this and put her hand down, smearing my mess over her belly and pubes as she said, “I see you remembered!”  She looked pointedly at her hand smearing my fluids over her pubes and said, “Husband on the outside…”  she paused and reached down, spreading her labia, which caused more of Jim’s semen to run out of her, “.. and every other man inside me!” 
 
    She rose, and led me upstairs where we showered, then dressed and went about our day.  That evening, as we sat and ate dinner, she held her left hand out extended in front of me, and said, “See?  My rings are back.”  She held her hand very close to my face, and I could see they were still encrusted with Jim and Dick’s dried semen. 
 
    I said, “Maybe you should have them cleaned?” 
 
    She pulled her hand back as if to examine them more closely as she said, “No, I like them just like this.  The diamonds remind me of our love, and the other man's’ come inside the settings remind me of our love of me being a slut.” 
 
    I groaned in pleasure, feeling myself getting aroused at her words. 
 
   
  
 

 New Friends - Taken Hard 
 
    Laura seemed to have new energy and self esteem, now that she had other men paying attention to her.  She joined a gym and started working out regularly, with the results slowly starting to show. 
 
    She even started to be more bold in her adventures with Dick and Jim - sneaking over to Jim’s house when his wife would go out shopping, and even fucked him at the community pool a few evenings after everyone had left.  She always told me of her adventures, and was always horny for more with me afterwards, so I had no complaints. 
 
    One evening she told me that she had arranged for us to visit a new friend from the gym.  I raised an eyebrow and asked, “We? Or you?” 
 
    She laughed and told me that her new friend was a woman, and that we were going as a couple.  She paused and gave me a look as she told me that the woman was super-fit because she went every day, but that the husband was also quite handsome. 
 
    I chuckled and asked if she was planning to swap partners.  She gave me a smile and said, “Well, maybe.  We’ll see what happens, OK?” 
 
    We went to their house the following Saturday.  Laura dressed up in a sexy dress, which was a bit short, and showed off her legs quite well.  I noticed that she had more definition than I had ever noticed, and realized that the time at the gym was paying off. 
 
    We met Mike and Cindy, and I was immediately taken by how muscular he was, and how pretty and very petite his wife was.  Cindy was wearing a sexy skimpy dress, with a choker that seemed a bit out of place with the outfit.  She was very quiet and demure, where Mike was a commanding presence.  He greeted my wife with a hug and kiss on the lips, his hands lingered on her arm and back as he guided us into their home.  Mike told Cindy to make us drinks, and he then proceeded to talk mostly to my wife.  I could tell from their body language that they were attracted to each other, and wondered if something had been pre-arranged.  Cindy, on the other hand, was quiet and reserved, speaking only in short answers, and only when I asked her anything directly. 
 
    I went with Cindy as she refilled my drink, and we returned to find Laura and Mike laughing as he held her left hand and looked at her rings.  He then turned to me and said, “I think I’ll give Laura a private tour of the house.  We’ll be a while.”  He chuckled as he led my wife away.  Laura turned and smiled and winked at me, and I knew what was on her mind.  I saw her say something to Mike, and he turned before they left the room, saying to Cindy, “Take good care of him and make sure he is happy.”  His eye caught mine as he added, “She is yours for anything you want.” 
 
    They then turned and I watched him lead my wife to the staircase, hand-in-hand. 
 
    After a moment of awkwardness, I asked Cindy, “So you know my wife from the gym?  Do you have a class together?” 
 
    She looked at me shyly as she answered, “No classes together, but I am there every day.  Master requires it.”  She touched the choker at her neck as she said, “One day when I went to use the shower, your wife asked about my collar, and why I would wear it in there.  I told her that it signifies that I am Master’s slave.”  I raised my eyebrows so she quickly added, “Oh, I am supposed to tell anyone that asks about it, Master requires it.” 
 
    “Oh.  I bet that surprised her.” I smiled, thinking about Laura’s reaction. 
 
    Cindy looked at me and said, “Well, after our shower, she brought me to her locker and showed me her diamond wedding bands and told me what the dried film in the settings signifies.”  I was shocked that she would tell her this, and Cindy continued.  “She told me that’s why she takes them off to shower, to keep her lover's’ sperm on them.” 
 
    She beamed up at me as she said, “That is SO cool.  That’s when I decided that Master had to have her.” 
 
    I was again surprised that Cindy had arranged this, and was a little flustered that this was set up, so asked her, “Do you *like* being a slave?” 
 
    She smiled broadly, “Oh yes!  I LOVE being a slave.  I love to do whatever I’m told - it is always exciting to me to have someone else in total control.  Life is exciting this way.”  She paused, then boldly asked, “Do you like your wife being a slut?” 
 
    At that point, we could hear moans and rhythmic noises from upstairs, punctuated by a long loud moan from my wife.  We moved closer to the bottom of the stairway to hear better as I answered, “Oh God, yes.  I love her being a loose woman!” 
 
    Cindy giggled and said, “It sounds like she will be even *looser* after Master is done.” 
 
    My wife was moaning with each rhythmic grunt and creak of the bed.  I could see Cindy rubbing herself.  She caught my eye and said, “Listening makes me so horny.”  She looked down to see the stiffness in my pants.  “You too, huh?” 
 
    I nodded. 
 
    She smiled as she touched the bulge in my pants, and said, “Master said I should give you anything you want.”  She winked and said in a lower voice, “I *love* to be told what to do, and I do *anything* I’m told, if you know what I mean?.” 
 
    I was so horny that all caution was gone, and my wife was upstairs being fucked by Cindy’s husband, apparently in a grand way.  I needed release and didn’t care. 
 
    “OK,” I said as I turned to her.  “Take off your clothes, right now.” 
 
    She smiled and said, “Yes, Sir,” as she lowered her eyes and unzipped her dress, letting it fall to the floor, quickly followed by her panties and bra.  Her body was awesome!  I could see the muscle definition in her abdomen and arms, and her belly was tight and taut with a shaved pussy.  She had tiny barbell piercings in her nipples.  I could hear my wife cry out at that moment as Cindy’s husband obviously reached someplace good in her. 
 
    She looked up shyly and motioned to a leather armchair in the sitting area as she said, “That’s his favorite.  Master gets the deepest inside his dates on that chair, I’ve always wanted to try it.” 
 
    I unbuckled my pants and dropped them as I told her, “Assume the position!”  I watched her quickly walk over and sit in the chair, her ass at the edge, then she hooked her legs over the arms, which spread her legs wide and made her pussy lips open a little. 
 
    I kneeled in front of her, my cock about to enter this awesome piece of woman, as I asked, “You do this for all the husbands?” 
 
    “No,” she said, “The husbands never come visit, it’s always just Master’s dates.  And he likes me to watch or help as he takes the girls.” 
 
    I inched forward, my raging cock nestled against her wet pussy, spreading the lips ever so slightly.  I wanted to know more, “So how do you help?” 
 
    She looked at my cock poised to enter her, and said, “Well, sometimes he wants me to bathe them for him.”  She started rubbing her slit slowly, “And sometimes he likes me to lick them until they are wet and ready.” 
 
    I edged closer, sliding the head of my cock into her hot wetness, “What else?”  She licked her lips as she felt me enter her, “He like me to eat his ass or his date’s ass when they fuck.” 
 
    I felt like kissing her as I imagined the nastiness of her mouth, “You do that?” 
 
    She nodded and said, “Absolutely.  I do whatever I’m told.” 
 
    “And what is your favorite thing to be told to do?” I continued, as I slowly sank inside her, feeling her tight walls embrace my rock-hard stiffness. 
 
    She moaned as she said, “Once, Master chained me to a table at a party, and told me to let everyone use me.  I lost count of the cocks and pussies in my mouth and holes.  I couldn’t walk for two days.” 
 
    I moaned as I fully entered her, and could hear my wife’s moans and screams from upstairs.  “Oh God!” I said, as I felt the heat from her and listened to my wife.  “Sounds like he’s tearing her apart.” 
 
    Cindy moaned and I felt her legs close over my ass as I started pumping into her.  I heard her gasp, “Oh yes!  Master is huge!”  another grunt as I pounded her hard, then “He is too big for me!  Ungh!  She will be ruined like the rest of Master’s dates.”  I picked up the pace as I thought of my pretty wife being stretched and used as we listened to them - it wasn’t long before I was coming deep inside Cindy. 
 
    After a moment of panting and recovery, I pulled my softening dick from inside her, and we could still hear the very loud sounds from upstairs.  I pulled on my clothes and handed Cindy hers as we listened, to my wife saying, “Oh God!  No! Too deep!” followed by his voice as he grunted, “Almost there!  Hold it!  Take me all, you slut!” 
 
    Cindy looked and raised an eyebrow, then my wife cried out, “Oh yes!  That’s it!  Fill me!”  followed by some more grunting then a bellow as he came.  As Cindy was about to pull on her clothes, I took the panties from her hand and stuffed them in my pocket, saying, “A memento from the night my wife was ruined.” 
 
    We returned to the kitchen, and several minutes later Laura and Mike entered the room, holding hands.  I noticed that my wife was walking carefully, so Cindy must have been right about Mike’s size.  Mike took a seat to the left of Laura as she sat next to me, a sweet smile on her face, but her hair was a mess. 
 
    Mike said loudly, “Slave, get us fresh drinks.”  Cindy hopped up and started her task, while my wife looked a little uncomfortable.   
 
    To break the tension, I asked, “So, how was the tour?” 
 
    Laura shot me a look, but Mike said, “Oh, I think it went well, don’t you?” my wife nodded.  I watched as he took her left hand in his and said, “Your bride, “ he paused to touch her diamond rings, and no one lost the meaning, “was *very* receptive and took it all in.”  I think Laura blushed at that, and giggled.  He looked me straight in the eye as he added, “You know, your wife is very deep…” 
 
    Laure looked up at him and said softly, “NOW I am.”  He chuckled. 
 
    Cindy brought the drinks, and sat on a little stool by the side of the table. 
 
    Mike was obviously very proud of himself, and decided to push things as he said, “You know, Steve, maybe your bride”, again he touched her ring, “could give me a tour of your bedroom sometime.  What do you think?” 
 
    I could see Laura looking expectantly at me as I responded, “Well, I think she would be open to that, wouldn’t you honey?” 
 
    She looked at Mike as she said, “Very open.”  She leaned closer to him and added, “Anytime you want.” then a pause, and “I will be very open and receptive.” 
 
    We heard a little giggle come from Cindy, and Mike looked like he was going to say something, but stayed quiet. 
 
    We ate dinner, which was served by Cindy, with little incident.  Mike was definitely hovering close to my wife and physically dominating the space over her, occasionally touching her hand signaling his possessiveness. 
 
    As we said our goodbyes, he tried to pull Laura into a deep kiss, but she turned her head so he only kissed her cheek, gently pushing herself away from him.  She gave a laugh and said, “Hey now!  What do you think I am?”  Cindy gave a little giggle at this and Mike shot her a look. 
 
    My wife grabbed my arm as she looked at Mike and said, “We’ll have to do this again soon!  Maybe you could come to our place next?” 
 
    Mike said, “I am looking forward to coming at your place next.” 
 
    My wife held up her hand and touched the ring saying, “Guaranteed.” 
 
    On the ride home, I grilled her about what happened, and was particularly interested in how big he was.  She told me that he was probably as big as a porn star, and that he was a little rough, and very direct with her.  She said there was basically no foreplay, that when they got upstairs he went straight to the bedroom and asked her what she thought would happen.  After she told him that she planned on letting him use her however he wanted, he nearly ripped her clothes off and pushed her onto the bed. 
 
    She told me how shocked and little scared she was when she saw the size of his penis, and could hardly suck it in past the head when he stuck it in her face. 
 
    I asked her if he hurt her, and she told me that he did - that he was definitely too big for her, but that she wanted him all the way inside her, and she endured the pain as he continued to push into her and stretch her.  She said she sometimes couldn’t tell the difference between the pain and her orgasms, which were nearly constant. 
 
    She said, “Baby, I am sure he stretched my insides, I could feel it as he slammed into me.  I hope he didn’t wreck me for other men.”  I was a little surprised, then turned on, that she said “for other men” and not “for you.” 
 
    I told her about Cindy and the slave thing, and she seemed truly happy that I had my fun too. 
 
    We got home and tried for sex, but she was too sore, and I could definitely feel that she was looser.  Instead I settled for a great blowjob, with her pulling me out to shoot all over her face and hair.  I must have looked disappointed because she said, “Remember baby, only other men are allowed to shoot their come inside me…” 
 
    * * * 
 
    A couple of weeks later Laura announced that Mike would be coming over to our house for a visit.  I asked if Cindy would be coming also, and what she wanted to make for dinner. 
 
    She looked at me and said, “I wasn’t really planning on dinner.  I think Mike wants a tour of the bedroom.” 
 
    I looked at her and said, “You mean he wants to come over and stick his cock in you.” 
 
    She looked at me with surprise and said, “Well, yes.  I thought you liked the idea of me being a slut?” 
 
    “Oh hell, yes,” I replied.  “And I love when you flaunt it.  I makes me jealous and excited all at once.” 
 
    “Oooh,” she replied, “I’ll try to do that more often!”  She paused for a moment then asked, “Did you want him to bring Cindy?  Did you enjoy her that much?” 
 
    I smiled and admitted, “Well, I enjoyed being in her while I listened to you getting royally fucked.  I like listening to you with other men and imagining them between your legs.” 
 
    She smiled broadly at that revelation. 
 
    * * * 
 
    The night of Mike’s visit arrived and Laura got showered and made up, and was still getting ready when the doorbell rang. 
 
    I went down and greeted Mike, disappointed that Cindy wasn’t with him.  I got him a beer as we waited for Laura to come down.  As I was opening the bottle, I said, “Laura has been looking forward to you coming.”  I realized the accidental double meaning as it slipped from my lips. 
 
    He took the beer and smiled, responding, “Well, I have been looking forward to coming, too.” He paused for just a second before he added, “inside your wife.”  He waited for a reaction from me, but I raised my beer in toast and said, “To sluts.”  We both drank. 
 
    As we finished the toast, I asked, “Um, where’s Cindy?” 
 
    He looked up and said, “Oh, the slave?  She’s been a bit mouthy lately so is being punished.”  At that point, Laura came downstairs, wearing just her flimsy robe.  She walked over to Mike and took a sip of his beer, then said, “Are you ready for the tour?”   She looked around and asked, “and where’s the slave?”  I was shocked to hear her call Cindy that, I wondered if their intimacy made her feel like it was necessary to talk that way. 
 
    He smiled as he used a finger to flip open my wife’s robe, exposing her nakedness.  He said “Hmm, I think I’ll be taking a long time on this tour,” as he leered at my wife.  He fished keys out of his pocket and tossed them to me.  “Here. The slave is in the trunk.  Keep her leash on, but feel free to use her anyway you want.”  He tore his eyes away from Laura as he looked at me and chuckled, “I mean, it’s only fair… I’ll be doing the same to your bride.” 
 
    He took Laura by the hand and said, “So, where should we begin?”  She giggled and said, “We can begin anywhere, as long as you *finish* inside me!”  She gave me a wink as they turned for the stairs. 
 
    I was excited and jealous at the same time, and wanted to say something, but also loved that my wife had become a slut for other men.  As they climbed the stairs, I went out to Mike’s car and unlocked the trunk.  When I opened it, I found Cindy curled up, a leash attached to her collar, but wearing nothing else.  She looked up at me and said, “Hi.  I thought you were Master.” 
 
    I smiled at her beautiful nakedness and said boldly, “I am, for the time being.”  I motioned to the front door and ordered, “Get inside so I can use you while we listen to your Master using my wife.” 
 
    I marveled at her toned body as she hopped up and raced into the house, her leash trailing behind.  I closed the trunk and quickly looked around, realizing too late that one of the neighbors might have been looking. 
 
    When I got in the door, Cindy was sitting at the bottom of the stairs, gently rubbing herself as she listened to the loud moaning and grunting that was coming down from our bedroom upstairs.  She looked at me as I approached and said, “It sounds like Master is giving your wife quite a workout.”   
 
    I could clearly hear her moans and the slapping of bodies, and knew that my wife had left the door open intentionally so I could hear them.  I could feel myself getting hard despite the jealous feeling in my stomach, so started to strip off my clothes - I was intent on having another round with the buff hottie, naked before me. 
 
    As I approached her, now that I was naked, she looked up and asked, “What are you thinking, sir?” 
 
    I smiled and said, “You can see what I am thinking!” 
 
    Cindy spread her legs and asked again, “I mean, what are you thinking about your wife?” 
 
    I leaned forward and kissed her while I fondled her tiny breasts, saying “I am wondering what she is feeling.  What she is saying to him.” 
 
    As I felt Cindy’s warmth against the head of my hardness, she said, “Sir, I am sure she is feeling very full.” She moaned softly as I entered her, “And I am sure she is begging him for more.”  I slid all the way into her, imagining how my wife was letting him enter her.  “All Master’s dates do pretty much the same.  And he likes it that way.” 
 
    I started pumping the beauty as I listened to my wife’s moans and occasional exclamations.  “I bet he likes it even more, knowing that I can hear them!” 
 
    Cindy moaned as we got into a rhythm, and she said,”Oh yes.  Master said he was looking forward to stretching out your wife’s ‘married cunt’.”  She paused for a moment and whispered in my ear, “And he plans on claiming her by coming all over her rings.”  I groaned at the thought, as she said, “Do you like the idea of Master’s sperm in your wife’s diamond rings, marking her as his?” 
 
    “Oh, yes!” I moaned as I pounded the little slave, imagining my wife letting Mike ram his meat into her like an animal.  It didn’t take me long to reach my peak and fill Cindy’s hot little body with my come. 
 
    I collapsed back onto the stairs, and worked to calm my breathing as we listened to the sounds of sex emerging from the upstairs bedroom, still loud and clear.  I felt Cindy crawl over my leg and then felt her mouth on my cock.  I looked down to watch her suck and lick me clean, apparently a habit of her service. 
 
    After she finished, I suggested we get dressed in case my wife and her master finished soon.  She giggled and told me that Master wouldn’t be finished with my wife for at least another hour or more, that he had taken his ‘special pills’ for tonight, so he would be hard for a couple of hours. 
 
    I led Cindy into the living room, and pulled her onto the sofa next to me.  I turned to kiss her, feeling her taut warm body against mine.  She turned her head and I asked softly, “Aren’t you allowed to kiss?” 
 
    She looked at me and said, “Master gave me to you.  I will do anything you want.  I thought you might want me to rinse my mouth first?” 
 
    I smiled as I pulled her closer and assured her, “Oh, don’t worry about that.  I kiss my wife after she sucks other men’s cocks. Kissing you will be perfect.” 
 
    After we broke the kiss, she looked at me pensively, then asked, “Do you like the taste of cock? Is that why you kiss her?” 
 
    I laughed and said, “Not really.  I don’t think I can actually taste the cock on her.  I just like the idea of kissing her where other men have used her.” 
 
    She looked at me closely, then said, “Well, you will have to kiss every hole on her when Master is done with her.  I hope you know Master will certainly keep his word and stretch her everywhere.” 
 
    I thought of my wife taking his big penis up her ass, and hoped he didn’t hurt her too much.  She liked anal sex, but I did not like to give it to her, so she didn’t have much experience since we got married. 
 
    As I thought about this, I gently stroked Cindy’s body and said, “Well, you don’t seem too stretched.  It should be OK.” 
 
    She spoke into my chest, where he head was lying, “Oh. Master doesn’t use me that way.  He wants me to stay tight for his friends, so he never uses his cock inside me. He would probably rip my insides if he used my ass.” 
 
    About that time, Laura let out a loud wail and I heard Mike saying, “Oh yeah, take it deeper!” 
 
    I listened to the sounds of sex while Cindy lay against me, her warm smooth body wrapped against mine.  I drifted off to sleep after listening to Laura orgasm a couple of more times. 
 
    * * * 
 
    I awoke to the sound of Cindy’s chain rattling, and felt her pulled away from me.  I wiped the sleep from my eyes, and saw Mike standing in front of me, holding Cindy’s chain as she knelt beside him.  He smiled as he said, “Well, I hope you liked the slave.  I certainly liked your wife!”  He laughed as he added, “She is upstairs, still alive, but probably won’t walk for a couple of days.  She is a great piece of ass, and used to be real tight, but I think I fixed that.”  He laughed once again as he glanced down and saw me starting to get hard. 
 
    He pulled Cindy’s chain, and walked out our front door, naked slave at the end of the leash.  I don’t know what time it was, but it was dark so none of the neighbors would probably see the scene.  I watched as he made her get in the front seat, then got in himself.  As he put the car in gear, I watched him pull Cindy’s head into his lap, probably to clean him on the drive home. 
 
    I closed the door and rushed upstairs to see my wife.  As I entered the bedroom, I could smell the strong scent of sex and sweat, and saw our bedsheets pushed to the floor.  On the bare mattress lay my wife, face down facing away from me, her legs spread wide exposing herself to me.   
 
    The lights were on, so I could clearly see her, and as I got closer, I could see that her anus was gaping open, a stream of liquid running down to her pussy, which I was sure was also gaping.  She had hickeys on her back and neck, and she let out a little moan as I sat on the bed next to her. 
 
    She turned her head slowly to look at me, and I saw that her hair was a tangled mess, with her makeup smeared all over.  Her lips looked swollen and I could see additional hickeys on her neck.  She said weakly, “Hi.  I bet I look like a mess.” 
 
    I agreed, “Yes.  You look like a slut that has been fucked to death by an army.” 
 
    She smiled weakly and said, “That’s how I feel.  What do you think?” 
 
    I stood, showing off my erection and said, “I think it’s awesome.  Roll over and let me see the destruction.” 
 
    I helped her roll over, and propped up one leg, then the other, so that her pussy and ass were exposed to me at the edge of the bed.  Sure enough, both were gaping open slightly, and she was sticky all over.  There were hickeys and bite marks all over her body, and especially on her breasts.  “Oh God,” I moaned in a low voice.  “He definitely used you up.  How do you feel?” 
 
    “Mmm.  I feel like I won’t ever walk again.”  She gently touched herself between her legs.  “Oh wow.  Am I really stretched open, or imagining it?” 
 
    “Baby, you are definitely gaping open.  I think I could fuck you without feeling the sides of your pussy!”  I lowered myself onto her gently, my hard-on aching for release. 
 
    “Oooh,” she exclaimed, “Be careful.” 
 
    I said, “Sure, I just need you.”  I kissed her and she flinched.  “What? You don’t want to kiss me now?” 
 
    She looked a little irritated as she said, “No.  My lips are sore - he was a little rough.” 
 
    “Rough kisser?” I could believe it. 
 
    “No, “ she smiled a little weakly, “He wanted me to throat him, and he was too big.”  She stretched her mouth open a little, “So he forced it.” 
 
    “That bastard!” I was getting mad, and forgot that she initiated all of this.  Plus I was mad at myself for not watching out for her. 
 
    “No!  No!  Baby, it’s OK.”  She smiled at me, “I got him all the way down my throat.  My lips took punishment from his hips.”  She smiled again and said lewdly, “I took his cock all the way down my throat and made him come.  I can do it for you too now!” She licked her lips at the memory of the act. 
 
    I was so turned on that I pumped into her quick and hard, eliciting a moan and yelp as I obviously hit some sore spots.  I slowed as I looked into her eyes and she said, “No, don’t stop.  Use me like you need to.  I let Mike do it, and want you to as well.  Fuck my slut pussy!” 
 
    It didn’t take me long to reach my climax, and I pulled out as usual and shot over her chest and up her neck.  I asked her, “How do you feel.” 
 
    She sighed and said, “Tired.  A little sore.  And horny.”  She paused for a moment, obviously thinking, “I feel like I never need another man in me again, but also like I can’t wait for another cock.”  She turned her head and smiled weakly as she said, “If there were another 20 men downstairs, I’d have you send the next one up, then the one after that.  And I’m not sure that would be enough.” 
 
    I held her next to me as we both fell asleep.  I dreamt of her giving her body to different men while she encouraged them to use her.  It made me jealous and excited all at once. 
 
    The next two days, she laid in bed most of the day, and occasionally I would help her to the shower or tub.  Bruises formed on her thighs and ass where Mike had pummeled her in his lust to use her married body.  We didn’t speak much about future plans, but she was clear that she needed a break from him, as much as she liked the rough use. 
 
   
  
 

 Holiday Party Surprise 
 
    The fall wore on, and we didn’t see Mike and Cindy again like I had hoped, but Laura kept up with her morning routine of servicing Dick and Jim, but the frequency decreased to only a couple of days a week. 
 
    I encouraged her to go on ‘dates’ with new men, but she seemed content with the way things were going.  One night she actually just wanted to cuddle me, and told me she loved me.  She looked into my face and said, “Oh honey, I am so happy like this.  I don’t know why I need other men when I have you.  I think maybe I’ll take a break.” 
 
    We made love and I came inside her for the first time in months, and she didn’t object or even mention her ‘rule.’  As she slept there, I touched her body, and realized that the gym time was definitely helping - she was thinner and her skin seemed more taught and younger.  I made a promise to myself that I would start going to the gym too - the chance to see Cindy working out made me smile.  Maybe Mike would loan her to me again. 
 
    I awoke the next morning to the telltale sounds of her moaning as Jim fucked her in the living room.  When she came upstairs, she looked at me sheepishly as she explained, “Oh baby, I can’t help it.  When I thought of how he just wants to ‘get off’ with me, I got so horny and couldn’t resist!” 
 
    She was rubbing herself as she said this, and I could see the wet trails running down her thighs from his semen leaking out of her.  I stroked my hard-on as I watched her walk to the shower. 
 
    * * * 
 
    Later that week, I got the official invite to my VP’s holiday party.  As usual, it was ‘guys only’ because he liked to have cards and too much booze at the party, and usually had a stripper show up to perform.  It was definitely *not* a family event, with drunken boisterous sales guys at their worst.  The good side was that he made sure he lost lots of money at the card game, so some of us got a bonus on top of our company bonus. 
 
    I told Laura about the party date, a Friday night, and suggested that it might be a good night for a ‘date.’  She smiled and thought for a moment before she said she would think about it. 
 
    The week of the party, she told me that she had agreed to a date with Dick.  She said he had told his wife he had a holiday party so he could get away.  I smiled, thinking this is first time in a while that Dick was seeing her for more than a morning blowjob.  I had stopped trying to guess which friend Dick was, none of them acted strangely around me, and I liked the feeling of humiliation when I was with each one and wondered if *he* was the one who had his cock in my bride. 
 
    I chuckled, “Well, I guess the ‘date’ will be in our bed, huh?  I’ll text you before I start home.” 
 
    She laughed and said, “Well, maybe later.  But he’s taking me out for a real date.  We’re going for dinner and drinks.” She could see that she had my attention, so continued, “I plan on holding his hand and kissing him at the restaurant, and I’m sure he will have his hands all over me while we’re out in public.  Isn’t that what you want?” 
 
    I groaned as I thought of the scene, and realized how much I liked the idea of it.  I said softly, “Yes…” 
 
    “He said we might meet up with friends later,” she continued.  She could see my excitement and fear as she said, “He’s told a couple of the guys at work about me, and he said they were all eager to meet his ‘Whore.’” She paused, clearly pleased with my reaction.  She came to stand in front of me and said again, “Whore.”  She looked me in the eyes as she smiled slightly and said, “Do you like that I am another man’s Whore?” 
 
    I nodded quickly, unable to speak or breathe. 
 
    She cocked her head slightly as she said,”I prefer ‘Slut’, but Whore is just as good.  Maybe one of his friends will know you and I, which will mean another of your friends knows that I suck and fuck other men.”  I could feel her hand on my boxers, rubbing my steel hard cock as she smiled and said, “Oooh, you *really* like that, don’t you?” 
 
    I nodded quickly again. 
 
    The week passed quickly, but the only thing on my mind was Laura’s date, not the holiday party. 
 
    * * * 
 
    The Friday of the party, I went straight from work to the party.  It was held in the penthouse suite of a local hotel, the same place as usual, which had a bar and dining table and seating, with an adjoining bedroom where the strippers could change and sometimes provided ‘special services’ for ‘tips.’ 
 
    The team had grown a little, so 18 of us felt a little more crowded than usual.  The booze was flowing but Richard hadn’t shown up yet, and we were telling dirty jokes and some of the guys were talking about their latest conquests of women.  I felt my phone vibrate and saw a message from my wife saying “He’s here to pick me up.  I wore something sexy.  More later.” 
 
    I tried to stay in conversation, and drank a little faster than usual as I imagined my wife out on her date.  About 20 minutes later, Richard showed up with a woman in tow.  As he helped her off with her coat, the conversation quieted and there were some whistles and comments of “Whoa!” and “Yes!”.  The stripper was wearing a tiny little red and white Santa outfit, with a skirt that barely covered her parts, and exposed the bottom of her ass cheeks.  Her top was low-cut and tight, forcing her little breasts up so that they bulged like they were about to pop out.  She had an obviously fake silver-blonde wig and sky high heels, and her outfit just screamed ‘fuck me.’  She was in great shape compared to some of the girls in previous years. 
 
    Richard escorted her to a place in front of the bar, gave her a glass of wine and addressed us all, “Boys, I have a special treat for you this year.  We had a great year, so I arranged for Santa’s head helper to join us.”  The stripper waved cutely. 
 
    One of the drunker guys yelled, “So what do you do for Santa, baby?”  The guys laughed. 
 
    The stripper said, in a high-pitched ‘little girl’ voice, “Well…..”  the voices died down to hear her - her voice was so unusual. 
 
    “Well, like he said,” and she patted Richard’s arm, “I’m Santa’s head helper, so I give him Head.”  The guys went wild. 
 
    After they calmed down, Richard said, “OK, Animals.  In order to make this fair and avoid chaos, I have a list of your names, randomly selected, for the order of who she entertains in the, er, ‘entertainment room’,” he gestured to the bedroom door.”  There were a few more whistles. 
 
    Richard turned to her and said, “What’s your name, baby?”  She smiled at him and the assembled drunken guys and said in her squeaky voice, “Oh you can call me anything you like,” she paused and winked before she continued, “But I hope you’ll call me God before the end of the night.”  There was silence as we tried to figure out what she meant.  She giggled and said, “You know, ‘Oh! God!  Oh God Yes!” as she made humping motions with her hips. 
 
    The guys howled their approval, and I could hear one of them yell out, “That’s what all the girls call me!”  Richard silenced them by making a show of slowly withdrawing a slip of paper from his shirt pocket. 
 
    As he was about to read the first name, everyone was secretly hoping his name would be the first.  One of the older guys near Richard said, “Hey, Richard, what is allowed?  Um, what’s on her ‘menu’ so to speak?”  Richard just turned to the stripper and raised an eyebrow. 
 
    The stripper giggled and said in her squeaky voice, “It’s Christmas, silly.  No holes barred.”  A combined low roar of “Whoa!” came from the audience.  Richard had gone all out, the strippers usually didn’t do anything, not even touching, without ‘additional cost.’ 
 
    Richard waited for the noise to calm down before he called the first name.  There were 17 disappointed groans and one happy “Oh Yes!” as Carl, our local rep, pushed forward and took the stripper’s hand, leading her to the ‘entertainment’ room.  The rest of us filled our drinks and either started watching the sports channel or playing cards. 
 
    After about 15 minutes, Carl and the stripper appeared, with Carl looking a little sheepish as we all looked at him.  The stripper made her way to Richard so he could call the next name.  As she passed one of the sofa’s, I saw a hand reach out to touch her ass and she stopped short.  She looked down at him and the man attached to the groping hand said quietly, “I couldn’t resist.” 
 
    She smiled sweetly at him and said, “Don’t resist, sweetie.  I’m here for the taking.”  His hand went back out and ran up her leg, where he cupped her ass cheek under the short skirt.  She wiggled it for his benefit, then continued her walk to Richard, who called out the second name.  The lucky guy was one of the new men, so I didn’t know him.  He came and took the stripper’s hand, leading her to the bedroom and we all went back to what we were doing.  A time passed and the couple emerged - he had a huge grin and she made her way to Richard, who was at the bar this time.  She walked slowly as more hands groped her ass and tits - she seemed to enjoy it. 
 
    When she reached the bar, where a few of us were standing, she asked for a glass of wine.  Bill, a big black guy from our Philly office, poured her one and said, “You need to get the taste out of your mouth?” 
 
    Before she raised the glass she smiled and said, “No, sweetheart,  I love the taste of come.”  She took a sip as she looked at him and said, “I can’t wait to taste yours…”  I was amazed at how green her eyes were, as well as how bold she was.  It was like she was putting on a show. 
 
    Bill chuckled and said, “That’s not where I’m leaving mine!” 
 
    “Good,” she said softly, “I cunt wait!” and turned to Richard.  Bill and I gave each other a surprised look then laughed as Richard called out the next name. 
 
    This went on for a while, each time she emerged for a new name, the groping became more daring, and it became quickly apparent that she wasn’t wearing panties.  At one point, one of the drunker guys tried for her tits and tore open the buttons on her top, setting her boobs free.  I think she was a little drunk because she shrugged it off and ditched the top.  For the rest of the night, she just walked around in her short skirt and topless, letting more men pinch her nipples and grab her tits. 
 
    About half of the names had been called, while Bill and I hung at the bar, with a small bet about which of us would be next.  It was Bill.  He was grinning and walked with a swagger as she led him to the bedroom.  One of the guys yelled out, “Don’t ruin her for the rest of us, Bill!” 
 
    A minute or two later I received a text from my wife, “Met his friends.  They are rowdy.  Gonna get some new men tonight.”  Holy shit, I thought.  I wish I could watch Laura. 
 
    I watched the TV for a bit while Bill had his fun, and after what seemed like a long time they emerged.  I may have imagined it, but she walked a little more carefully through the crowd of grabby hands.  Bill arrived at the bar about the same time that Richard called out the next name, again not mine. 
 
    Bill poured a new drink and took a swig before he said, “Fuck!  That bitch is crazy.” 
 
    “Really?” I said, wanting to know but not daring to ask for the details. 
 
    “Yeah!  We got in the room and she went to piss, I guess, so I took off my pants.  When she came out of the bathroom, she went straight for my dick like a heat-seeking hoover.  And man, can that girl suck a cock!” 
 
    “Yeah, that’s crazy,” I agreed. 
 
    “Nah, man it gets better.  After I was full staff, I told her I wanted to fuck that pussy so she jumped on the bed and spread them.  When I asked for a rubber, she told me she wanted me bare.”  He looked at me as if I knew something and said, “You know, it’s hard to get the white chicks to go bare like that.  It was so hot I popped off right away, but I loved the feel of that pussy, so I told her I wanted more.” 
 
    I waited for him, and he continued, “So without any complaining, she leans over and starts sucking me hard again, slime and all.  That’s when I realized the craziest shit.” 
 
    “O yeah?” I prompted him. 
 
    “Yeah,” he leaned closer, “She’s wearing a wedding ring.”  He paused for emphasis, “I mean, I couldn’t stop thinking about her husband waiting around somewhere while we feed her 50 feet of cock and a gallon of come.”  He took a drink and said, “That’s some crazy shit there.” 
 
    “Oh yeah,” I agreed.  I couldn’t help but think that my own wife was probably somewhere getting ‘fed’ someone else’s cock and come.  I took out my phone and sent her a message, “Get all the new men you can handle.  I love my slut.”  I waited for a few minutes, but no response. 
 
    The list dwindled and I actually hoped to be last - I wanted to imagine that the stripper was Laura after her night with Dick’s friend or friends.  As Richard read out the next name, he said, “For Sloppy 16ths, it’s Joe C!”  The remaining guys chuckled - it was near midnight and many of them had left already.  It was down to me and one other guy before the whole roster had been ‘up to bat’ 
 
    I felt my phone and checked the message. “Your slut loves you.  Be home soon, stay up if you want to kiss me with cock breath.”  Oh my God!  She had actually done it with the new guy.  Well, maybe not, perhaps it was just blowing Dick in the car.  My mind was racing so much I missed the fact that the stripper came out to claim the 17th place name, not mine.  I watched her walking him to the room, and noticed that one of the remaining guys said loudly to Richard, “Hey!  Do we get a second round?” 
 
    Richard said, “Well, it’s pretty late, and she’s not booked for overtime.”  The stripper paused to listen to the exchange, so he addressed her, “What do you say, baby?” 
 
    She looked at the remaining count of five guys and said, “Hmm, my time is almost over.” They let out a sad moan at her words, She smiled and said, “OK, but you all have to do me at the same time, out here.  Deal?” 
 
    “Yes!” one of the guys nearly shouted.  Another said, “Oh yeah,, a good old-fashioned gang bang.”  She led number 17 to the bedroom while I continued to think about my wife heading home, her breath tasting of cock. 
 
    I realized that as much as I wanted a piece of the hooker, I wanted my wife more.  I told Richard I had to go, and he was surprised that I didn’t want to stay for my prize, but I explained that I needed to get home. 
 
    I hurried home, hoping to get there before Laura, and imagined whether she had sucked or fucked a new guy this evening.  The booze had long burned out of my system, and I was running on pure horniness. 
 
    I got home, and her car was still gone, so I hurried in and stripped to my boxers.  I didn’t want to waste time with clothing once she got there. 
 
    My phone binged with another message, “Hi baby, a little longer, something ‘came up’ ha ha” 
 
    Holy shit!  I knew she had to be doing a new guy now.  I poured another drink and watched some TV, trying not to jerk off.  After all the excitement and anticipation, between the hooker and Laura, I was ready to explode. 
 
    I finally heard her car drive up, and I jumped up to wait for her.  At the same time, my phone rang - it was Richard.  Shit!  I had to answer but wanted to get him off the call as quickly as I could so I could meet Laura. 
 
    ‘Hey buddy!” I heard on the other side. 
 
    “Hi Richard, thanks for the party.  What’s so important at 12:30 at night?” I asked, eager to get the call over with. 
 
    “Well, hey man, sorry you left early.  You missed the grand finale!  She came out and the rest of the guys had another go, Jimmy actually popped off twice.  I think that made 24 times for her,” he chuckled. 
 
    I heard Laura’s footsteps approaching the door, so tried to get off quickly. 
 
    “Wow, that was something!  What do you want?” I was a little more blunt than usual. 
 
    “Well, I want you to thank Laura for the great service tonight.  Your wife is quite a talented whore.  Happy sloppy 25ths buddy!” and he hung up. 
 
    I was shocked at his words, and confused, as the door opened, revealing the Hooker from the evening standing in the doorway.  Holding my wife’s keys.  And her purse. 
 
    She smiled sweetly and said, “No holes barred, sweety.  Come kiss me, I’ve swallowed a lot of cock tonight!” 
 
    * * * 
 
    I stood there shocked and surprised for a moment, then put down the phone and walked up to her, We embraced and kissed, her tongue playing with mine while I still tried to process what had happened. 
 
    We broke our kiss and she looked at me, appearing a little tired and said, “I hope you liked the show.  You know, I officially had more men tonight than all the rest of my life put together.”  Then she added, “And my first black men.” 
 
    “How do you feel?” I asked numbly, not certain what to say or do. 
 
    “Tired,” she said, “and used up.”  She gave me a wink.  After a brief pause she said, “And very horny.” 
 
    “Still?” I asked, wondering if she were telling me the truth. 
 
    I felt her hand inside my boxers, gripping my hardening member, as she said, “Yes.  If I had more time, I would have gladly taken another dozen men.”  She said, “If you had stuck around, you could have watched me in action.  I had two men in me at once and all of them groped and played with me.  It was an awesome feeling.  I think I may be a sex maniac.” 
 
    She stepped back a little and said, “So, do you want the wig on or off?” 
 
    I couldn’t decide and shrugged. 
 
    I was thinking about the call from Richard and asked, “Who was there that knew?” 
 
    “Just Dick, I mean Richard.” she smiled.  She leaned forward for as if for a kiss and said, “Yes, Richard is Dick.  How does it feel knowing your I have been sucking and fucking your boss for all this time?”   
 
    I didn’t know how to respond, I was so surprised.   
 
    “I told you that Dick knew you.  How many morning meetings do you think you’ve had with him, while his cock was covered in my saliva or pussy juice?”  she teased. 
 
    I thought about that, my mind racing, and let out a little moan. 
 
    “I think the wig comes off, it’s itchy.”  I watched her remove it and brush out her hair with her fingers. She continued, “Actually, I only needed the wig for you - none of the rest of them would have known me.”  She turned back and reached for my erection, which was poking out of my boxers.  “Would you have been able to behave if you saw your wife escort each of your co-workers back to the bedroom?” 
 
    “I don’t know,” I said.  I tried to think about her again tonight, but without the wig.  I was surprised at myself for not recognizing her.  After a moment’s thought, “Yes, I would have behaved, but my cock would have been hard all night.” 
 
    She fell to her knees in front of me, and sucked me into her mouth.  After a moment of teasing me, she pulled back and smacked her lips.  “It’s Official!  I now have had every one of the sales team’s cocks in my mouth tonight.” 
 
    It didn’t take me long to add my come to theirs. 
 
    * * * 
 
    We spent the rest of the weekend just hanging around the house.  Although her pussy was too sore for regular sex, she was ready to suck me anytime I was horny, and that was a lot of times over the weekend. 
 
    I would ask her about various guys, but she didn’t remember any of their names.  She told me all she could, as I tried to process the fact that my beautiful model wife could turn into such a sex-crazed whore.  It felt wrong to think about her as a ‘whore,’ but she embraced the term and even used it to describe herself. 
 
    At one point, she offered me her ass, which I declined.  I know it seems strange, but I have never had any interest in anal sex.  She, on the other hand, was fine with it.  She said her boyfriends before me liked to take her anally, but we had never done it in the fifteen years we had been married.  She sometimes almost begged me, and I would finger her hole while we had sex, but that’s as close as we would get. 
 
    When I declined, rather than push the point, she just said, “That’s OK,” and fell to sucking me.   
 
    I hadn’t really thought about it until then, but asked, “Um, did any of the guys ask for your ass the other night.”  She looked up at me, my cock still in her mouth, and nodded.  “Oh.  And what did you say?” 
 
    She let my hard-on plop out of her mouth as she looked up and said, “I said, ‘sure.’”  She must have seen the surprise on my face, as she said, “What? Didn’t I promise ‘no holes barred’?” 
 
    I groaned as I thought of her standing in front of my co-workers, saying those words.  She continued to stroke me as she asked, “Do you want to hear about how I spread my ass cheeks for them?”  I groaned again, excited by how nasty she had become, and she continued.  “Ooooh, yes, you do.”  “The first one hurt a little, because it’s been a while since I did that.” She picked up the pace of stroking me, and gave my cockhead a little suck. 
 
    “I had forgotten how good it felt to have a man violate my asshole like that, and it made me come, every time I felt one of them filling my bowels with their come!”  She seemed in a trance as she continued to stroke me and suck the head of my cock.  I could see her rubbing herself as she worked on me, and she moaned, “Mmmm, I loved being such a slut!  Letting every man use me like that, with my husband right there.”   
 
    At that point, I erupted, shooting all over her face.  She looked up at me with come dripping out of her hair and over one eye and smiled, saying, “Oh!  I see that you loved it too!”  She rolled back, and continued rubbing herself with a finger shoved in her ass, her eyes closed saying softly, “Fuck me, I’m a whore.”  She continued saying this over and over, rubbing herself faster until she reached orgasm, moaning and writhing on the floor. 
 
    The next several weeks passed as usual, Dick dropping by some mornings for Laura’s service, and Jim as well.  She would return upstairs with a smile on her face, sometimes saying things like ‘A slut’s work is never done…” 
 
    * * * 
 
    One evening before bed, she came in and stood before me, completely naked and said, “Here, give me your hand.”  She had me run my hand over her legs, and around to her pussy and ass.  She was shaved to a little strip above her slit, but all else was bare.  “Feel smooth?” she asked. 
 
    “Yes, it certainly does.”  I lingered at her pussy, sliding a finger in.  She stood back and said a little cautiously, “I have something to admit.”  I couldn’t imagine what that could be, she was already fucking other men.  What could possibly be more surprising than that? 
 
    “Um, after the holiday party, Dick gave me a stack of cash.”  I was surprised, mostly that she hadn’t shared this news with me before.  She quickly blurted out, “And I spent it to get my hair lasered!” 
 
    I looked at her, not sure how to react, and said, “OK.  I guess it’s OK, it’s your money.” 
 
    She said carefully, “And I’m scheduled for lipo on Friday, to get rid of this,” she patted the tiny swell on her belly.  “I had to tell you because I’ll need a ride home from the clinic, and will need to rest for a couple of days.” 
 
    “Oh.  Sure, I can take Friday off.” 
 
    She seemed relieved, and stepped up to me so I could touch her again.  She reached up and lifted her breasts, saying, “I didn’t have enough to get new boobs, but I really want those too.” 
 
    “Baby,” I assured her, “your boobs are perfect.  They are right for your body, and you look beautiful.” 
 
    “Maybe,” she said absently, staring at her breasts, “but I’ve always wanted big tits!  The kind that make men forget you have a face!” 
 
    As she lay in bed with me, she said carefully, “I’m going to talk to Dick and see if there’s a way to make enough for new boobs too.” 
 
    I was surprised and asked, “Another party?” 
 
    “Maybe,” she said, “But I’m up for whatever it takes.” 
 
    I fell asleep, wondering what that might be. 
 
   
  
 

 The New Job - Company Incentive 
 
    Laura’s lipo worked out well, and she was at the gym more than usual.  The results were unbelievable - she actually had a firm stomach and started to have definition in her arms and legs, and her ass was rock solid.  I had to admit that she looked better than ever, and was really turning men’s heads, although the working out had definitely taken some of the volume from her breasts - she was usually a solid b-cup, but that was dwindling as she burned the fat - I could tell from the way her brassieres fit. 
 
    I watched men flirt with her like I wasn’t there, and realized she could have any of them she desired.  I was both jealous and excited at the thought of her with a new guy. 
 
    A bit later, we had our national sales team get-together in prep for the biggest conference of the year.  This was the conference where we had a chance at the biggest contracts, and had to secure our regulars, in order to make or break the year.  I reminded her of the event, and suggested she have some men over while I was out of town.  She smiled and said she would plan something special. 
 
    Richard had the usual strategy meetings and review of all prospects and accounts for the two days before the conference, which was only a few hours drive away.  The afternoon before the conference, he had one last “Rah Rah” motivational meeting, in the front lobby of our building, where he could address everyone from the staircase.. 
 
    “OK troops!  Are we ready to close some deals!” he yelled! 
 
    Various yells of enthusiasm greeted him. 
 
    “OK, good!”  he continued, “I have come up with a special incentive system to help you close those deals…”  There was some murmuring from the guys - not another discount system that took from our commissions… 
 
    Richard smiled, “Don’t worry - you’re going to love this!” 
 
    “When the client is ‘on the fence’ and you need that something extra to get him to sign, you can bring in our closer.”  There were some confused mumbles.  “I want you to meet Laura, our special conference closer.” 
 
    A woman dressed in a tight, short screaming red dress descended the stairs from the second floor to join Richard on the landing.  She had bright red lipstick, red nail polish, and red high heels - she screamed ‘sex!” as she walked and looked out at us.  And she was my wife! 
 
    The guys started yelling and whooping.  My mind was spinning, and I could hardly focus as Richard raised his hands to calm the crowd, “Yes, you know her from our holiday party!”  A few whistles went up, and Richard raised his hands again.  “There are some rules - It must be new business, or old business renewing with more than 20% increase over previous year.  Your client gets up to one hour with her, but must have signed the contract first - and he has to give it to her for proof.  We have had a calendar added into the system to reserve her time, and she will approve the requests - you will see her availability.”  He paused for a moment and said, “She will have her own ‘entertainment suite’, so no worries if the client brought their family.” 
 
    One of the newer guys, who hadn’t been at the holiday party, said loudly, “Yeah, but what will she do as Closer?” 
 
    Richard looked at her and raised an eyebrow, and she leaned out and said loudly, “I will do anything for their business, no holes barred.”  There was a round of applause, then Richard raised his hands again, “OK, with that, I expect us to blow away the previous year.  In honor of Laura, this is the year of No Holes Barred!”  As if a final thought, he added, “Clients only, guys!”  There were several moans and groans of disappointment. 
 
    I watched my wife descend the stairs with Richard, as the men mobbed her.  She pulled out her phone as I watched several of them touch her ass or breast, which she ignored.  I moved close enough to hear one of them say, “Who are you calling?” 
 
    She smiled and said, “Car service,” as a hand went up under her dress, and Richard swatted it away.  He stepped close to her and said, “How about I give you a ride?” 
 
    She quickly glanced at me then said, “That would be nice.  I’ll return the favor.”  A couple of the guys chuckled, and a couple groaned in disappointment. 
 
    I watched her leave with him, holding hands, and then I made my way to the parking lot to retrieve my car.  When I got home, his was parked out front, so I rolled by to see if they were inside, but it was empty.  I pulled into the driveway and quietly opened the front door, expecting them to be in the living room, going at it on the leather chair as usual.   
 
    It was then I heard the noises from upstairs.  “Uh, yeah!  Ungh!  That’s it, fuck me!” I could hear Laura’s voice, and the noises that meant she was reaching orgasm. 
 
    Then, “Oh god!  Yeah, you are so fucking hot!  Here it comes!  Ungghhhh!” Richard, I mean Dick, was obviously coming inside my wife, and I was hard as a rock.  I listened for another couple of moments, and heard rustling, then his voice again, “I better go.  I had to have some of you before you get stretched out at the show.” 
 
    Laura laughed and said, “So you think I’ll be stretched?  Why?” 
 
    I could hear him fastening his pants as he said, “A dozen sex crazed buyers fucking you?  What do you think will happen?” 
 
    I could hear her say, “I’ll be in heaven.  And earning new boobs.” 
 
    “Only if we make our numbers,” He said. 
 
    “Well, if I have to service everyone at the conference, that’s what I’ll do.”  Her voice held determination at the challenge. 
 
    I could hear the floor creak as he left our bedroom, and quietly slipped into the kitchen, where I waited to hear him descend the stairs and exit the front door without another word. 
 
    I went upstairs to find her laying back on the bed, her legs spread and dress pulled up, the little strip of pubic hair pointing down to her violated pussy. 
 
    “Ready for more?” I asked, as I started to unbuckle my pants. 
 
    “Oooh, does the sight of my used pussy do that to you?” She teased.  “Does the idea of my legs wrapped around another man, his cock buried inside me, make you excited?” 
 
    “Oh God, yes!” I had to admit it turned me on unbelievably. 
 
    She looked at me and smiled, closing her legs, “Later.  I have to go shopping for outfits.  If I am going to lure more men to get between my legs, I want to look the part.” 
 
    “OK,” I responded, a little disappointed.  “Where?  Can I come?” 
 
    “Sure,” she got up and fixed her makeup and hair.  She smoothed her hot little red dress as she said, “I got this from the ‘Dance Store’ - you know, the one with the stripper outfits in the window.”  She flashed me a smile.  “Appropriate, no?” 
 
    “Oh yeah,” I agreed.  “But for our trade show?” 
 
    “Richard wants the clients to long for the incentive,” she added, as she turned to leave the room.  I followed her out and we drove to the store.  As she shopped, I noticed that she was by far the best looking woman in there, and the other girls looked her over as well. 
 
    She tried on numerous outfits, picking the sexiest ones that didn’t have ‘strategic’ openings.  They were slutty but not obscene.  Each one made her look like a wet dream that would always say “Yes.”   
 
    She also selected several sets of lingerie that had openings in the crotch or nipples, or were so flimsy as to show off everything.  She insisted on modeling them all for me, stepping out of the changing room each time to show off.  It was exciting whenever someone else saw her, and a couple of the girls came over to tell her how hot she looked. 
 
    A couple of the women were hanging nearby, pretending to look through the racks of clothing, waiting to watch what Laura came out to model next.  She came out wearing a skin tight bright green dress, with a skirt that barely hid her panties, and twirled in front of me - causing the skirt to fly out and show that she wasn’t wearing anything underneath.  She noticed the girls nearby and said to me, “Does it turn you on to help me shop for clothing that I will wear for other men?  Clothing to get other men to fuck me?” 
 
    I was embarrassed as I watched the women paying attention to her words.  I said softly, “Yes.  Yes it does.” 
 
    She lifted the front of the dress, exposing herself as she said, “Ooh, I think your boss will like this one - easy access.  I love being his whore, and can’t wait to see who else uses me next week!”  She looked over at the women watching and crooked a finger, inviting them closer. 
 
    When they were right near us, she looked at them said, “He is the best husband!  He likes it when I fuck other men, so I get to be a full time slut!”  She turned to me and asked, “Isn’t that true, baby?  Do you like it when other men use me like a whore?” 
 
    I just nodded, and the women giggled as my wife went back to the changing room.  I was embarrassed, but realized that I had a raging hard-on as I saw one of the girls point to my crotch. 
 
    She produced a new credit card at the checkout, and as they rang her up, she turned to me and said in a lower voice, “I have a company card now, for ‘incidentals’” She laughed as she tossed three bottles of lubricant and two dozen condoms on the pile. 
 
    * * * 
 
    During the drive to the hotel, I asked her why she let Richard use her real name. 
 
    She looked at me with a sly smile and said, “Well, it’s easy to remember.  Plus, I remember that you said it would turn you on if any friends found out that I was on a date with another man.” 
 
    “Yeah, I guess.”  I had to admit the excitement and fear were making me horny and nervous. 
 
    “So I figured you would be excited whenever one of the guys referred to me as ‘Laura Smith’, you know, the Closer Whore.  They would be talking about your wife without knowing the Whore is your wife.” 
 
    I glanced at her and asked, “You like that word, ‘Whore?’” 
 
    She rubbed herself as she licked her lips and said slowly, “Yes!  I like it as much as I like cocks!  Do you like that your wife is a Whore?” 
 
    My erection was painfully trapped in my pants as I groaned, “Oh, God, yes.” 
 
    * * * 
 
    We arrived at the hotel, and I watched to make sure none of the guys were around as I dropped her out front.  She gave money to a bellman and went in to check herself in.  I parked and carried my bags to the front desk.   
 
    She was already gone, so I brought my bags to my room, feeling strange that I was in one room and she in another.  The front desk handed me a packet from the office, which included contact information for our support staff and Richard, as well as a sheet of instructions for how to book Laura’s time.  The package reiterated that the client would have to give her a signed contract before she would provide any of her incentives to them.  There was a final note reminding everyone that Laura was for clients only, and to use common sense and not send anyone disgusting or unhygienic to her.  I was glad about that part, and wondered if she had asked, or if Richard had thought about that on his own. 
 
    An hour passed and I was wondering if Laura would call me, and spend the night with me, when I hear my phone chirp.  It was a mass message from Richard to the sales team, and included a few pictures of Laura in the lingerie, so we could use the pictures to communicate the incentive to our customers.  I laughed at the formal wording, then realized that Richard must be in her room taking the photos.  I was jealous and also excited, wondering what else he was taking… 
 
    I popped open my laptop and checked the calendar for Laura’s time, wondering how popular this would be with the team.  I figured there might be one or two times set already, knowing that some of them were already booking for clients they had pre-closed. 
 
    My mouth went dry as I saw that she already had 6 appointments for the next day, and 4 the following day, and 2 each of the last two days.  I couldn’t believe my wife was committed to giving herself to 14 men already. 
 
    I texted her so see if she had seen the schedule, and she responded with two words, “Yes.  Excited.”  She really was a slut, and I think I was just as excited.  I texted again, “Can I come see you tonight?” 
 
    I awaited her reply, which arrived a few minutes later. “Sorry.  Have a couple of dates tonight.  Customers Only :)” 
 
    The next morning, we all met at at the exhibit space, and Laura was there, wearing one of the dresses we picked for the event.  In the light of day, it looked even more like a “fuck me” dress, which I guess it was. 
 
    As soon as the space opened to the buyers, Mike, our rep from Chicago, walked up to her and introduced her to his customer.  I heard part of the exchange as he said, “Hi Laura!”  It gave me chills hearing him call her by her real name.  “This is Jim, who just signed next year's’ order - and it’s 20% more than last year’s.” 
 
    “Oh. Hello, Jim.  I guess you’ve heard about our special incentive this year?”  I watched the guy smiling as he ogled her and nodded.  “Good, let’s take this contract someplace private and you can fill me in.”  She took his hand and led him away, and Richard caught my eye and gave me a wink.  I think that he got off on whoring her out - but he didn’t know how much both she and I wanted this. 
 
    I had a hard time concentrating on my clients and prospects, because I kept looking for my wife.  She would appear at our exhibit for a few minutes, then a similar scene would occur, and she would lead someone away, contract in one hand, his hand in her other. 
 
    At one point just around lunchtime, I saw her talking to Bill, my black friend from the Philly office, and his clients.  I watched as she and Bill exchanged a few words, a bit more conversation than usual, and he pointed out something on the contract.  She paused for a moment, considering, then smiled and nodded.  I watched as she left with two black men this time, carrying a contract with her. 
 
    I approached Bill and asked what was that deal, and he smiled, saying, “I got those guys to go for a 50% increase, AND sign a two year deal.  Laura finally agreed to take them both at once, but only for one time slot.”  He shook his head, “I don’t know what she’s going to say to her husband when she gets home, but she’s getting more dick than a pornstar.” 
 
    I finally closed one of my clients and checked her schedule, she was booked all the way through 9pm, so I took that slot.  I closed another, but her next time was just before dinner the next day, so I booked that too. 
 
    I arranged for my client to meet me for drinks and texted her at 8:30pm so she would know where to meet us.  Every head turned as she entered the lounge and made her way to our table, taking a seat next to my customer, across from me. 
 
    “Well,” she turned to the customer and said, “Steve says you just signed a deal with us?”  He was grinning and said, “Yes.  I wasn’t going to sign up for so much product until Steve told me about your special program.  Is it true?” 
 
    “Oh yes,” she smiled, “It’s true.  Our special incentive program.” 
 
    He seemed unconvinced as he said, “And what *exactly* is it you’ll do?  Steve implied, but never said *exactly*.” 
 
    Laura was obviously not happy with the game, and went for shock.  She probably said it for my benefit, knowing it would excite me, “Well, if you have a signed contract, I’ll escort you up to my hospitality suite.”  She paused and leaned forward, both my customer and I doing the same, then she continued.  “Once there, I’ll take off my clothes and you can fuck me for the next 45 minutes, no holes barred.” 
 
    She leaned back and said calmly, “Is that exact enough?” 
 
    He looked shocked and pleased.  I know I was shocked to hear her talk this way, and especially to another man.  He handed her his contract and said, “Let’s go.”  I watched my wife begin to walk out of the lounge, contract in one hand and a stranger’s hand in her other.  She paused and said something to him, then hurried back to me as he stood by the entrance.  She leaned close and said, “Does it excite you, whoring me out like this?” 
 
    I nodded briefly, and she continued, “Oh, OK.  Just so you know, I’m going to take your customer without condoms, and let him spend the night with me if he wants.  I’ll kiss him and cuddle him and be a real married whore.”  She gave me a wink before she rushed back to him. 
 
    I paid the bill, went upstairs and masturbated, thinking about what she had been doing all day with all those men. 
 
    The next day started about the same, and I expected to see her looking worn out, but she showed up at the exhibit just as fresh as ever, wearing another one of the stripper dresses that made all the men stare.  Again, she was off with another customer within a few minutes and this repeated nearly all day. 
 
    That afternoon, I arrived at the exhibit to meet my customer and hand him over to Laura.  She was there, chatting with Richard, so I went over to see her. 
 
    “Hey,” I said, as she saw me approach, not sure how to break into the conversation.  “I see you finally have some time to enjoy the show…” 
 
    She smiled brightly and said, “Yeah, the last customer had a flight to catch, so didn’t have much time.”  She continued in a slightly lower voice, “So we made do - I sucked him off in the men’s room.  That didn’t take long.”  Richard was still hovering nearby and smiled as he heard her words and looked at me. 
 
    I was less surprised at her boldness, and was not going to let him fluster me.  “So, is everything going OK?  Is this what you expected?  Do you need anything?” 
 
    She smiled and said, “Don’t worry, Baby.  I am fine, better than fine.  This is better than I expected - I get wet every time I see another man get stiff for me.”  She said, “I *could* use more condoms.” 
 
    I asked, a little surprised, “You went through two dozen already?” 
 
    She looked slightly annoyed at my question, and replied, “No *all* of them, I still have two left.” 
 
    We turned when we heard Richard chuckling, he had been lurking close enough to hear.  “Hey buddy, you better pick up another 100 just in case.  Do you think you’ll go through that many by the end of the conference, Laura?” 
 
    She smiled at us both, and said boldly, “I hope so.”  Richard started to laugh until he heard me say, “I hope so, too.” 
 
    At that point my customer arrived, and I introduced him to Laura, who asked for his contract.  She smiled at us both and said, “Well, Steve’s customers get my special treatment!” as she took his hand and led him away.  I wondered what she meant by that, if it meant anything at all, or was just to tease me some more. 
 
    The last days of the conference passed slowly, as I watched my wife go off with customer after customer.  I sometimes grew weary of the scene, but most of the time it was just as exciting as ever.  I only wished I could see her and get more of the details. 
 
    * * * 
 
    On the last day of the conference, we wrapped up the exhibit as Laura ‘closed’ the last customers, then we had a group dinner and drinks to celebrate.  Richard had arranged a private dining room for all of us and the drinks flowed.  He arranged to have Laura sit next to him at the head of the table - it felt like the bastard wanted to show her off as ‘his’. 
 
    After dinner, Richard stood and raised a glass, telling us that it was certainly the best sales year ever for this show, and we all cheered. 
 
    He then urged Laura to stand and toasted her, saying, “Of course while you all did your part, I think much of the credit goes to Laura here and her ‘deal closers’.  Do you have anything to say, Laura?” 
 
    She smiled, obviously excited by the attention, and said, “Well, you all know my motto, and now your customers do: ‘No Holes Barred!’”  The guys whooped and made noise as we drank to that. 
 
    Richard continued, “As a reward for such outstanding, er, ‘service’,” some of the guys chuckled at that, “The company will be buying Laura a new pair.” He grabbed her breast to emphasize his words, and she just smiled more broadly.  “She said that she’d let us decide how big!” 
 
    There was a cheer, and some guys shouting out things like “Dolly Parton big!” and “Big as her head!” and a couple that said, “She’s perfect like that!” 
 
    Richard raised his hands and they all calmed down, as he said, “OK, hand vote.  Laura will make the call in any ties.” 
 
    Richard slowly called out letters from A to D, then DD.  One hand raised at each of A and B, and a pair of them at C, but most were up and waving at D and DD.  Richard turned to Laura and said, “Well, what is the verdict?” 
 
    Laura stood and put her hands on her breasts, lifting them the little bit that her current size would allow, and said, “Well boys, I think I’m going to surprise you!”  There were some boos and a few groans of disappointment.  She continued, “But I promise you’ll all see the end result!” 
 
    * * * 
 
    It has been a few months since then, and Laura has healed just about completely since her enhancement surgery - she had the best surgeon and there was no expense spared.  She also got a tummy tuck.  As soon as she could, she resumed her workouts with the trainer.  All the work made her look like a walking wet dream, and she finally got her wish - men rarely look her in the eyes when she greets them, mesmerized by her oversized D breasts with the perpetually hard nipples. 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Peaches Dean - Other Works 
 
    Peaches loves to write about sexual adventures, whether similar to ones she has actually experienced or complete flights of (horny) fancy. While some of her stories are based upon her adventures, often embellished to fit her wicked memories, others are based upon her nearly-constant dreams and daydreams about sexual adventures. 
 
    Below are a couple of her most popular stories.  For the complete list, visit her Author Page on Amazon. 
 
    Julie Loaned Out: Beginnings of a Slutty Wife 
 
    Happily married Julie and Jim meet their new neighbors, and Julie finds herself thinking of more than just dinner and drinks after she meets the handsome married neighbor. Jim urges his wife to cheat with the older man, and Julie gives in, releasing a slutty side of herself she never imagined. 
 
    Turned on by his wife's first reluctant adventure, Jim 'loans' her to the neighbor for the day, with the instructions that she 'do whatever he wants.' Julie agrees and completely gives herself over to being a slut, even risking pregnancy with this new man while her husband encourages her. She surprises herself at the emotions and urges unleashed by giving herself to a near stranger. 
 
      
 
    Susan's College Exchange: Showing a Young Man Her Sights 
 
    Susan finds that their new college exchange student likes to watch her, and is surprised that she is turned on by the younger man's attention. 

As she pushes the limits of showing off for him, she finds herself fantasizing about more than showing off for the young man with the brown eyes and dark skin. As her excitement builds, Susan finds bolder and more exciting ways to show him all of her sights, excited by the reaction she gets from a man 20 years her junior, Will she succumb to her desires and give him the ultimate "exchange experience?" 
 
      
 
    Like this?  Please leave a review and see more of Peaches’ work at: 
 
    Peaches Dean’s Author Page 
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